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Abstract 

Four Monologues/Four Dresses: Performance and Performativity in the  

Performance Monologue, comprised of an introductory critical and historical analysis of the 

monologue as a performative/performance oriented genre, will begin by utilizing secondary 

sources that deal with life-writing as "a critical practice [that] encourages (a) the reader to 

develop and foster his/her own self-consciousness in order to (b) humanize and make less 

abstract (which is not to say less mysterious) the self-in-the-writing." (Kadar 12). 

In the four monologues written for the creative section, I shall be utilizing degrees of 

"life-writing" as a genre that, in its broadest sense, presents the writer/performer, and 

reader/spectator, with the opportunity to glean performative possibility through a complex 

dramatic narrative gaze. Theoretical models influencing the construction of the critical and 

creative components of the dissertation will include Psychoanalytic Theory, Queer Theory, 

and Critical Race Theory as they intersect through the work of Sigmund Freud, Judith 

Buder, bell hooks, and Frantz Fanon. 

Judith Buder's idea of the performing body as an imitation that is "always already" at 

the crux of particular performance (i.e. drag), and Frantz Fanon's work on the racialized 

body as the assimilated, "whitened" subject (Black Skin. White Masks) are examples of the 

theoretical research influencing the construction of the four monologues. 

David Harvey's The Condition of Postmodernity: An Enquiry into the Origins of  

Cultural Change speaks direcdy to the idea of a kind of intertextual cultural and aesthetic 

weaving that plays an important part in the creation of the type of monologue comprising 

the creative section, and analyzed in detail in the critical introduction. Harvey writes: 

ill 



Cultural life is then viewed as a series of texts intersecting with 

other texts, producing more texts . . . This intertextual weaving 

has a life of its own. Whatever we write conveys meanings we 

do not or could not possibly intend, and our words cannot say 

what we mean. It is vain to try and master a text because 

the perpetual interweaving of texts and meanings is beyond our 

control. Language works through us. Recognizing that, the 

deconstructionist impulse is to look inside one text for another, 

dissolve or build one text into another, (quoted in Geis 167-68) 

With reference to Linda Hutcheon's ideas regarding "History and/as Intertext" I conclude 

by addressing questions of post-modernity and nation as they appear in both the creative 

and critical sections of my project, culminating in a detailed theoretical analysis of each 

monologue comprising the creative component. 

IV 
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1 

Introduction 

The performance monologue, as an aspect of performance art, by its very nature 

challenges ideas of the body and identity on stage. Through a complex construction of 

subjectivity that often reaches out, in a performative sense, the performance monologue 

gestures toward a multiple subjectivity that ultimately insists upon the value and 

acknowledgement of a de-centered subject position. By constructing four original 

monologues that deal, in various ways, with the single speaking body, I have laid the 

groundwork for a creative and critical dissertation that addresses practical and theoretical 

models of subjectivity. This critical component moves through a brief history of 

performance art as it emerged out of various art forms during the 1970s and culminated by 

the late twentieth century in the work of artists such as Spalding Gray, John Leguizamo, and 

Peggy Shaw. These three artists represent examples of performance monologists who, by 

degree, work within the same theatrical traditions that have influenced my own performance 

work over the past twelve years. An interrogation of their work, along lines of race, class, 

and gender, aligns them with a number of discursive strategies that have appeared in my own 

performance monologues and continue to surface in new ways in the four original 

monologues comprising the creative section of this project. 

An analysis of the ways in which multiple theoretical models have influenced my 

overall career, as well as my most recent projects, runs through the critical section and 

culminates in an examination of each monologue. The monologues, addressed 

chronologically, are examined as manifestations of my ongoing performance project — a 



2 
project consistently marked by a commitment to issues surrounding gender and identity 

politics. Basically a liberationist model that consciously attempts to de-center subjectivity in 

the performative pursuit of a less oppressive existence for the viewing — and acting — body, 

my performance monologues define themselves as citational practices operating as self-

reflective modes of performance that both re-enact and critique social and cultural life as it 

has passed through, and inscribed itself upon, my body over the past 45 years. 
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Performance Art as Cultural Effacement 

Roselee Goldberg, in the preface to her foundational work Performance Art: From  

Futurism to the Present, explains that "Performance has been a way of appealing direcdy to 

a large public, as well as shocking audiences into reassessing their own notions of art and its 

relation to cultore" (Goldberg 9). Emerging out of a half century of experimental art forms 

such as Dada and Surrealism,1 performance art, a close relation to theatre,2 simultaneously 

utilizes and defies traditional theatrical tools such as script, setting, costume, director/actor 

relationship, and the idea of repeating the same performance nightly. By doing so, 

traditional, "universalized" notions of what theatre is gradually begin to be blurred and de

stabilized by an art form that, by degree, is reliant upon and resistant toward a part of its 

own history. With reference to Linda Hutcheon's work on Postmodernism, Robert Wallace 

states, in Producing Marginality. that -

the breakdown of the belief systems or frameworks of meaning that formed 

the foundation of cultural coherence and continuity until World War Two 

has provided a breakthrough for artists who have been marginalized by the 

hegemonous thinking of white patriarchy. (Wallace 141) 

This gradual disintegration/de-centering of belief systems and traditional frameworks has 

created a paradoxical position of both power and weakness that has given the postmodern 

performance artist what Hutcheon has called "a marginal or 'ex-centric' position with regard 

to the central or dominant culture, because the paradox of underlining and undermining 

cultural 'universals' . . . implicitly challenges any notions of centrality (and centralization of) 
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culture" (Hutcheon Canadian 3). Challenging the idea of universality as a commonly held 

aim for art and artists has become a staple of much of contemporary performance art. 

Robert Wallace urges postmodern artists to make this resistance an integral part of their 

chosen art form when he suggests that "the only antidote to cultural effacement is the 

cultivation of diversity in as many forms as possible - the production of marginality as a 

deliberate and defiant act of artistic resistance" (Wallace 164). Performance art has 

consistently fulfilled Wallace's call to artists as it has run the gamut from purely visual events 

reliant upon objects and/or movement to the more script-oriented treatments common to 

the work of artists such as Spalding Gray, Karen Finley, Daniel Maclvor, and Shawna 

Dempsey - to name only a few. Consequendy, performance art has evolved since the 1970s 

into a diverse hybrid of theatre3 that neither re-inscribes nor fully resists its "natural" 

ancestry. Making a distinction between theatre and performance has been cautioned against 

as a tendency toward "giving a 'preciousness' to performance art that it does not deserve or 

need" (Battcock, Nickas eds 122). 

Although the 1970s have been designated as the historical moment during which 

performance art rose to public attention, it can be argued, quite simply, that the history of 

theatre has always contained the seeds of performance art. From those seeds, however, one 

must glean the sharp differences that give performance art its special assignation as a hybrid, 

often overdy politicized, theatrical form: 

The history of performance art in the twentieth century is the history of a 

permissive, open-ended medium with endless variables, executed by artists 

impatient with the limitations of more established art forms, and determined to 

take their art directly to the public. For this reason its base has always been 
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anarchie. By its very nature, performance defies precise or easy definition 

beyond the simple declaration that it is live art by artists. Any stricter definition 

would immediately negate the possibility of performance itself. (Goldberg 9)4 

Forms of theatrical naturalism and realism that emerged out of a mid-to-late 

nineteenth-cenmry fascination with the interrogation of human subjects and their relation to 

social issues — exemplified in plays by Zola and Ibsen — have, in specific cases, shared with 

performance art the desire to re-present subjectivity to a viewing public as a means toward 

the questioning of established social and aesthetic values. Ibsen, in particular, often resisted 

claims that his work was blatandy political in its tendency to lay bare particular systems of 

oppression that relegated women to subservient positions. Nevertheless, some of his most 

famous works reveal these systems very clearly (e.g. Hedda Gabier. A Doll's House) and 

provide concise, if not always positive, answers for the female characters involved. However, 

as Ibsen himself said in an interview, "I only ask. My task is not to answer." '(Poem, "A 

Letter In Rhyme", 1875)' " (Meyer ed. 62). Ibsen's realism asked significant questions 

concerning social values and answered in a variety of "realistic" ways ranging from the 

suicide of Hedda Gabier to the departure of Nora from her home and family in A Doll's  

House. 

Although realism has been viewed by a number of feminist critics as a form that is 

"always a reinscription of the dominant order [thereby a form that] could not be useful for 

feminists interested in the subversion of a patriarchal social structure" (Dolan 161), there 

have been historical moments when the realist narrative has become an affront - a cultural 

effacement — to mainstream values, and censored accordingly. Ibsen's A Doll's House is a 

prime example of the way in which public opinion profoundly affected early productions of 



6 
the play.5 

Ibsen's "heroines," in their supreme dissatisfaction with patriarchal structures, make 

gestures toward elements of feminist performance that have become staples of the kind of 

performance monologue that has been the trademark of artists such as Karen Finley, Holly 

Hughes, Kate Bornstein, Diane Flacks and Shawna Dempsey. However, as Elin Diamond 

has suggested in Unmaking Mimesis. "Realism, the mimesis of a true self, has no ability to 

represent or translate this undecidable state, which is perhaps why Hedda Gabier has a 

double ending that calls into crisis the seeable field of realisms' stage" (Diamond Unmaking 

27). Jill Dolan, in Presence and Desire, suggests that "the realism debates were never about 

'silencing women [or men] writers who don't write right,' . . . but, rather, depended on a 

commitment to thinking about the importance of form in launching effective cultural 

change" (Dolan Presence 27). 

This disjuncture between elements of performance art and realist theatre brings us to 

the question of how a new form of theatre — performance art and the performance 

monologue — begins to resist ideas of a "true self and re-present the notion of multiple 

subjectivities that go into the making of a single identity. One mid-twentieth century theatre 

practitioner who began to lay the groundwork for the theatrical expression of fractured 

subjectivity was Bertolt Brecht. His famous alienation effect required the actor to portray 

emotions opposite to those one might expect from the ones suggested by the text. Brecht 

writes: "The alienation effect intervenes, not in the form of absence of emotion, but in the 

form of emotions which need not correspond to those of the character portrayed . . . If the 

actor . . . displays an apparently composed character, then his terror at this point. . . will give 

rise to an alienation effect" (Brecht Brecht 94-95). Although this approach to emotion is not 
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always the case in feminist theatre or performance art, the general idea of creating an 

"alienating" effect on stage has become a staple of some postmodern material feminist 

theatre and performance art in general. Brecht's theories encourage a form of theatre that 

challenges traditional assumptions about society in general - thereby challenging the aesthetic 

forms that society has come to rely upon. His work has been described by Jill Dolan, in The  

Feminist Spectator As Critic, as a form of theatre "based in a Marxian analysis that meant to 

demystify the dominant ideology masked by conventional theatre" (14). Dolan goes on to 

say that feminist performance critique focuses more on "the material conditions of gender 

positioning, rather than economic determinism" (14). She is careful not to over-emphasize 

the debt to Brecht and instead provides an articulate analysis of the ways in which certain 

forms of feminist theatre (e.g. materialist feminist theatre) diverge from strict Brechtian 

practice as it relates to Marxist ideology. 

A prime example of material feminist theatre can be found in the work of Split 

Britches, a performance collective comprised of three women (Deb Margolin, Peggy Shaw, 

Lois Weaver) who developed scripts throughout the 1980s and earlyl990s. Their 

performance texts represent a conscious attempt to de-stabilize notions of female 

subjectivity and to transform the female body on-stage (specifically the lesbian body) into a 

viable, celebratory agent of social and political change. In performance the troupe utilized 

traditional theatre techniques such as set and costume in resistant ways that simultaneously 

employed and defied traditional forms.6 What may appear to be a play in the context of a 

Split Britches production becomes a form of queer performance art that furthers 

postmodern strategies insistent upon challenging societal norms and aesthetic values. Split 

Britches exemplifies the ways in which feminist theory and Brechtian theory conspire to 
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create/influence a new form (performance art) that, as stated earlier, admits to its roots in 

theatre in a paradoxical and inherendy postmodern way by utilizing "History and/as 

Intertext" (Moss ed. 169).7 

Performance art, as an inter-textual medium, drawing upon a variety of cultural texts 

(e.g. theatre, visual arts) represents an aesthetic form that is simultaneously theatrical and 

non-theatrical. Material feminist theatre practice, like that of Split Britches, utilizes 

conventional theatre techniques in order to refute them within a single dramatic text. The 

performance monologue, in a similar way, and yet depending upon a solo subject to do all 

the "work," allows the de-centered subject to take his or her own subject position onto the 

stage without the realist convention of an ensemble cast. This streamlining of subject 

position[s] allows for an important paradox that many solo performance artists may find 

appealing. We are simultaneously unified as the lone speaking body and non-unified as the 

purveyor of many narrative texts that comprise our overall subjectivity. This paradoxical 

stage presence may ultimately serve the solo performance artist well in her or his pursuit of 

an aesthetic form that challenges traditional assumptions about culture and society at large. 

This idea of a split/multiple subjectivity brings me to the work of Peggy Shaw, 

Spalding Gray, and John Leguizamo, as they re-enact auto-biographical journeys through a 

variety of fractured identities that ultimately serve, by degree, as a feminist-related project 

that insists upon the de-centered, ex-centric positions Linda Hutcheon relates to post-

modernity, and Robert Wallace speaks of when he aligns a gay liberationist agenda with 

feminist principles.8 My own performance work, to be discussed in detail in the following 

sections, was born, and re-born, of this ever-evolving desire to interrogate the many 

identities the effeminate male may inhabit in a single body and a performance lifetime. This 
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quest opens up limitless areas of aesthetic value, identity, and subjectivity for the solo 

monologist to explore. 



The Performance Monologue: Essentially Non-Essential & Queer? 
10 

I was on the verge of becoming a man. That's a very queer place to be . . . On the 

verge. You're there and you're not really there, simultaneously, and something 

happens and you take the plunge, or you don't. (Bateman Salad Days 84) 

By examining the performance monologue as a sub-genre of performance art I shall 

begin to reveal some of the particular practical elements and critical theoretical frameworks 

that have influenced this art form, allowing it to expand and thrive as it continues to 

challenge societal norms. From the lesbian feminist work of Shawna Dempsey, work that 

consistendy examines a woman's body as receptacle for cultural misidentification and 

subsequent recuperation, to the politically astute representations of Karen Finley's 

"heroines" who speak directiy to their subject positions as victims of rape and abject 

poverty, the performance monologue in contemporary culture holds the performative 

promise that the individual artist may begin to assist liberationist projects - projects in aid of 

oppressed subjects attempting to gain agency in an increasingly dehumanizing and 

traumatizing environment. Holly Hughes, in "An Introductory Conversation" with co-

editor David Román, prefaces O Solo Homo: the new queer performance with remarks that 

attest to the idea of solo performance art as a "queer" genre that consistendy de-stabilizes 

traditional values and attempts to affirm marginalized experience by articulating the 

oppression inflicted by the mainstream upon the marginalized "body." She writes: 

When I travel to schools in parts of this country where there's litde chance to see 

this work - and that's most of the country - students do have a sense of what the 
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work is about: art about bodies, particularly bodies that were othered by race, by 

gender, by sexuality, by illness. . . Performance artists are often folk for whom "the 

personal is political" remained a vital challenge, rather than a piece of seventies' 

kitsch or an excuse to pass off attending Twelve Step groups and aerobic classes as 

contributions toward social change. Consequentiy, few performance artists - no 

matter how skilled or funny - intend simply to entertain: they mean to provoke, to 

raise questions, to implicate their audiences. (Hughes & Román 8-9) 

Hughes goes on to cite particular examples such as Kate Bornstein and Tim Miller who, 

respectively, "demolish the two-party gender system by introducing us to new galaxies of 

gender and sexuality" and stage new "chapter[s] in gay male eroticism with . . . [the] portrayal 

of a relationship between an HIV-negative and an HIV-positive man" (Hughes & Román 9). 

Examples like these demonstrate how the performance monologue intervenes in traditional 

notions of what the body, on-stage and off, can and should be allowed to experience/ 

represent. Solo performance art, at its most politically efficacious, begins to inscribe as valid 

life choices for bodies that matter only outside of the mainstream what has been considered 

by that same mainstream culture as transient, risky, and mutable.9 The notion of "bodies that 

matter" is, of course, drawn from Judith Buder's book of that name where she speaks 

indirecdy to the particular strain of performance art that consistently addresses the 

marginalized other. Her project reflects Holly Hughes' idea of performance art as a form 

that is often concerned with the corporeal subject. Buder says: 

My purpose here is to understand how what has been foreclosed or banished from 

the proper domain of "sex" - where that domain is secured through a 

heterosexualizing imperative - might at once be produced as a troubling return, not 
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only as an imaginary contestation that effects the failure in the workings of the 

inevitable law, but as an enabling disruption, the occasion for a radical rearticulation 

of the symbolic horizon in which bodies come to matter at all. (Buder Bodies 23) 

Performance artists continue to do precisely what Butler articulates here as her "purpose" 

when they re-present on-stage the plight of particular othered bodies. In doing so they gain a 

degree of control - albeit precarious - over the hegemony of a predominandy straight white 

theatre institution that continues to dominate Western culture. This degree of control is 

something that theorists and practitioners have, as Wallace urges, exercised effectively in the 

past and must continue to enact in the future: 

We have done this before and we can do it again - not as a nation united as one force 

but as a people decentred into many. As Rick Salutin suggests, "We can deny that 

marginality is negative. We can claim it as a strength." (Wallace 164) 

Although the paradoxical "strength" of performance art is often relegated to the margins of 

cultural activity as it addresses what has been erased and/or neglected in culture for 

mainstream audiences, there are examples of work that has been successful in traditional 

venues. Some of these artists will be discussed in detail in the next section. 

Essentially a non-essentialist and queer10 art form, performance art, and the 

performance monologue in particular, demand, by degree, what Eve Kosofsky Sedgwick has 

called an interrogation of the many things that " 'queer' can refer to: the open mesh of 

possibilities, gaps, overlaps, dissonances and resonances, lapses and excesses of meaning 

when the constituent elements of anyone's gender, of anyone's sexuality aren't made (or can't 

be made) to signify monolithically" (Sedgwick Tendencies 8).11 One can extend this 

definition of queer beyond ideas of the body to include other cultural issues such as aesthetic 



forms that refuse to signify monolithically by insisting upon a variety of historical forms 

within a single structure. What the performance monologue does as a queer art form, and 

must continue to do if it hopes to survive assimilation into, and/or neglect by mainstream 

theatre, is to advance the potential for performative promise beyond each new - and old -

social parameter that it comes up against on a daily, reiterative basis. 
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Spalding Gray, John Leguizamo, & Peggy Shaw: "The Paternal Law" 

The work of artists such as Spalding Gray and John Leguizamo is located in a 

precarious position between theatre and performance, marginal and mainstream. As 

heterosexual men, they have found a mainstream audience for their performances, although 

Leguizamo's ethnic background perhaps moves him slightly more off centre than Gray's 

decidedly straight white male status allows. Both artists, however, attest to the potential 

"queerness" of the straight male body as they re-present their own subjectivity on stage. 

Grey's seamless, storytelling style in Swimming To Cambodia and It's A Slippery Slope 

simultaneously defies and reveals a kind of multiple subjectivity, while Leguizamo's more 

theatrical style in works such as Freak and Mambo Mouth represent a more manic, theatrical 

mode for the "impersonation" of the many identities that have passed through the 

performer's life and left their mark.12 As "queer" modes of performance that have made 

their way into the mainstream, the strategies that Gray and Leguizamo employ are arguably 

less "queer" than performers such as Peggy Shaw. Clearly the term "queer" cannot simply 

denote gay/lesbian. David Halperin, in his essay "What is Queer Theory?", suggests that the 

very idea of queer as a subcategory of gay and lesbian theory and/or identity politics can 

both serve and diminish possibility within various modes of critical thinking. He writes: 

It's not so difficult to see why 'queer theory' was so adept at serving various 

conservative social purposes. It gives off a mild whiff of scandal while being easy to 

domesticate. The 'queer' in 'queer theory' produces a frisson of sexual transgression, 

but at the same time it provides a merciful exemption from the inescapably 

referential terms 'lesbian' and 'gay' (not to mention 'bisexual' and 'transgender'). (2) 
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I would suggest that Halperin's model can be used in relation to performance when one 

considers the distincdy white, heterocentric discourse that permeates the narratives of 

Spalding Gray's performance work. The "lapses and excesses of meaning when the 

constituent elements of anyone's gender, of anyone's sexuality aren't made (or can't be made) 

to signify monolithically" (Sedgwick 8) surface in Gray's work but they often do so in such a 

way that simultaneously de-stabilizes and re-inscribes notions of straight white male 

hegemony. His work exemplifies the open-ended quality of what Butler has termed the 

perlocutionary performative.13 Although queer in that the mode of presentation resists 

traditional theatre techniques, thereby opening up gaps within the spectators' consciousness 

regarding what one might expect from the solo performance spectacle/narrative, Gray's 

narratives simultaneously open up and foreclose upon ideas of the body as a radically diverse 

site for physical and emotional expression. Works such as Swimming To Cambodia and It's  

A Slippery Slope reveal a subjectivity and aesthetic value that allow the performing Gray to 

remain rooted within a relatively unified identity. Determined to represent a kind of neurotic 

male angst, Gray seems less intent upon revealing multiple identity within various 

communities, and relies more upon his status as a straight, white male, and the way in which 

that subject responds to the rest of the world through a somewhat self-interested gaze. In his 

monologue Monster In A Box . he writes, in response to an incident with his girlfriend 

where he is concerned about the implications of a past one night stand: 

And my feet began to sweat. I've never wanted to disappear from a place more in my 

life. My feet were sweating so much I was leaving sponge marks on the sidewalk in 

front of the museum . . . And every time I tried to deny what was going on at that 

moment, I would start barking. I was barking like a dog in front of the Museum of 
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Modern Art. I was pacing and barking and leaving these sponge marks on the 

sidewalk. (Gray Monster 33) 

Although Gray's musings on AIDS "hysteria" can be extremely amusing they still reflect the 

frequendy one-dimensional nature of his on-stage subjectivity. 

By performing his work seated at a table Gray strips the performance monologue to 

its bare essentials. Although Gray's work refers to identities apart from his own, his 

minimalist style contributes to what might be considered a somewhat shallow layer of North 

American culture/consciousness as it responds, from a comfortable viewing position, to the 

world at large. The relatively still, speaking body, at times reading from notes, ultimately 

represents the singular world of Spalding Gray as it looks upon a broader world narrative, 

rather than attempting to enter that world. As a kind of voyeuristic presence in his own life, 

and the lives of others, Gray's relatively static presentations tend, at times, to intensify the 

singular effect of the solo performer on stage. Swimming To Cambodia, in particular, 

attempts to engage in a description of Thai culture that could prove insightful but may 

ultimately leave audience members with unsettling images and unresolved recollections. 

Gray's first-person narrative never allows the audience to lose sight of the unified subject, 

sitting on stage, thereby presenting a problematic racialized narrative that may not exceed the 

limits of the narrator's voice. His description of a Thai woman's arranged marriage becomes 

a somewhat casual description of the narrator's perceptions of a particular misogynist 

strategy as it has been reported to and perceived, from the outside, by Gray himself: 

By the way, marriage is a very simple thing in Thailand. It's a verbal agreement. It 

can be done in a telephone booth, a swimming pool, a bed, on the beach, wherever. 

But I'm told that when Thai women marry foreigners and get taken out of their own 
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country, they don't stay for very long wherever it is that they're taken. They miss 

Thailand and go back. (Gray Swimming 46) 

Although Gray's engaging, casual, non-emotional delivery entertains and defies 

cathartic potential, there are moments when the sheer poetic imagery re-visits earlier 

narrative sites of female objectification within his monologue, promising a kind of 

progressive performativity that may speak poignandy and direcdy to spectators. This imbues 

his work with a kind of queerness as he opens up a space where spectators may challenge 

their own perceptions of a woman's body as it is configured within a variety of misogynist 

cultural experiences. By including sharp yet poetic images within his monologue Gray 

demands the audience's attention toward particular problematic, and brutalized, 

configurations of women and culture: "the sacrificial blonde, sprawled, broken in her leaking 

blood . . . the wild green money spinning in the wind above her, a Chinese 747 . . . about to 

fall from the sky" (quoted in Geis 159). This example suggests the possibility for 

"performative progress" in Gray's work. The violent nature of the words holds the potential 

to shock audiences into a recognition of the female body as a kind of abjected, cultural 

sacrifice. Nevertheless, the experience of watching Gray, live on-stage or in the video version 

of Swimming To Cambodia, can become one-dimensional because of the lack of variety in 

the speaker's mode of perception and presentation. Gray's own declarations on the potential 

of his work, and the monologue in general, reveal, perhaps unwittingly, some issues 

regarding the unified subject, and his or her authority on stage: 

There is nothing larger than the personal when it is communicated well. The very act 

of communication takes it into a "larger vein" and brings it back to the community. 

The personal confessional, stripped of its grand theatrical metaphors, is what matters 
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to me now...This personal exploration has made me more politically aware 

because now that I've come to myself as authority I have found that I still feel 

repressed and because of this feeling of repression I am forced to look further into 

the outside for its source. (Gray Performing Arts Journal 6 135) 

How far Gray goes "into the outside" is not always apparent in his monologues. As a well-

paid Hollywood actor appearing in a major American film (The Killing Fields) Gray used the 

experience as a kind of journalistic travelogue from which the script of Swimming To  

Cambodia sprang. Although highly engaging at times, segments of his monologues tread a 

fine line between insightful, ironic humor and rather superficial observations of disparate 

cultural experience. 

Another example from Gray's body of work, It's A Slippery Slope, furthers his 

exploration of straight white male neuroses, and includes a traditional scene of homosocial 

bonding between father and son. Having a drink at his father's summer cottage becomes a 

moving, ironic expression of the strength of the paternal law as it tries to act itself out within 

the confines of a somewhat dysfunctional relationship: 

We went out to the picnic table, out back near the water's edge and, oh God, this 

heavy Rhode Island fog was corning in: thick, pea-soup fog. It was like the opening 

of a Eugene O'Neill play. We sat there in silence until I broke it and said, "Well, 

Dad, I guess it's good we have a chance to talk." (87) 

The smooth, prose-like quality of Gray's writing, inflected with poetic/pastoral images such 

as picnic tables, "the water's edge . . . heavy Rhode Island fog . . . thick, pea-soup fog," 

combined with his subtle emotional delivery and the minimalist theatrical setting he employs, 

begin to reveal an example of the calm, self-possessed speaking subject who is about to 
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reveal some of the gaps in his otherwise seamless identity. After a few remembered lines 

of conversation with his father, Gray leaps to an engaging anri-climax with the question, 

"But I did want to ask one more tiling. You had three boys, I was the middle son. Dad, why 

was I the only one that wasn't circumcised? (Longpause) "You weren't?" Then I said, "Well, I 

guess we better get going" (88). Iconic paternalistic signifiers, such as the reference to the 

plays of Eugene O'Neill and the question of circumcision, render this segment an ironic 

example of the male child's quest to discover patriarchal truth regarding origin and 

experience. By reducing that search to a comic anti-climax where the father figure is unaware 

of basic material details regarding his son's "manhood," Gray gives the spectator a glimpse 

of comic subjectivity that tries to move beyond the narrator himself and into a larger world 

of male experience. 

Gray also resists a didactic quality in his work that might politicize the narratives in a 

way that could avoid the uncomfortable feeling often encountered while reading or viewing 

his work This uncomfortable feeling, however, may be the queerest aspect and the greatest 

strength of Spalding Gray's autobiographical narratives when they are presented to 

mainstream audiences. The singular subject and his rambling, miriimalist performance style 

represent Gray's stylistic paradox: he is simultaneously minimalist, theatrical, and un-

theatrical as he provides us with a performance text that, in a sense, seems to be direcdy 

transplanted from street to stage. He becomes an iconic representative for the everyday 

ramblings of the straight white male. He lives it in his daily life and then he nonchalantly 

wanders on stage and begins to tell us about it as performance. As Deborah R. Geis remarks 

in Postmodern Theatricfk]s; Monologue in Contemporary American Drama: 

The tantalizing subversiveness of Gray's work lies ultimately in his simultaneous 
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embracing and rejection of the actor, the role, and the story, or text - and such a 

paradoxical process suggests even further realms of possibility for the post

modernist monologue. (GeislóO) 

As a postmodern monologist Gray only lighdy tests the boundaries of his 

predominandy straight white audience without transgressing, in any radical sense, the 

boundaries set up by the mainstream. Unlike Karen Finley, Gray's work never exposes the 

straight white male body to on-stage "abuse" in an attempt to purge the audience of any 

misidentifications they may have regarding that body. When Finley covers her naked body 

with chocolate she objectifies herself in a way that reflects the general obj edification of 

women's bodies throughout history. When she pleads emotionally with an imagined subject, 

to her audience, that she "WAS N O T E X P E C T E D TO B E T A L E N T E D " (Finley 107), 

and goes on to describe her staged woman as someone who has been beaten, degraded, and 

raped, literally and figuratively, on streets and "In some god-awful museum" (107), she 

transgresses the more acceptable boundaries of Gray's performance strategies. Her extreme 

physical and emotional performance style raises the idea of revisionist cathartic potential14 

within the work of any given performance artist. Elin Diamond, in "The Shudder of 

Catharsis in Twentieth Century Performance" refers specifically to Finley's work when she 

says that "Finley's performances, born in the Reagan years, attempt to reinvent the 

possibility of catharsis in postmodern culture. . . Finley marks and remarks the trauma of 

social being, of embodiment, by making us traverse her shuddering, impure woman's body" 

(quoted in Sedgwick & Parker eds. 164). As a performance monologist Finley acts as a sharp 

counterpoint to the more "comfortable" experience of Gray's decidedly less "theatrical" 

performance style. 
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As Michael Peterson has explained in Straight White Male; Performance Art  

Monologues. Gray's work "both embrace[s] and ironizefs] [an] approach to his family's 

blend of dy s functionality and Christian Science" (Peterson 120). This "blend" that Peterson 

speaks of is precisely the imprecise point made by Gray's brand of performance art. His 

work possesses a more individual oriented, less multiplicitous site for an exploration of 

identity along lines of race, class, and gender than the work of Latino actor/performer John 

Leguizamo. Although Gray addresses various cultural issues, he approaches them with a less 

direct, more seamless performance strategy than Leguizamo. Gray is the reserved, somewhat 

detached reporter of past events. Leguizamo, on the other hand, becomes a manic, 

multiplied subject, never sitting still, and intent upon revealing, physically and emotionally, 

the jagged seams of his particular, remembered, recuperated, and retold identity[s]. The 

following excerpt from one of Leguizamo's monologues reveals a clever and comic acting 

out of the culturally othered subject's desire to possess a blend of cultural identity in a single 

body: 

Al l right, I confess. You were going to find out anyway . . . (To audience:) Please 

look at me in the face! The rumors are true. I am the love child of Sir Laurence 

Olivier. Here's the true untold story. (Spic-O-Rama 41) 

Leguizamo, unlike Gray, moves in and out of very different characters through the 

use of traditional theatrical conventions such as costume and setting (delineated by lighting 

and sound). In later sections from Spic-O-Rama Leguizamo's re-presentation of a young, 

Latino male, on-stage, direcdy addressing his audience, and wearing a blonde (male) wig, a 

vertical striped, buttoned-to-the- neck, shirt, and a pair of polka dot boxer shorts, represents 

a parodie visual display before the performer even begins to speak. The anglicized male is 
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represented through a kind of cultural/ethnic male-to-male drag. Exaggerated stripes and 

polka dots represent a mocking reference to traditional male attire. Once the performer has 

donned trousers, and the polka dot boxers continue to protrude through the opened zipper, 

Leguizamo's impersonated white manhood is utilized to further comic effect. As the verbal 

text begins we are treated to an eloquent and irreverent portrayal of a young man's desire to 

be a great actor, in the style of Sir Laurence Olivier. The traditionally incongruous "ethnic" 

presence within many productions of Elizabethan drama becomes a comic departure point 

for one of the many vignettes comprising Spic-O-Rama — a work that deals, in its entirety, 

with the experiences of a Latino raised in Queens, New York. 

Leguizamo's performance work provides prime examples of the monologue artist's 

ability to explore assumptions about ideology, subjectivity, and aesthetic value. His work is 

queer in that it opens up the gaps and fissures Sedgwick refers to through the use of very 

convincing male-to-female drag, as well as Latino male-to-white Elizabethan actor drag (i.e. 

blonde male wig as anglicizing signifier). Leguizamo's ability to represent many characters, 

male and female, relate to Sedgwick's notion that "the constituent elements of anyone's 

gender, of anyone's sexuality aren't made (or can't be made) to signify monolithically" 

(Sedgwick Tendencies 8). His "acting" body reveals the possibility for multi- gendered 

experience within a single human subject. Race and class are also configured in a complex 

and highly skilled way in Leguizamo's work. Spic-O-Rama employs, by its very tide, an 

aggressive assertion of racist stereotype in order to introduce the somewhat subversive 

comic mode that will be employed throughout the performer's enactment of multiple 

identities. The semi-autobiographical nature of Leguizamo's work blurs the line between the 

intimate, lived subjectivity of the performing body and the imagined subjectivity of 



23 
characters created for the stage. 

As an acting student in New York City, Leguizamo was able to cultivate his 

performance style in the midst of a particularly diverse community of spectators and theatre 

practitioners. Producer Michael S. Bregman remarked, after seeing Mambo Mouth. 

Leguizamo's first full-length monologue, "This guy has bridged the gap between Richard 

Pryor and Marlon Brando!" (Spic-O-Rama xvii). In performance Leguizamo embodies a 

kind of intense method acting frequendy disrupted by extreme physical and verbal comedy. 

Watching Leguizamo enact the domestic violence he was witness to in his childhood home 

becomes an entertaining and unsettling display of great comic skill and realistic, poignant 

characterization. The replication of his parents' voices and physicality during a violent 

confrontation reveals the actor's ability to employ the kind of physical techniques15 required 

by a trained method actor. The result can be a performative emotional catharsis that allows 

audiences to experience, simultaneously, the comedy and the tragedy of the incidents being 

re-enacted on-stage. 

By utilizing traditional drag techniques (costume and voice) within monologues that 

shift rapidly from character to character, all bound by a single, semi-cohesive narrative, 

Leguizamo exemplifies Buder's claim that "drag implicidy reveals the imitative structure of 

gender itself (Buder Gender 137). Although gender is not something that can be taken off 

and put on at will, Leguizamo's performance style does offer the spectator a glimpse into the 

startling potential for conscious gender blurring that may take place on-stage and off. This 

play with identity reveals notions of traditional gender stereotyping to be unstable and 

constantìy in flux. Latino men have been viewed, within mainstream representation, as 

intensely macho characters, but Leguizamo creates convincing representations of feminine 
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and masculine gender identity that teeter on that fine line between comic characterization 

and realistic representation. The performer's dedication for the printed version of Mambo  

Mouth reveals a commitment to the community he draws from for his comic monologues. 

He writes: "This book is for all the Latino people who have had a hard time holding on to a 

dream and just made do." 

Defending his examination of identity on stage against possible charges that this kind 

of representation may be offensive, Leguizamo claims that identity can be represented 

aesthetically, in comic form, in a way that may begin to change the field of representation in 

relation to particular marginalized groups: 

being called a spie at the age of nine was a total shock. We lived in a part of Queen's 

that was just mrning Hispanic. And a lot of the remaining families were white trash. . 

The tide . . . took something heinous and made it benign. . . I'm from the Lenny 

Bruce and Richard Pryor school of thinking: If you use a word often enough, it loses 

its meaning and value. Richard Pryor used the word nigger'in most of the titles of his 

works to re-appropriate its negative effect. He took control of it. (Spic-O-Rama 

xxvii) 

Although Leguizamo's description raises problematic questions regarding his insistence upon 

the way in which comedy and re-appropriation operate as performative gestures,16 he does 

admit that the title became a problem during the show's production history.17 Nevertheless, 

he is committed to representing an under-represented segment of the American population. 

He writes: 

The title was screaming for attention in a medium where we are not represented. 

Latinos are at least ten percent of the population of the United States - that's 26 
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million Latinos - but nowhere present in the media. So I figured I'd use a tide that 

screamed. (Spic-O-Rama xxvii) 

During a 1998 matinee performance of Freak in Manhattan the audience was comprised of a 

vocal and extremely appreciative segment of the Latino population. In their midst 

Leguizamo parodied his extended community in a way that represented such a multiplicity of 

emotion and intent that one could not help but be impressed by the performer/writer's 

ability to represent many cultural styles and narratives. Raised among the remnants of what 

he calls "white trash families," Leguizamo gives his originary ethnic community an abjected 

version of a white community in order to offset the balance and cross-racialize his comic 

indictment in a way that resists potential charges of racism. By re-presenting, through 

parody, subjects that do not fall into the specific ethnic category that he was born into, 

Leguizamo extends his comic indictment in a way that embraces and ironizes a broad 

spectrum of cultural experience, thereby developing narratives, and performance styles, that 

tend to make a variety of audience members feel comfortable hearing themselves, and 

others, made fun of in a critical but somewhat "hospitable" manner. 

Leguizamo's use of drag complicates and enhances his performative style further. 

Michael Peterson has explained in Straight White Male that "Leguizamo's female 

impersonation both complicates his stage identity as a normative male (further complicated 

by the characters' range of ages and even attitudes about race) and creates a female character 

seen as central to the social and personal conflicts illuminated by the show as a whole" 

(Peterson 144). It is worth quoting Peterson at length in order to reveal just how complex, 

and ultimately queer, this particular performer's body can be when seen live on stage: 

While Leguizamo's drag might be regarded as an example of the genre of straight 
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white male drag that plays gender for relatively reactionary humor, the suggestion 

of camp about all of his characters tends to involve the female characterization in a 

more analytic comedy of a family in its social context. Most importandy, even if 

female impersonation in such a context ultimately fails to "really" introduce 

"woman" to the solo male stage, the staging of that very failure arguably undermines 

the specifically male occupation of center stage by highhghting female absence. It 

certainly does so more than [Spalding] Gray's recollected female. (Peterson 144) 

Peterson's observations can be further validated by looking at a segment from Leguizamo's 

full- length performance monologue Freak. Near the end of the piece we are presented with 

an enactment of domestic abuse where the Latino boy's mother survives a potential attack 

by her husband with a butcher's knife. (94) Given agency by her son (as writer and 

performer) she becomes, in a sense, the Latino boy in drag, enacting the maternal figure, and 

rendering comic and liberatory her escape from a violent misogynist narrative. As the 

mother, Leguizamo cries to his/her abuser -

Don't touch me. Don't confuse the end of your world with the beginning of mine. I 

have awakened . . . And then she started singing the disco hit "I Will Survive." . . . 

Just as the song was climaxing, Moms fell into a construction hole . . . climbing out 

. . . she chimed in . . . on the last few notes. "Hey, hey, oh, oh!" And she bowed and 

walked out. That was a beautiful song and a nice moment for my mom, but 

unfortunately the house was under my father's name. (97) 

Clearly this is an exaggerated incident perhaps inspired by actual events18 - events rendered 

comic through exaggeration. When he turns to sentimental, less comic expression, 

Leguizamo illustrates the way in which comic modes can quickly and effectively move into 
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poignant descriptions through a cumulative effect developed carefully throughout the 

overall narrative. Segments dealing with his father's philandering, and the intense domestic 

violence during his childhood, move gradually toward a final moment of unstable paternal 

bonding: 

And I think back to sitting with Pops on the fire escape and he says to me again, 

"Come on, give me a kiss. What are y'fraid of, a little affection?" 

"Al l right, Dad." And I kiss him. "Not on the lips, you litde freak." And I dedicate 

this to you, too, Dad. (Freak 125) 

In this brief but telling moment the writer/performer has skillfully reprised earlier moments 

dealing with the conflicted gender identity of a young Latino boy - "Not on the Hps you litde 

freak" - pressured by cultural assumptions about machismo, and presented them in a very 

ambiguous dedication to his father. Giving the mother a comic, celebratory moment only 

minutes before this dedication renders the overall texture of the piece sympathetic to the 

victim and only partially attracted to a kind of resolution with the culturally omnipresent 

paternal figure. 

Finally, John Leguizamo's inclusion of an extremely funny male-to-male drag 

character intent upon persuading the world that he is the love-child of Sir Laurence Olivier 

and a Latino servant who was pressing Olivier's trousers (Spic-O-Rama 41) reveals his 

performance work as being deeply committed to unmasking the paternal figure in culture as 

an imitative social construct that crosses lines of race, class, and gender. With inter-textual 

reference to Sir Laurence Olivier's portrayal of a Jewish father in a contemporary re-make of 

the film The Jazz Singer. Leguizamo gives us a parodie multi-media rendition of an imagined 

conversation between the famous British actor and Rafael, the neophyte Latino actor. Soon 



28 
after exclaiming that "It's so hard being Elizabethan in Jackson Heights" (45) Rafael 

interacts with a projected screen image of Olivier: 

[Rafael:] I'm going to jet myself to London. (A video of Laurence Olivier as the rabbi 

talking to Neil Diamond in The Jazz Singer plays on a television above the mirror.) [Rafael 

speaks again;] Oh, look, it's me loving father, Laurence. (To Laurence:) Hello, Daddy. 

I'm coming to visit you. 

L A U R E N C E : (On screen) No! 

R A F A E L : Yes, I'm going to live with you! . . . 

L A U R E N C E : No!! I have no son!! 

R A F A E L : . . . You do now, ducky! (Lights down.) (46) 

The displaced Jewish son, the British actor, the aspiring, anglicized Latino actor, and the 

image of the oppressive patriarch, all conspire in one scene to reveal Leguizamo's 

monologue work as a form of queer, subversive comedy that reveals the way in which 

cultural ideology, around a variety of ethnic communities, can open up and foreclose upon 

the gaps and fissures that exist within many "performed" and othered identities - identities 

re-enacted by a single performer, raised within a mecca for multiple identity, along lines of 

race, class, and gender. This notion of opening up and foreclosing upon particular identities, 

again, is part and parcel of the perlocutionary performative gesture. The degree to which 

these foreclosures occur becomes a subjective spectatorial experience that may ultimately 

decide the level of "queer-ness" present in any given performance text.19 

Peggy Shaw's solo performance monologue, You're Just Like My Father, seems an 

appropriate site to conclude a discussion of performance art as essentially non-essential and 
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queer. Shaw's work embodies the culturally de-stabilized biological female insistent upon 

dismantling the paternal law in order to recuperate a space for her own de-centered form of 

masculinity. Like both Gray and Leguizamo she challenges notions of masculinity 

represented by the father, but she does it through her own biological female presence. 

Certainly more so than Gray, and in all likelihood more "queer" than Leguizamo, due to her 

self-identification as lesbian feminist, Shaw presents the spectator, at the outset, with the 

"always already"20 of the oppressed female other living within the inescapable double cultural 

bind of being both lesbian and female. 

Shaw's work with the performance collective Split Britches has established her as a 

prime example of particular female subjectivity as it attempts to locate itself within a 

mutable, multiplicitous space where gender and sexuality can be experienced in varied forms 

by all participants. In a Split Britches performance the commingling of "masculine" and 

"feminine" roles embodied by female subjects become what Sue-Ellen Case calls -

a space of seduction [where] the butch-femme couple can, through their own agency, 

move through a field of symbols, like tiptoeing through the two hps (as Irigary would 

have us believe), playfully inhabiting the camp space of irony and wit, free from 

biological determinism, elitist essentialism, and the heterosexist cleavage of sexual 

difference. Surely, here is a couple the feminist subject might perceive as useful to 

join, (quoted in Abelove ed. 305) 

As the solo butch-femme subject, perceived by her mother throughout the monologue as 

looking "just like your father" (Hughes & Román eds. 197), Shaw represents the lesbian 

subject attempting to incorporate the feminized subject inside, outside, and alongside her 

own decidedly "masculine" appearance. She takes examples of polite feminine behavior 
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learned from her mother during childhood and uses them in order to affirm her agency as 

an aggressive component of a lesbian couple. Shaw writes: "My mother brought me up to be 

polite so I try not to ask women to marry me unless I mean it" (189). A displacement of 

traditional gender identity is most apparent when Shaw refers to herself as "The man I am 

today. . . [He] still thinks all desire starts at the mouth. It comes from right inside the lip, the 

inside part of the lips that are always moist" (193). Reference to the dual site of her "Hps," 

like Sue-Ellen Case's reference to Irigaray's "two lips," teases the audience comically and 

seductively as the performer validates her multiple subjectivity through a conscious physical 

and verbal blurring. Stage directions that require Shaw to employ a " F E M M E W A L K " (194) 

are contrasted by the ensuing dressing-up scene where the performer dons a man's suit. 

Like John Leguizamo's depiction of Rafael in Spic-O-Rama. Shaw intimates parody 

in her costuming. However, through a less exaggerated mode, sans wig and outrageous 

prints, Shaw represents a less parodie, more convincing, perhaps "realistic" male than 

Leguizamo. Given the double bind of femininity - as a site of simultaneous artifice and 

naturalness - that is both loved and hated within culture, Shaw's masculinity occupies a very 

powerful and ambiguous place within effeminaphobic discourse.21 This solid yet precarious 

doubling enables the masculine lesbian performer to de-stabilize traditional notions 

regarding the appropriate corporeal site for masculinity. Shaw furthers this intense de

stabilizing tendency in her monologue by taking a specific part of the female anatomy and 

re-claiming it. She takes it from a site of strict hegemonic definition and creates a liberating 

and sexualized biological space. She does this in a way that skillfully employs disparate 

cultural experience in order to broaden the potential for female subjectivity within her 

performance. Unlike Spalding Gray's description of Thai marriage, Shaw's cultural alliance 
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with the body of a Mexican female (Shaw 187) enables a poetic/linguistic connection that 

is cleady an attempt toward a kind of feminist solidarity concerning bodily function. Gray's, 

on the other hand, transforms the female subject into sharp, provocative, ultimately 

brutalized images. Shaw writes: 

Doctors say they aren't sure what ovaries do or what they're for, but I know that 

en los ovarios h my luz de la vida. . . it's a joy of life. In Mexico, women carry 

the joy of life in their ovaries. (Shaw 187) 

After a positive, if not somewhat mystifying, description of a woman's ovaries, Shaw goes on 

to explain that her ovaries are difficult to find because they have been "hidden by my 

fibroids, or barnacles, as I call them" (Shaw 187). 

In a complex narrative that struggles to find joy of life through her body, Shaw 

ultimately escapes from constructed paternalistic definitions of the female body by layering 

her text with bodily images, metaphors, and similes. These performed literal and figurative 

strategies reveal the contrasting cultural constructions of the female body that women must 

struggle with in order to come up with a positive perception of their own biological 

presence. The "barnacles" that hide the ovaries of Shaw's text/body become a celebratory 

performative agent as the solo performer exclaims -

I only showed my barnacles to one woman in Seatde, and she looked in and said I 

had a beautiful cervix. Have you ever had anyone tell you you had a beautiful cervix? 

Your body starts smiling from the inside and gets all perky and feeling good about 

itself. Whenever you have a chance, you should tell a woman you know that they 

have a beautiful cervix. (187) 

Through a moving and lighthearted re-telling of an actual incident, Shaw motivates the 
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oppressed female subject to move to Seatde, show her "barnacles" to sympathetic 

observers, and to gain that "perky" feeling that is a form of political agency. Unlike Gray's 

unresolved conversation with his father regarding the state of his uncircumcised penis, or his 

poetic description of "the sacrificial blonde," Shaw tells her audience precisely how to feel 

about parts of their bodies. Like both Gray and Leguizamo, Shaw's work "embraces and 

ironizes" the familial dysfunction Michael Peterson has referred to in his analysis of Spalding 

Gray's work. Shaw, however, as a biological female, oppressed through complex cultural 

discourse regarding masculinity and ferruninity, can never fully embrace male subject 

position. This enables her to occupy that paradoxical marginal or "ex-centric position" 

Hutcheon described for the postmodern subject.22 This de-centered location in relation to 

the mainstream ultimately renders Shaw's work, in my opinion, more queer than Gray's or 

Leguizamo's. 

This discussion is not intended to create value judgments regarding degrees of 

queerness; rather, it attempts to articulate performative activity within the work of individual 

performance artists. In Shaw's case the performing body remains queer and female at the 

end of the show - at the end of the day. Shaw creates a very ambiguous yet effective 

performative spectacle as she leaves her audience with living proof, on-stage, that the 

ferriinine never becomes fully masculine or vice versa. 

Leguizamo and Gray end up in a space of hegemonic male seduction from which 

their male bodies can never fully escape. Nevertheless, both Shaw and Leguizamo share a 

performance technique that Gray never embarks upon. Gray "constructjs] verbally" what 

many other performance artists choose to achieve "through gesture and enactment" 

(Peterson 120). 
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At the end of Shaw's You're Just Like My Father, not long after a suggestion that 

her mother is flirting with her as an image of the man she loved, the audience is presented 

with a lesbian performer, comfortable, and to my mind congruent, in female-to-male drag. 

Just before her curtain call Shaw poignandy releases a final memory of her mother's 

infatuation with the image of the father as it is constructed socially, and biologically, within 

the lesbian body. Dressed like her father Shaw enacts a conversation with the maternal 

figure: 

"Do you know you look just like your father? You remind me of him. Do you want a 

pair of his cuff links? . . . How about a tie? . . . Oh, how you remind me of him when 

he was a young farmer, he had those forearms that stuck out from milking the 

cows." And she remembered him. I dressed up in my mother's memories . . . my 

mother smiled. "You look just like your father," she said. I think she wanted me to 

kiss her hand. I put on my hat to leave and the spell was broken. She forgot who I 

was. She forgot I was her Sunday lover, and [that] she said I would burn in hell. I let 

myself take forever getting dressed. My mother loved me. She recognized me. (197) 

Shaw leaves her audience with the feeling that they have been witness to that very "space of 

seduction" of which Sue-Ellen Case speaks. She has described and then dismantled 

traditional spaces for the female body and in doing so renders herself a singular butch-

femme lesbian subject worthy of attention as an example of an ambiguous gender presence, 

in and out of performance. 

By degree, each of the performance artists discussed above occupy a queer "space of 

seduction" whereby the performing body challenges traditional definitional centres for what 

the gendered body, in relation to the father figure, can and should represent - on-stage and 
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off. These three performers reveal what Geis describes as a "challenge [to] the boundaries 

between "enactment" and "reality." Geis's inclusion of a quotation from David Harvey's 

The Condition of Postmodernity: An Enquiry into the Origins of Cultural Change speaks 

direcdy to all three of the artists I have discussed: 

Cultural life is then viewed as a series of texts intersecting with other texts, producing 

more texts . . . This intertextual weaving has a life of its own. Whatever we write 

conveys meanings we do not or could not possibly intend, and our words cannot say 

what we mean. It is vain to try and master a text because the perpetual interweaving 

of texts and meanings is beyond our control. Language works through us. 

Recognizing that, the deconstructionist impulse is to look inside one text for 

another, dissolve one text into another, or build one text into another, (quoted in 

Gets 167-68) 

Leguizamo, Gray, and Shaw, all employ this "intertextual weaving" as a way of challenging 

their audience's assumptions concerning ideology, subjectivity, and aesthetic value. Although 

I have focused in part upon the paternal transactions embedded in the texts of all three 

performers, I feel that their overall body of work speaks to a broad section of social issues 

that cross lines of race, class, and gender. 

By telling their "own" stories on stage the solo performance artist breaks the fourth 

wall in a particularly engaging manner that blurs boundaries between performed identity as 

something we see in the theatre and the performed identity we take part in, and witness, 

everyday. Marjorie Garber's work on transvestism in the theatre can be elaborated upon here 

to include certain performance art techniques as a kind of transvestic apparatus that 

"clothes" the performing body in a theatricalized, narrated identity that becomes, by the end 
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of the performance, a "naturalized" identity through the calling into question and 

effacement of traditional assumptions regarding social interaction and gender identification. 

Garber writes: 

Transvestite theater recognizes that all of the figures onstage are impersonators. The 

notion that there has to be a naturalness to the sign is exactly what great theatre puts 

in question. In other words, there is no ground of Shakespeare that is not already 

cross-dressed. (Garber 40) 

As stated earlier, Peggy Shaw's body in particular reveals the masculine female as a viable 

and "natural" site for a woman. In the performance monologue in general the very idea of 

"naturalness" is called into question by the lone performing body as it re-presents the 

"everyday" and performance as inextricably bound, and constructed "aesthetic" life forms 

susceptible to multiple gender expression on-stage and off. Transvestism, traditionally 

considered a false site of gender expression, gains new value, and a kind of "transvestite 

realism" is revealed whereby "the naturalness of the sign" becomes a purely subjective and 

mutable choice for the viewing subject and the solo performance artist. 
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Locating my own Performance Career: 

What Dreadful Things To Say About My own Work 

Subversion is contextual, historical, and above all social. No matter how exciting the 

"destabilizing" potential of texts, bodily or otherwise, whether those texts are 

subversive or recuperative or both or neither cannot be determined by abstraction 

from actual social practice, (hooks 157)23 

By discussing the work of three critically acclaimed solo performance artists I have 

set the stage for an analysis of my earliest solo performance work in relation to some of the 

practical and theoretical elements of theatre and performance art that have influenced my 

writing over the course of the past twelve years. Although critical of Spalding Gray's 

dependence upon his straight, white subjectivity, I am interested in Gray's strategies as they 

reflect upon my own performance ideals - ideals that are perhaps more centred within the 

idea of addressing the marginalized other of culture through the body of one of those 

"othered" bodies, my own. Gray's work, on the other hand, can never fully represent the 

"other" so long as he relies on the white heterocentric image of his own body as purveyor of 

each new narrative he shares. Similar to Gray, however, my work does rely upon a script; like 

his, mine also bears some of the formal trademarks of traditional theatre as it belies the 

potential for the kind of spontaneous, single performance experience that some examples of 

performance art provide.24 

Gray's performances often begin as a reading-cum-improvisation assisted by 

notebooks placed upon the table he has adopted as a staple of his performance setting. My 
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own work develops in much the same way. Unlike Gray, however, I utilize ideas of 

characterization and physicalization similar to the performance strategies of Leguizamo 

when he dons various costumes and voices in order to re-present characters from his past. 

My work is also similar to the work of Peggy Shaw, and tends to focus more upon the body 

as receptacle for various blurred forms of cross-dressing and gender identification. Unlike 

the distincdy gendered drag representations of Leguizamo's work, my chosen form of drag 

tends to blur masculine and feminine within a single representation rather than utilizing wigs 

and costumes that distincdy separate polarized notions of masculine and feminine. The most 

obvious example of this occurs in my earliest performance piece, What Dreadful Things To  

Say About Someone Who Has Just Paid For My Lunch. In this particular piece my male/ 

masculine re-presentations become, as Veronica Hollinger has described, the creation of a 

pre-dominandy gay male performance artist who "re-presents re-presentation."25 Or as other 

spectators have suggested, my performed masculinity re-presents a kind of post-colonial26 

amalgamation of all of the usurpers, a putting on and off of comic, frequentiy oppressive 

voices in a mixed bag of physical sight and sound that becomes a somewhat calculated 

hodgepodge of masculine and feminine cultural citation/association. What Dreadful Things  

To Say About Someone Who Has Just Paid For My Lunch, in its performed entirety,27 also 

represents the skill of a brilliant costume designer (Martha Cockshutt)28 who is able to map 

out a gender dysphoric array of text-related outfits that become an integral part of the overall 

performance text (see figures one through four). As I dress/undress29 on-stage the text reads 

as follows; "I am a 34-year-old gay white male. I am not a woman. Surprise!" (Bateman 

Lunch 8). Voice, as well as costume, plays a part in the performance text of fracturing and 

de-stabilization. The use of the voice is a fundamental staple of effective naturalistic acting. 
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In the context of my work it becomes a parody of effective naturalistic acting. As Wayne 

Koestenbaum explains in "The Queen's Throat: (Homo)sexuality and the Art of Singing," 

"It is difficult to avoid noticing that the Voice' has been persistendy coded as feminine. And 

it is difficult to know what to do with this information" (Koestenbaum Inside/Out 211). 

Vocally, I attempt to re-present and to parody the masculine voice as it enters into the 

narrative of the overall work. For example, What Dreadful Things To Say About Someone  

Who Has Just Paid For My Lunch has, interspersed with descriptive narrative prose, sections 

that allow me to speak in a traditional "masculine" voice: 

My executive boyfriend went to Bangkok once, without me. Fine. He went with his 

wife, their son, and their son's lover. He had one afternoon to himself and he 

decided to spend it with a young Thai boy. "They are a beautiful race," he said. 

"Exquisite, strong, and delicate. Like orchids, or Calla lilies. Unlike Korean boys. An 

utterly disagreeable race and entirely unattractive." His racism was like his taste in 

art. Secluded in some hallowed museum and completely unwilling, unaware of the 

need to escape its own aesthetic confines. His was a love for portraiture and 

figurines. I often worried that he would send me to art conservation class, not as a 

student. Rather, as an artefact. To be restored. (Bateman Lunch 5) 

Through the use of voice my aim is to create this springboard, this multiplicitous plane from 

which to fracture, parody, and perhaps de-stabilize gender as my vocal re-presentations 

move from my "natural" effeminate voice into deeper more masculine tones at a moment's 

notice. Unlike Gray's detached description of Thai women and marriage, I attempt, in my 

representation of a decidedly racialized narrative to create the characters who are active 

within these narratives. Gray plays the narrator of his racialized stories. I take on the voices 
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and the physical bearing of the characters I create. These characterizations are brought 

from the page to the stage through the use of physical parody that depends upon blocking, 

gait, and vocal "impersonation" in order to achieve a comic and possibly destabilizing 

performative effect.30 Koestenbaum further articulates the notion of dual gender identity 

residing within a single body when he suggests that: 

If voice is fermnine, what happens if it resides in a male body? Is it therefore the 

agent of a radical anti-essentialism? If voice is neither masculine or feminine, is it the 

sign of an exotic nonspecific, third gender? (Koestenbaum 211) 

In my work, voice is not this unspecified third gender. It is a multiplicitous plane that 

encompasses - ironizes and embraces - many different physical and social environments. 

Geis provides, in a sense, an indirect response to Koestenbaum when she addresses 

the idea of the "subject-in-process" on stage. She writes: 

To show the subject-in-process, or the nonunified subject, though, is to begin 

breaking the "rules" of what happens to the speaking body on stage. Traditional 

theater uses the actor's immersion in a character, and the audience's resultant 

empathy, as a way of closing up the occasional gaps between the languages of the 

body (both explicit and implicit) and the spoken language of the character: costumes, 

voice modulations . . . Brechtian theory. . . often serves as a paradigm for 

challenging or displacing these conventional strategies of representation. (Geis 118) 

Again, Brechtian theory aids in the pursuit of the non-unified subject travelling through an 

often non-unified narrative, connected, among other things, by the solo performance artist 

as lone speaking body on-stage. My work employs many of the techniques cited above in 

Geis' quotation (e.g. immersion in character, costume, voice modulation), but it does so in 
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such a way that parodies traditional usage of these techniques and thereby overwhelms the 

potential for traditional audience identification with a single subject. This use of parody 

throws the perlocutionary performative potential into an essential flux that will hopefully 

persuade some audience members that racist ideology and racist subjects - among other 

things - are socially unacceptable. 

The arena I choose for these gender permutations is, decidedly, a somewhat playful, 

at times tendentious forum for an interrogation of subjectivity along lines of race, class, and 

gender. Lesley Ferris, in her introduction to Crossing The Stage; Controversies on Cross- 

Dressing. calls theatre "a kind of playground of feminine emotions for men. The problem, 

however, is that once the cross-dressed male actor leaves that playground he gets to step 

back into a patriarchal world that supports and elevates him for his maleness" (Ferris 13). 

Ferris goes on to quote Jill Dolan's assertion that "the stakes in the gender game aren't as 

high for these particular gay men. They can easily assume female roles, knowing that 

offstage, they wear the clothes of the social elite" (quoted in Ferris 13). True. However, in 

my own performance work, my subjective objective, this fluctuating drive to fracture and de

stabilize, is to consider culturally coded re-presentations of masculine and feminine and to 

fracture those re-presentations visually, vocally, and textually. The particular gay man to 

whom Dolan alludes does not stricdy apply to my work. I am an effeminate, predominandy 

gay male with degrees of bisexual sensibility/desire. Bisexuality is a cursed category because 

it hints, at the outset, at what Marjorie Garber has called the crisis of category.31 The 

presence of the effeminate, primarily gay/bisexual, male de-stabilizes traditional grounds of 

masculinity and is not able, therefore, to wear what Dolan calls "the clothes of the social 

elite" as comfortably as the "particular gay men" she refers to in the above quotation. 
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"Mincing" and lisping are not characteristics I can easily, or willingly, discard. I include the 

category of bisexuality because it illustrates a general impulse widiin my work that strives to 

confound the spectator into a plane of multiple gender and sexual possibility. My 

performance work has never, to date, included a blatandy bisexual narrative, with one 

notable exception. This exception, I Wanted To Be Bisexual But My Father Wouldn't Let  

Me. will be discussed in the next section as it relates to my ongoing attempt to both ironize 

and embrace various ideologies and identities in my performance work. 
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please, someone, fashion me this cornucopie contradiction, un-word like, this 

profound cultural innuendo, this bisexual experience, fashion me you flaming 

fledgling heterocentric faggots, I want to lose my politics in those ghost-like arms, in 

that willowy embrace that I have seen and seen and seen. (Bisexual 16) 

The "willowy embrace" that ends my 1994 performance piece I Wanted To be  

Bisexual But My Father Wouldn't Let Me. suggests, in a lighdy sardonic and poetic manner, 

ways in which the subject may begin to respond to past oppressive systems of sexuality and 

gender. The overall piece, by its very tide, refers to the socially constructed aspect of 

sexuality. Ironizing and embracing subjects and subject positions that represent oppressive 

systems of gender and sexuality can be, for the solo performance artist, a mode of survival 

and development wherein the performative potential becomes, like Finley's pleas on behalf 

of abused women, a cry for an understanding and acceptance of bisexual bodies. Buder's 

reading of Freud's treatment of bisexuality posits the multiplicitous body, within the 

traditional confines of strict gender practice, as the body that has been denied the essential 

traces of dual sexual desire that might have enabled a multi-gendered/multi-sexual body to 

matter. I Wanted To Be Bisexual But My Father Wouldn't Let Me mourns not only the 

absence of the paternal figure as a kind of melancholic32 state but also the absence of any 

parental/paternal support regarding the viability of a bisexual subject position. Both What  

Dreadful Things To Say About Someone Who Has Just Paid For My Lunch and I Wanted  

To Be Bisexual But My Father Wouldn't Let Me use the father in different ways in order to 
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illustrate particular oppressive ideology as it operates within culture at large. They possess 

a complex representation of loss that I have incorporated into my physical and mental 

"body" - loss inscribed in opaque yet legible bodily form that Buder describes, through an 

insightful reading of Freud's work, and lack thereof, on bisexuality. She writes: 

In the experience of losing another human being one has loved, Freud argues, the 

ego is said to incorporate that other into the very structure of the ego, taking on 

attributes of the other and "sustaining" the other through magical acts of imitation. 

The loss of the other whom one desires and loves is overcome through a specific act 

of identification that seeks to harbor that other within the very structure of the self: 

'So by taking flight into the ego, love escapes annihilation' (178). This identification 

is not simply momentary or occasional, but becomes part of the ego through the 

permanent internalization of the other's attributes. (Buder Bodies 58) 

Buder goes on to contribute an intriguing interpretation of Freud that postulates bisexuality 

as a viable by product of melancholic incorporation. Incorporation is a process whereby the 

subject "has an object penetrate his body and keeps it inside his body . . . by keeping it 

within oneself, to appropriate the object's qualities" (Buder Bodies 58). My early erotic 

fascination with my father, and mother, finds expression in some of my work33 and relates to 

Buder's interpretation of a psychoanalytic model that includes the possibility for the 

recuperation of a thwarted bisexuality, a recuperation not so unlike the way in which the tide 

of my performance piece calls out for something my father would not let me have. Buder 

states: 

In the first formation of the boy-father identification Freud speculates that the 

identification takes place without the prior object cathexis (21), meaning that the 
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identification is not the consequence of a love lost or prohibited for the father. 

Later, however, Freud does postulate primary bisexuality as a complicating factor in 

the process of character and gender formation. With the postulation of a bisexual set 

of libidinal dispositions, there is no reason to deny an original sexual love of the son 

for the father, and yet Freud implicidy does. The boy does, however, sustain a 

primary cathexis for the mother, and Freud remarks that bisexuality there makes 

itself known in the masculine and feminine behaviour with which the boy-child 

attempts to seduce the mother. (Butier Bodies 59) 

Buder claims that Freud is suggesting that "the boy must choose not only between the two 

object choices, but the two sexual dispositions, masculine and feminine" (Buder 59). 

Although I have been clearly designated 'effeminate' from a very early age, my performance 

work enacts, through the use of parodie vocal and physical stylization, masculine and 

feminine attributes as I ramble through various male and female characters in my semi-

autobiographical journey. After years of unconscious/semi-conscious behaviour, I begin to 

consciously enact a consolidation of masculine and feminine as a way back to the desire for 

both mother and father, male and female. 

The costume used for I Wanted To Be Bisexual But My Father Wouldn't Let Me 

(see figure five) de-stabilizes the male body by exposing the chest, and yet grounds the lower 

body within a skirt-like structure that has been designed to easily reveal an object of literal 

penetration (GI Joe's head). When I reach sections of the narrative that recall my father's 

homophobic words I put on a mock masculine tone that allows the overall effect - costume, 

voice, gait - to become one of extreme comic device. The laughter evoked at the beginning 

of the performance, as I roll out on roller skates, sets the tone for a narrative that moves 
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from absurd comic representation to a shocked recognition of the trauma this comedy 

embraces: 

No, I never wanted to be a man. . . not in the strictest sense of the word, not like the 

Kennedy's, perhaps my outfit tipped you off? No, I never wanted to be a man . . . I 

wanted to be bi-sexual but my father wouldn't let me, our fathers wouldn't let me. 

We construct these distinct separations, these borders, and we just aren't allowed to 

cross them, and God forbid - should we ever try to access that small radical plot of 

land between. Yes, I wanted to be bi-sexual but my father wouldn't let me, and when 

he finally entertained the notion that I was a homosexual who wanted to be a bi

sexual he got really confused and that always lead to severe bouts of anger and he'd 

scream at me "Hey, why would a fruit like you want to fuck women anyway!? "One 

day, when I was old enough to fight back, I said "Hey, I don't fuck women because I 

like them too much!" In this terrible secretive world where you won't let me be 

anything I want to be I don't fuck women because I like them too much, and with 

men, well, I just always think of you dad, and that makes it easier. (Bisexual 14) 

The last three lines have been consistendy met, by audience members, with a muffled, 

startied, response marked by bouts of nervous laughter. These words do not reflect my 

actual feelings about homosexual practice. What they do is attempt to express a kind of 

sensationalized frustration over the restrictions imposed upon my sexualized body by 

traditional notions of effeminate behavior. Once again, I both ironize and embrace the site 

of particular trauma in an attempt to express it to myself and a paying audience. My "queer" 

performance art, in this example, becomes a semi-commodified hybrid of stand-up comedy -

regardless of the fact that "stand-up" takes on a precarious meaning when it is performed on 
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roller skates by an amateur skater. 

Effeminate behaviour traditionally signifies, in the male body, a desire for the same 

sex. I oppose this notion in the text of I Wanted To Be Bisexual But My Father Wouldn't  

Let Me and stubbornly refuse to accept a "stable" notion of my own sexual and gender 

identity. Speaking of this frustration represents a kind of perlocutionary speech act that 

reaches out toward a marginalized bisexual community that may need approval. While the 

struggle in North America over gay/lesbian marriages and spousal rights may one day move 

homosexual matrimony from the realm of perlocutionary speech act into the realm of 

illocutionary speech act,34 it seems "fair" to say that bisexual choice may never be officially 

included within juridical performative language. The perlocutionary speech act may be the 

only way in which bisexuality can ever be endorsed. A performance of I Wanted To Be  

Bisexual But My Father Wouldn't Let Me at Gallery 101 in Ottawa in 1994 met with 

approval by artistic director Laura Cyr when she insisted that I keep the piece in my program 

because it represented to her a much needed validation of bisexual identity. I re-invent my 

bisexuality each time I revisit the performance text. It is not something I am willing to let go 

of, in spite of the fact that few people (like the semi-fictionalized father from my text) find it 

easy to believe that "a fruit like me would want to fuck women anyway" (Bisexual 14). My 

status as a "fruit" is something I consistendy return to in my performance work as a 

subversive site that ultimately defends itself against the paternal law represented by my 

hapless father — a figure I both ironize and embrace in performance and in memory by 

recalling his abjecting words in a humorous/less (tragicomic) way through the use of 

physical parody. The father speaks through my body when he says, in What Dreadful Things  

To Say About Someone Who Has Just Paid For My Lunch, as a version of his oppressive 
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remarks from I Wanted To Be Bisexual But My Father Wouldn't Let Me. "Get your hair 

cut. You're starting to look effeminate, like a fruit" (Bateman Lunch 20). 

As a solo performance artist I attempt to resignify particular oppressive speech acts. 

As a queer, solo performance artist I take these acts and re-signify them in a way that may 

begin to de-center traditional spectatorial perceptions of what occurs in social environments 

on a regular basis (i.e. incest, tragic loss, physical and sexual abuse). Although I have argued 

that performance art may be considered a queer art form and a queer hybrid of theatre, I 

would suggest that queer must be fragmented into separate, mutable performative units — 

non-restrictive units that provide viable models for these acts of intervention and re-

signification. As Buder states in Excitable Speech: 

The revaluation of terms such as "queer" suggest that speech can be "returned" to 

its speaker in a different form, that it can be cited against its originary purposes, and 

perform a reversal of effects. More generally, then, this suggests that the changeable 

power of such terms marks a kind of discursive performativity that is not a discrete 

series of speech acts, but a ritual chain of resignification whose origin and end 

remain unfixed and unfixable. (Buder Excitable 14) 

Ultimately the origins of my performance work, like the work of Shaw, Leguizamo, and 

Gray, must be located, and must remain, within these "unfixed and unfixable" realms. Any 

other locating practice runs the risk of over-determining the performing body as it resides 

within the inherendy democratic, dangerous, playful, and rewarding realm of the 

perlocutionary performative. 
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Introduction to and analysis of the Monologues: De-constructing National 

Identity as a Postmodern Impulse 

One of the considerable and neglected art forms is the stack of papers. This can be 

at once a literary form and a version of performance art. In my own case it takes the 

form, most often, of a stack of letters which I feel I should or must answer quite 

soon. But not immediately. The stack then occasions in me a complex mixture of 

delay, anticipation, dread, shame, guilt and self-condemnation. I am vaguely aware of 

the individual sheets of paper and texts in the stack, but the hole [sic] is much greater 

than the sum of the parts. The mere and sustained appearance of the stack, 

unfortunately, announces a kind of completion. It is a completion which is flexible in 

that it can be added to but not subtracted from. The stack, like a poem, begins, if 

nothing else, to describe intention. (Kroetsch Hornbooks 75) 

In The Hornbooks of Rita K . . a series of poems comprising a single narrative unit, 

Robert Kroetsch creates a narrator that simultaneously appears and disappears into and out 

of multiple subject positions — the author, the narrator, and the "character" of Rita. Finding 

the "true author" of this series of eloquent and humourous fragments strikes me as being a 

fundamental "problem" with identity and the idea of nation that, as it runs through 

Kroetsch's work, and my own, simultaneously avows and disavows traditional notions of 

nationality and region. With its specific references to Calgary, Battle River, Germany, and 

Kyoto, Kroetsch creates a narrative spectacle that resists and defines itself through disparate 

geographic locales. The most telling moment within this internationalist form of nationalism 
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comes near the end when the narrator exclaims, comically, ironically, and poetically: 

Look at a map of the North Saskatchewan River system, which includes the Batde 

River; up and down concur, without rotundity. Yes, the notion of a round world is 

important if you are Columbus, or the captain of an oil tanker. But, if you are driving 

straight through from Calgary to Edmonton, or if you are building a house, or if you 

are in bed — or, he added — writing a hornbook — the flat world hypothesis will suit 

you fine. (Kroetsch Hornbooks 102) 

This confluence of many subject positions and geographic positions — although reliant upon 

Canada as a literary touchstone - imbues the work with the postmodern impulse to fragment 

and de-center notions of locale and self through a series of intersecting and relatively 

disparate narratives that conspire to create a single hfe experience. Like my performance 

work, this allows the writer and/or performer to utilize elements of autobiography in an 

unconventional manner. If, as Kroetsch suggests early on in his hornbooks, we do in fact 

"come to the end of autobiography. Our lives abandon us" (24), then that ending ultimately 

becomes nothing more or less than the beginning of a series of narratives disguised as fiction 

yet comprised of the "trails" and traces of autobiography left by the omnipresent author's 

deceptive hand — a pen and a hand not entirely understood and/or recognized as the 

autobiographical impulse that we always return to. Kroetsch writes: 

To take poetry into one's hands is to take one's Hfe into one's hands. Surely Rita 

understood this when she asked me, late one evening, if I would, should the occasion 

arise, organize her papers and have them deposited in the vaults of the University of 

Calgary Special CoUections Library. When I told her next morning that, yes, I would 

be happy to make her remains secure, she asked me what I was talking about. 
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(Kroetsch 45) 

Attempting to recognize and/or make sense of the autobiographical in any given work of 

fiction may be an arduous and often unnecessary task. In my performance work, however, it 

becomes, in the context of a career that has consistendy depended upon personal identity 

politics to sustain the crux of my agenda, an essential sorting through and re-distribution of 

traumatic details-cum-spectacles configured and re-configured throughout a relendess and 

repetitive life in the "theatre" - "In fiction my father dies a thousand deaths before I learn to 

love the details that made up his life" (Bateman Jackie O 21). 

In the four monologues that comprise the creative section of this dissertation, I have 

consciously included autobiographical details of my own life that infiltrate narratives that re

present, by degree, the fictionalized lives of characters created out of my experience and 

imagination. The specific cultural imaginary created — Canada — takes place in many different 

locations, from the almost surreal, dysphoric inclusion of Tennessee Williams' descriptions 

of New Orleans in "So Much For The Sky", to the small- town racist mentality of a 

Southern Ontario (Peterborough) upbringing in Hush, the varied urban (Toronto) and semi-

rural (Sudbury) environs of A Particular Class of Cross-Dresser, and the fluctuating, largely 

unspecified "academic" site for revisited trauma in Unlucky. 

When the masculinized cross-dressing subject of Misty, from A Particular Class  

of Cross-Dresser exclaims, "I feel closer to nature, I can breathe, gasp even, and . . . I 

know that there is always risk in the air, and it makes me feel very small, and huge, and 

not very close to God, and very close to God, I am God's mistress" (168) [s]he, as the 

fragmented, bodily site of dual gender identity, unwittingly aligns her/himself with 

notions of postmodernity that insist upon the de-centered subject. Misty feels 
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uncomfortable in "her" own body - whether it be the regional body of communities 

within which she cannot be openly trans-gendered, or the big city milieu where she feels 

small and unimportant when in fact she is, in her own mind "the biggest, most famous, 

legendary, unknown queer . . . in the whole mother-loving universe" (166). These 

multiple emotional and geographic locales provide, in each monologue, the writing 

subject (myself) and the performing subject (myself - with the exception of Unlucky) to 

locate them-selves within a variety of subjectivities along lines of race, class, and gender. 

"SO MUCH FOR T H E SKY" 

I meant that lovingly, not the way it was intended. (Dame Edna Everidge) 

We come to the end of autobiography. Our Uves abandon us. (Kroetsch Hornbooks 

61) 

Throughout this monologue I use The Selected Letters of Tennessee Williams;  

Volume I. 1920-1945. as an intertextual device. Written in letter form "So Much For The  

Sky" is a series of many fictionalized "autobiographies" that comprise the overall piece. 

Tennessee Williams, myself, my mother, and two straight young men become the subjects 

of this semi-autobiographical narrative. If, as Robert Kroetsch has suggested in various ways 

throughout The Hornbooks of Rita K . "our lives abandon us" (Kroetsch 61) then this loss 

becomes, in the case of "So Much For The Sky", a particular pathologized form of 

abandonment that not only depends upon, but also demands "the kindness of strangers"35 
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who, at various points in the performing subject's life, have become both friends and 

"strangers" to the semi-fictionalized pro-antagonist of this triumvirate of extended tirades. 

These "friends and strangers," in a meta-theatrical sense, also include the spectators who are 

asked to follow the trajectory of the performing subject's monologue in a way that may or 

may not find them, at the end of the "play," sympathetic toward the speaker's point of view. 

The title of this piece is an intertextual reference to a stage direction from Williams' 

play Summer and Smoke. Williams includes elaborate notes at the beginning of the text that 

describe the music and the setting. After a detailed description of a cyclorama depicting the 

background he simply states, "So much for the sky" (Williams Summer 9). By the end of my 

monologue this innocent, rather technical remark from another playwright becomes a 

metaphoric plea by the speaker as he laments the unrequited affections of his object of 

desire: "He gave me the moon and the stars but there was no sky." (98) By utilizing 

descriptions of my own mother's death, the friend who assisted me during an extended 

recovery period after the fact, and inventing a fictional plot-line regarding the creation of a 

peace bond taken out against the middle-aged gay male writing the letters, I have created a 

series of morbid, if not amusing, intertextual, semi-autobiographical narratives that attempt 

to illustrate the complex subject position embodied by a particular gay male who feels 

trapped within and victimized by a heterocentric homosocial milieu. 

I reveal the existence of the peace bond through a gradual process wherein each 

letter speaks indirecdy to the hostile events of the recent past — events that have isolated the 

speaker from the two subjects (Benjamin and Eric) who were present during the actual 

incidents. Only near the end of the final letter do we discover, through a detailed description, 

precisely what happened. The pontoon boat scenes set the stage for a moment of 



53 
recognition when, through the singular gaze of the self-professed 'Victim," we are given a 

somewhat biased version of what has occurred. By including Williams' description of his 

sister Rose's medical condition at the end of the piece (118-119), and his own fear of 

emulating that state, the narrative becomes a severe, pathologized version of the gay male's 

feelings of isolation. 

During workshop performances of this monologue at Zeitgeist Theatre in New 

Orleans, the stage was set up, in a sense, to illustrate the ways in which Eve Kosofsky 

Sedgwick has described the homosocial triangle in her formative work Between Men:  

English Literature and Male Homosocial Desire: 

a calculus of power structured by the relation of the rivalry between the two active 

members of an erotic triangle . . . in any erotic rivalry the bond that links the two 

rivals is as intense and potent as the bond that links either of the rivals to the 

beloved. (Sedgwick Between 20) 

By utilizing this general notion of the erotic triangle and rendering it a more flexible unit 

than Sedgwick's project can allow, I have attempted to posit the gay male feminized body as 

the abjected body that can, by degree, be seen as an intersecting subject position36 within a 

general rubric of homosocial triangular experience. By exercising a form of poetic license, 

this triangular model may be seen as a viable theatrical vehicle for the expression of 

compromised/victimized forms of femininity.37 

In my revisionist version of this triangular rivalry, the effeminate gay male body -

simultaneously privileged by his male biological presence yet disenfranchised by 

effeminaphobic discourse — dominates and tries to bring all three "rivals" together, in letter 

form, as a way of perhaps reconfiguring and/or deconstructing the spectrum of 
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homosociality. Over the course of the three letters, anxiety ensues and there is no full 

resolution. Given the insular quality of the lone performing voice in this monologue, full 

resolution can never be realized due to the fact that no other voices fully register within the 

central character's thought processes. He is convinced that he has been wounded by 

misunderstanding and misidentification on the part of all four subjects — Eric, Benjamin, 

himself, and his mother. Subsequently the performative intention of the piece becomes a 

theatrical and emotional interrogation of the ways in which the speaker came to occupy this 

position within a lopsided version of Sedgwick's erotic triangular model. 

As a theoretical tool, Sedgwick's homosocial triangle exists with female subjects at 

the apex being used as an instrument of power by male subjects who reside within the more 

empowered position represented by the parallel points at the bottom of this geometric 

formation. By tampering with this configuration "So Much For The Sky" takes on abjected 

femininity in a male body as the apex and central motivation for the speaker's anxiety, and 

plays it out in a complex intertextual manner. The eroticism of the triangle becomes, for 

Benjamin and Eric, an empty erotic playground of ambiguous flirtation and emotion 

inflicted and self-inflicted upon the impressionable, fey, middle-aged, homosexual male. The 

gay subject's willingness to take part in this rivalry locates him, unlike the compulsory female 

subject of Sedgwick's version, as the biased victim whose performative promise to himself 

becomes a to desire make all of the subjects involved, including his mother, keenly aware of 

his present dissatisfaction. The performative potential that may move outward from the 

monologue as speech act, in this case, becomes the spectator's willingness to embark on a 

complicated journey through recent events in the speaker's Hfe and find, within those events, 

an emotional landscape that may begin to explain the double bind embodied by the 
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biological male inscribed with what are traditionally viewed as feminine physical and 

emotional signifiers. The blatant traces of femininity found on the subject's "body" in "So  

Much For The Sky" are composed through what Buder calls a "metaphor of consolidation." 

She writes: 

there are clearly bits and pieces of masculinity to be found within the psychic 

landscapes, dispositions, sexual trends and aims, but they are diffuse and 

disorganized, unbounded by the exclusivity of a heterosexual object choice. Indeed, 

if the boy renounces both aim and object and, therefore, heterosexual cathexis 

altogether, he internalizes the mother and sets up a feminine superego which 

dissolves and disorganizes masculinity, consolidating ferninine libidinal dispositions 

in its place. (Buder Gender 60) 

The speaker in "So Much For The Sky" becomes an example of the ferninine superego 

overpowering and/or dissolving the traces of masculinity that are apparent, by degree, yet 

overwhelmed by his particular bodily presence and behavior. 

By including descriptions of New Orleans written by Williams during his many stays 

in the city, I attempt to de-centre and romanticize the writing subject's perception of himself 

within the dysphoric state he finds himself in many months after hostile encounters with his 

two young friends. By arranging segments from Williams' letters out of order and 

interspersed with fragments of original monologue, the effect becomes a kind of surreal 

postmodern pastiche of one life intersecting, delusionally, with another: 

"The quiet Ufe here is what I need and I hope it will have a pacifying effect, though I 

must admit I could sometimes scream with ennui, it is so hard to get accustomed to 

it after the turbulence o f (Williams Letters 384) last autumn. "The court-yards are 



56 
full of palms, vines and flowering poinsetta, many with fountains and wells, and all 

with grill-work, balconies, and litde winding stairs. (Williams 141) 

The attempt to replicate, by degree, Williams' celebrated writing style (in his letters and 

plays) lends the letters that comprise the overall work a stylized quality that represents the 

somewhat delusional, poetic quality of the general mise-en-scene. 

A brief description of the stage setting, requiring a Toronto apartment to bear traces 

of the French Quarter, creates, at the outset, an ambiguous environment for the acting out 

of these "written" narratives. Posters of the C N Tower, Blue Jays pennants, Mardi Gras 

beads, masks, feather boas, and inordinate supplies of Louisiana hot sauce arranged carefully 

by an imaginative designer could easily create this regionally multiplicitous ambience. In a 

sense, an autobiography of place, as experienced by the central character, becomes an 

evocative setting for the playing out of his memory drama as related in three separate letters. 

By placing his mother in the middle of the three correspondences, and laying partial blame 

on her for aspects of his repressed sexuality, the gay male writing - and performing - subject 

risks re-inscribing the age-old cliche that homosexual men have particular, at times 

obsessive, relationships with their mothers. By inflecting all of the correspondences with a 

tenderness of emotion, and what may pass as sincere yet irritable love for all three people he 

writes to, he bears witness to his own camp consciousness as it plays itself out in a 

particularly iconic gay male way. 

Australian drag queen Dame Edna Everidge's consistent claim that "her" nasty 

remarks are meant "lovingly, not the way [they were] intended" illustrates the ways in which 

camp behavior possesses a double emotional meaning and appeal — or lack thereof. Susan 

Sontag's formative work "Notes on Camp" describes camp as "a tender feeling" that can 
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inform everything from furniture, to lampshades, sexuality, and emotional expression.38 

"So Much For the Sky" is an attempt to integrate disparate elements of love, anxiety, 

delusion, and self-identification into a cohesive dramatic structure that reveal, by the end, 

aspects of autobiography being told, on stage, by a character who literally writes, through 

memory, the drama he is, and has been, party to. Again, Kroetsch has suggested, 

"Autobiography is not memory." Nevertheless, the written inscriptions that pass as memory 

and inform the ways in which we construct notions of ourselves, and others, are played out 

in this monologue in a layered, intertextual way that defies and challenges notions of both 

place and unified identity. 

A PARTICULAR CLASS OF CROSS-DRESSER 

Conceived through a variety of interviews and life experiences, compiled over the 

course of 4-5 years during the early 1990s, A Particular Class of Cross-Dresser chronicles, in 

fragmented form, the lives of 8 cross-dressers and one cross-dresser's spouse. Stylistically, 

the collection of monologues, although distinct in voice and character, utilize autobiography 

and reprise in order to connect the sections as well as draw attention to the voice of the 

author as the "Hfe-writing" subject conscious of the use of the appropriated voice. In the 

first workshop production the stage was littered with male torsos on pedestals with sections 

of the text hanging from them. The sets and costumes were all black and white in order to 

unify the aesthetic image of a single speaker representing many characters who have all been 

"translated" through the single authorial voice. The idea of appropriation became an overall 

concept for a mise-en-scene committed to the idea of representing and validating the 
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appropriation of gender by subjects who were not "born" into that gender position. 

The title of the piece, borrowed in part from Janet Feindel's 1986 solo performance 

piece A Particular Class of Women, makes a claim to a particular demographic blend that 

ranges from the small town cross-dressed subject to the big city transvestite in search of a 

personal self-actualized politics - a personal politics that validates the surgically transformed 

body. This re-imagined corporeal site responds direcdy to attacks upon the transvestite body 

as appropriated female body by a variety of theoretical texts (Gloria Steinem, Janice 

Raymond), one of which is cited within the actual monologues. The series of connected 

monologues, performed by one person, culminates in two final pieces based entirely upon 

my own pre-adolescent and post-adolescent experiences. Feindel's work, taking its tide 

from a juridical site,39 began as a series of monologues performed, like the recendy popular 

Vagina Monologues, by the writer performer herself. Later incarnations have seen both 

performance works mounted as a series of solo texts performed by three or more women.40 

The tide, A Particular Class of Cross-Dresser, responds, in part, in a somewhat deceptive 

way as it simultaneously conflates and distinguishes between specific "types" of cross-

dressed male subjects. As a hybrid, male-dominated intervention into the world of female 

bodily parts, these monologues are a general response to a history of theoretical debate over 

the way in which the biological female body has been problematically appropriated by 

biological males, gay and straight, on-stage and off. By indirect citation of key theorists, I 

attempt to provide a space for a variety of transvestic Ufe moments that embody the female 

body to varying degrees. Incorporated into the text, as a bridge between the academic and 

the practical, one of these theorists appears, cross-pollinated with the words of Mae West, as 

an example of the merging of comic text with didacticism. The result, when performed, is a 
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mixture of comedy and surprise when the audience realizes they have been listening to a 

quotation from a critical theorist and not from the mouth of sex goddess, Mae West: 

My purpose here is to understand how what has been foreclosed or banished from 

the proper domain of 'sex' - where that domain is secured through a 

heterosexualizing imperative - might at once be produced as a troubling return, not 

only as an imaginary contestation that effects the failure in the workings of the 

inevitable law, but as an enabling disruption, the occasion for a radical rearticulation 

of the symbolic horizon in which bodies come to matter at all. 

I love this shit, it's Judith Buder, an academic version of Mae West. I can see it now, 

M G M presents Mae West as the "Enabling Disruption" starring in "The Troubling 

return." Cool. (136) 

Thematically reminiscent of my earlier performance piece Salad Days.41 A Particular  

Class of Cross-Dresser parodies the notion of the appropriated vagina in a way that blends 

comedy and actual lived experience, providing a comfortable/uncomfortable breeding 

ground for the performative pain and promise that the female body, interrogated on stage, 

inevitably represents within a misogynist, homophobic cultural milieu. In A Particular Class  

of Cross-Dresser I "play," by degree, the effeminate, predominandy gay male. The "bodily" 

clothes of what Jill Dolan has termed "the cultural elite"42 do not stricdy apply to the way in 

which my body and my narrative [s] intersect in order to re-present other and othered 

subjects. I play with my own limited ability to shed bodily inscription as a way toward male 

impersonation. The lisp, the mince, in a phrase, the inscribed bodily fermninity that Buder 

speaks of in Bodies That Matter, applies direcdy to the ways in which I attempt to write and 

perform multiple subjectivity. A Particular Class of Cross-Dresser, although in part 
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impersonation, attempts to uncover and throw into chaos, on-stage, many of these bodily 

inscriptions through the use of costume, stance, and vocal technique. There is a conscious 

attempt, in this particular work, to create "a radical re-articulation of the ways in which 

bodies come to matter at all" (Butler Bodies 23). A Particular Class of Cross-Dresser also 

utilizes a form of characterization that attempts to provide the audience with a look at the 

various environments which cross-dressed males find themselves within when they confront 

their desire to wear "women's clothing." Ranging from a white collar worker in Sudbury 

who finds solace in the expropriation of female garb within a natural setting (i.e. - the forest, 

the Big Nickel, the crater-like surroundings of Sudbury) to the more urban circumstances of 

a gay male stripper saving money for an actual sex change operation, the piece utilizes text 

written on various costumes and set pieces as a way toward a consciously anti-appropriative 

voice. 

In a sense I try to channel, through interviews tailored into my own fictionalized 

versions, the voice of various cross-dressers, through my own body. By doing so I engage in 

what could be considered an impersonation of an impersonation. The presence of the 

written text on stage, partly memorized and partly recited, attempts to show the audience 

that I, as a performer, am attempting to take some responsibility for my use of the 

appropriated voice. The problematic nature of any form of appropriation relates to the 

general idea of drag as an art form that, as Buder has suggested, "characterizes the wishful 

performative of gender . . . the production of 'identity' through an imitation that is always 

already expropriated and elsewhere. Hence, Women' who perform femininity are as much 

'in drag' as 'men' " (Buder Gender 89). 

Structurally, A Particular Class of Cross-Dresser utilizes a semi-cabaret style, blended 
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with a plot-centered foundation that takes the audience on a journey through and toward, 

in a sense, a cathartic route for cross-dressed experience. Billy, the narrator, and one of eight 

cross-dressed subjects, focuses the series of monologues into a collection of stories that 

move gradually toward a specific, autobiographical denouement and resolution. By opening 

A Particular Class of Cross-Dresser with a comic song and interspersing two other similar 

parodie musical interludes, the text breaks all four walls, in a sense, and moves the narrative 

into a perhaps more circular, cabaret-style format that allows the spectator to see the 

autobiographical text from all sides, as a kind of vaudeville, montage-like form of 

entertaining semi-autobiography. The "stories" of each character culminate in emotional, 

anecdotal detail, bringing the audience along a path of semi plot-like coherence. These are 

not the full-fledged plots of traditional tragedy, but they do incorporate fragmented sections 

from a larger-than-life tragi-comedy. By ending the series of monologues with the child 

figure and the character of Marjorie, the text, as it explicidy states at the begmning of the 

final monologue, seduces the audience into believing that "this one's me." In fact it is, but in 

a sense, it is no more "me" than any of the other characters, fashioned through interviews, 

memory,43 and wish-fulfillment prophesies of my own, as the writer's poetic style does not 

absent itself, in my case, from the character-based text. The "me" of each monologue 

culminates by the end of the overall work, as the speaker uses a more concentrated poetic 

autobiographical language - not unlike the poetic language of the previous characters, and yet 

more concentrated, on the page and on the stage, through the use of the central metaphor of 

the "fast car," introduced at the start of the last monologue. 

By ending the entire semi-cabaret-like structure of the piece with another song that 

makes a very broad (excuse the ferninized pun!) comic statement on the cultural and biblical 
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position of men in dresses, the catharsis of the previous two monologues is relieved, in a 

sense, and the final song serves as a reverie, a space of lyrical recuperation from the 

celebratory intensity of a final monologue that insists upon the "me" of personal gender 

identity: 

that's me/on the transcanada highway of gender/my headless wig torn off by the 

roof of the underpass/of vague cultural imperceptive momentary miss/transcanada 

trans gender trans sexual/I like the trans part the best/I always wanna be there/in 

transit/on the way to nowhere in/particular/just always on the way/movement as a 

stabilized site/how could I have become anything other than this/looking at 

mommy's/beautiful legs/crossed racing along the 401/on those little/stiletto 

pedestals beige/tiny little muscles in her lower leg/ how could I be anything but this 

trans mobile, fixated on movement,/little sluttish debutante in a sportscar with a 

dick?/Tell me that will ya?/ I'm a fast car/my mother was a fast car in a bad 

neighbourhood/screaming looking but never fmding her inner lesbian/I found it in 

me/a misidentification of sorts/but I know what to do with it/vwrrrooornrnmmm. 

(202) 

Ultimately, the "me" of the entire piece speeds out of the spectator's visual realm and into 

Baudrillard's vanishing point44 as a kind of psychic imaginary to be invented by the 

empathetic cross-dressed spectator who may be able to extract performative promise from a 

text that tries to fracture identity in an effort to give the whole concept of the culturally 

fractured a space which to exist within. 

By recuperating the restrictive space of the prefix 'trans' - originally set out as a 

pathologization that sets particular gender identity apart from the norm - as a space where 
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diversity and fluctuating degrees of transgendered desire reign, the fictional and the 

autobiographical combine to create an overall life-writing text that defies the notion of 

movement as a route toward a stabilized site. This gives agency to a variety of cross-dressed 

characters as they choose particular mutable sites for an expression of their gender and 

sexual i.d./driver's license. 

HUSH 

Life writing comprises texts that are written by an author who does not continuously 

write about someone else, and who does not pretend to be absent from the [black, 

brown, or white] text himself/herself. Life writing is a way of seeing, to use John 

Berger's famous phrase; it anticipates the reader's determination on the text, the 

reader's colour, class, gender, and pleasure in an imperfect and always evolving 

hermeneutic - classical, traditional, or postmodern. (Kadar 10) 

The pleasure taken from the experience of writing one's ever-evolving self into the 

text can be dubious at the best of times. The conscious racialization of any given text -

blatandy adding the racial details that are often left out of the autobiographical narrative, in 

fact concentrating upon them - can become an unsettling interrogation of a particular south 

central Ontarian subject position cultivated during the 1950s and 1960s and only recendy 

interrogated in my performance career along lines of race, class, and gender. Hush brings 

this triumvirate of socio-political discourse into high comic relief by incorporating elements 

of text and costarne that do not have obvious direct connections unless one considers 

intersections between race, class, and gender as integral sites for the composition of the fully 
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realized subject. The inclusion of a stage direction that describes the performer's costume 

as a peculiar type of drag begins, at the outset, to project a parodie, anthropomorphic 

femiriinity upon the performer and the text thereby asserting a comic pose from the start: 

Ughts up, performer is wearing a suit identical to the small Hush Puppy puppet he is wearing on 

his hand - the performer's outfit, however, differs slightly as it bears slight traces of 'feminine' drag — 

apart from these slight changes the puppet and the performer are identical, except the performer is 

much bigger and much prettier (puppet and performer interact) (208) 

Further stage directions, placed throughout the piece, instruct the performer to bark 

at particular moments. This desire to act out, in parodie form, the abjecting racist principles 

of a particular segment of 1950s white culture can appear problematic as it attempts to pacify 

the audience, through humour, as they are treated to a series of amusing stories about 

domestic animals that culminate in a parodie, intertextual anti-racist plea at the end of the 

performance. Preceded throughout the text by smaller bouts of racially conscious outbursts, 

the words of Ezra Pound, Leonard Cohen, and Adrienne Rich blend with the author's own 

poetic license to create a climactic comic denouement that makes a soft-hearted plea to 

abandon restrictive racist policies for a more organic approach to humanity and nature: 

Leave the breathing organisms alone. 

Be kind to the trees and flowers. 

They are your friends. 

[look around during final section before song] 

Go forth petals. Pistols and stamens erect. Seedlings unite. 

I am a free and gende flower growing old. 

I touch your perfect body with my mind. 



65 
There is no end to tilings in the heart. There is no end to speaking. 

Unfold my Flower, Shine my star We are hated for being what we are.** 

(The puppet begins to bark fiercely) Hush. Puppy. Hush!!! . . . 

. . . last stanza . . . paraphrasedfrom Adrienne Rich, E%ra Pound, and Leonard Cohen 

(224) 

Performing this section requires a careful blend of emotional and comic timing in order to 

represent the mixture of sincerity and parody integral to the text. In the context of the 

original poems the words are meant as relatively "sincere," romanticized representations of 

the speaker's thoughts regarding particular subjects. Appropriating these words for my own 

purposes in Hush, dressed in a puppy suit, renders this section an example of the way in 

which parody, tragedy, and comedy work simultaneously in this text, and in my performance 

work in general. I am attempting to achieve a kind of comic pathos that will simultaneously 

entertain and enlighten the spectator. It would be foolish to ignore the very real possibility 

that some audience members may find it neither45 - thus the dubious quality I speak of when 

I describe the process of writing one's self into the text. Hush re-tells racist stories from my 

past and makes analogies to the ways in which domestic animals are often treated. In some 

performances of the text I have used slides with visual and textual images that interrogate 

systemic racism throughout history.46 The presence of comedy in a highly raciahzed script, 

although problematic, may be interrogated as a route toward what Frantz Fanon has called: 

the effort to recapture the self and to scrutinize the self, it is through the lasting 

tension of their freedom that men will be able to create the ideal conditions of 

existence for a human world. Superiority? Inferiority? Why not the quite simple 

attempt to touch the other, to feel the other, to explain the other to myself? (Fanon 
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231) 
This "simple" scrutiny, of course, must pass through an extremely complex and interrogative 

gaze in order to possess the potential for the kind of performative promise discussed earlier, 

bell hooks has spoken of a kind of self-actualization as a way of empowering students, and, 

I might add, spectators. 

hooks' pedagogical model can be transferred for purposes of the anti-racist comic 

monologue as a way of potentially motivating audience members toward self-examination 

through the writer-performers own self-actualized interrogation of his or her own racist 

subjectivity: 

When education is the practice of freedom, students are not the only ones who are 

asked to share, to confess. . . Professors who expect students to share confessional 

narratives but who are themselves unwilling to share are exercising power in a 

manner that could be coercive. . . When professors bring narratives of their 

experiences into classroom discussions it eliminates the possibility that we can 

function as all-knowing, silent interrogators. . . But most professors must practice 

being vulnerable in the classroom, being wholly present in mind, body, and spirit, 

(hooks 21) 

As a kind of "confessional" narrative that places the performing subject at the center of his 

own racist past, Hush is an example of what hooks terms a kind of sharing where the 

performer risks "taking" the position of white racist in order to allow his audience to 

potentially see themselves within his performative project/performance. Although Hush 

takes hooks' idea of "mind, body, and spirit" to a somewhat absurd extreme through the use 

of costume and vocal technique (i.e. barking in drag) it does, as a monologue, hold the 
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wishful performative promise of resignifying the pain of past trauma and moving it into a 

site where racism, the source of that pain, may begin to be eradicated. The performer 

becomes a kind of instructor, utilizing a form of didactic comedy in order to impart his anti-

racist plea.47 The autobiographical element of the monologue brings hooks' idea of the 

student/teacher, spectator/performer exchange into play and encourages the possibility of 

connections being made by spectators to events in their own lives. This use of lived 

experience as a performative tool, in the hands of the educator and/or the performance 

artist, must be clearly articulated through a complex understanding of what "experience" is 

and how it works. 

My experience and my subsequent self-actualization must be understood as 

particular constructs that should not stand as the authentic, unchanging voice of authority. 

They must be understood as entirely mutable choices that must be re-evaluated, re-

articulated, and interrogated with each new performative encounter. In her essay "The 

Evidence of Experience" Joan W. Scott suggests that : 

Experience is at once always already an interpretation and something that needs to 

be interpreted. What counts as experience is neither self-evident nor straightforward; 

it is always contested, and always therefore political. The study of experience, 

therefore, must call into question its originary status in historical explanation. . . 

Such an analysis would constitute a genuinely nonfoundational history, one which 

retains its explanatory power and its interest in change but does not stand on or 

reproduce naturalized origins . . . Experience is, in this approach, not the origin of 

our explanation, but that which we want to explain. This kind of approach does not 

undercut politics by denying the existence of subjects; it instead interrogates the 
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processes of their creation and, in so doing, refigures history and the role of the 

historian and opens new ways for thinking about change. 

(Scott Lesbian & Gay Studies Reader 413) 

Utilizing experience as a mode for self-actualization has been a particular choice grounded in 

my work as a writer, educator, and performance artist. This concept of self-actualization 

proposes a unified, mind/body identity. Paradoxically, in Hush and A Particular Class of  

Cross-Dresser. I consistendy propose the possibility for a more transitory, unified 

mind/body/performance identity that is in a constant state of flux. By transferring 

pedagogical tools into a performance site, I take the risk of creating overly didactic re

presentations of subjects, their identities, and their aesthetic value. Hush strikes me as an 

example of a performance monologue that brings all these elements into play in a way that 

throws the concept of intersections into high relief and makes a plea for an examination of 

the ways in which race, class, and gender interact/intersect in complex and "entertaining" 

ways in the lives of subjects existing within predominandy white, systemically racist 

environments. 

UNLUCKY 

Of the four monologues under discussion, Unlucky stands apart from the other three 

narratives in its re-presentation of a "female" voice. However, given the complex 

arrangement of gender signifiers imbedded within the other monologues, this notion of 

female, and more generally speaking, femininity, becomes an extremely destabilized concept 

in the context of a variety of characters who are examining and/or struggling with their 
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culturally-conceived gender identification. Unlucky also plays with notions of class and 

race in an attempt to further destabilize the subjectivity of the protagonist. 

Standing in a classroom setting, flanked by two large projection screens, and a 

blackboard behind her, the unnamed female character opens her narrative with what appears 

to be a material flight of fancy. Her opening discussion of numbers, that eventually reveals 

her chosen profession, initiates a play of somewhat "disguised" material circumstances 

within the hfe of the central traumatized subject. By beginning her monologue with a 

succession of numbers that quickly relate to her own age and the age of her children, the 

protagonist inserts a material feminist discourse into the narrative. By the second page she 

reveals her father's profession (Mathematician) as being the same as her own. Soon after, 

once the reader/spectator discovers that the protagonist's mother died young, we have a 

sense of a somewhat male-identified protagonist struggling with the influence of paternal 

figures (father and lover) who are never really her own. By describing the absentee mother 

figure as a philosopher who "was too busy philosophizing to actually do anything" (242) we 

have a curious configuration of the age-old myth that women who stay at home and care for 

children are not actually working. In fact, the mother's so called "philosophizing" involves 

writing a series or recipe books along the lines of M.F.K. Fisher's 1930's cookbook, How To  

Cook A Wolf. This inter-textual reference is one of many narrative ingredients that 

contribute to the complex subjectivity of the character of the single mother as traumatized 

victim of a series of social and racial misidentifications. 

Unlucky's protagonist weighs a number of material factors throughout her narrative 

and comes to a single symbolic conclusion: "You can count on me. Can I count on you?" 

(247). Coming near the end of a prolonged, self-actualized diatribe, this proclamation of 
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simultaneous dependence and independence represents a central material feminist plea for 

support from a vast unnamed social category of men and women who contribute to the 

production and maintenance of children in a precarious material world. 

Class and race signifiers play crucial roles in this therapeutic recipe for coping within, 

at times, unendurable circumstances. In terms of class, perhaps the most blatantiy de

stabilized ingredient in the making of this particular character is the potential for seeing the 

ways in which class lines begin to blur in a late twentieth/early twenty-first century world 

when state funded education allows a mixture of class experience to enter the same academic 

instimtions and ultimately the same work force: 

Like my dad I'm a country girl at heart but I can put on airs with the best of them 

and sound very intellectual. But before long people realize I'm a hick and they don't 

really get it. How can this brilliant academic be such a hick. They tell me I am a split 

personality. People expect me to be one way. I start out one way, then I get 

different. Like whats-is-name in Julius Caesar. Brutus, Cassius, Casca — one of those 

pricks. (238) 

By including the lyrics to the theme song for a popular television comedy of the 1970s the 

protagonist gives her audience a popularized version of her own material circumstance. She 

is not entirely comfortable with the social categories that attach themselves to her level of 

education and subsequent profession. Nevertheless, she finds an outlet for her "roots" and 

shares a description of that experience with her audience in the Sandaraska beach scene 

where The Beverly Hillbillies theme song is first introduced and then completed a page later. 

(238) 

The protagonist of Unlucky feels compelled to identify racially the abductor of her 
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missing child - an ingredient that informs and that motivates the "plot" of the monologue 

from beginning to end. Structurally, the information regarding the child's disappearance is 

gradually revealed through a complex re-telling of the traumatic event. Once we have 

discovered what this disappearance actually means in material terms we are given an 

imagined scene from the memory of our protagonist - an alarmed, entirely disenchanted 

scene that throws into high relief the racialized aspect of this particular trauma: 

I have a dream about this pretty barren white woman and her white husband -

Mama wasn't white but my Daddy is - pulling up in their luxury compact car to the 

curb by the park and these translucent white people get out of their car and begin to 

wander toward Tina - and one of them speaks to her very sweetiy and they offer her 

a dolly and off they go with her into their posh white tolerant lives. Well by god, I'll 

find them somewhere, and I won't tolerate them. I will accept them for what they are 

— thieves, child robbers. 

(243) 

Within a dream-like hegemonic moment of psychic incorporation our central character has 

assimilated racialized elements of the North American dream gone terribly wrong. The 

perfect "white" female child has been abducted by a barren white couple. These material 

details lend the narrative a concentrated racialized aspect that speaks indirecdy to what 

Fanon has called "a genuinely Manichean concept of the world" (Black 44). The 

protagonist's disturbing comic suggestion that the couple may one day be surprised and 

disappointed by the child's origins speaks to the absurd quality of racial segregation and, 

through the use of examples from popular cultore (i.e. "Pinky" the 1930s film), the whole 

racialized aspect of the monologue resonates with a slightly comic, potentially subversive 
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exploration of the racialized subject's destabilized position within a white racist milieu. 

Finally, the absent mother figure, the missing child's grandmother, has the central 

symbolic message, presented by the protagonist approximately halfway through the 

monologue: 

My mother was a strong woman, very conflicted and very strong. She taught me to 

be tolerant and then accepting. She'd always say to me: 

"The road to acceptance is paved with tolerance. Don't get stopped on that road, 

don't take a detour, or you'll never get there. But you just keep following that road 

girl. It never ends but it leads back home cuz there is no home child, it is always 

on the horizon. Make that road your home." (239) 

This section makes a very general plea for a kind of recognition of the material details of a 

traumatized racial experience. By claiming that acceptance is the final destination, and that it 

can only be reached through an unspecified form of tolerance, the speaker simultaneously 

advocates and denounces a sense of resolution. A vague idea of "home" stands in for the 

specific manifestation of what resolution can mean. This idea is simultaneously strengthened 

and undercut when our speaker claims that "there is no home," and then proceeds to secure 

a transitory sense of home and resolution by making the plea, "Make that road your home." 

Indeed, should one choose to abandon the road toward acceptance and take the detour the 

protagonist's mother warns against, they may find themselves prey and privy to the 

dangerous, potentially juridical site Buder warns against in Excitable Speech48 when she 

suggests that our failure to find primary powerful sources for particular social injustice, and 

to substitute the symptomatic for the potentially causal, can culminate in an unsettling 

situation where the sites of unjust social conditions are registered (i.e. theatre, performance, 
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popular music) have been mistaken for the sites where they are sanctioned by law. Indeed, 

they may in fact find themselves within the poetic site created by William Blake in his poem 

"The Litde Black Boy," a site that is included intertextually within the narrative of Unlucky, 

as a historical site that throws into high relief ways in which the racialized subject can be 

subsumed within white cultural aesthetics. 

This intricate weaving of race, class, and gender in Unlucky demonstrates what I 

have called the intersecting narratives that conspire to create the fully realized character 

within all four of the monologues. Clearly, the pen of the male author cannot render this 

particular monologue, or any of monologues, what Marlene Kadar has called "a stricdy 

feminist (in both form and theme) view of life writing" (Kadar 7-8). Nevertheless, what 

Unlucky can do is to try to add to the ongoing feminist instantiation of the cross-racialized, 

de-stabihzed/transitory subject as valid life "choice." As the protagonist from Unlucky 

moves from one site of complex, well adjusted "hysteria" and into another we are given a re

presentation of the self-actualized search by the inter-racial female character as she tries to 

come to terms with the material circumstances of her life. Created by a white, male pen, the 

character not only defies authenticity, she also mdirecdy discusses, in her monologue, the 

whole notion of authenticity when it relates to particular racial subjectivity. She resists the 

idea of simply writing one's self into the narrative. Rather, she writes the material 

circumstances of the self into a complex and specific traumatized milieu, thereby adhering to 

what Gail Scott calls a non-prescriptive feminism that "creates the conditions in which 'she' 

may be 'herself defined'" (quoted in Kadar 88-89). Kadar writes: 

The difficulty with a stricdy feminist (in both form and theme) view of life writing is 

that it may institutionalize a defensive posture for women, or for the unofficial writer 
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of either gender. Though she is often female, 'she' may also be male (diink of 

black slave narrators such as Frederick Douglass). That is, gender has determined 

genre in the past; in the future, we want to avoid any further 'gendrification.' (Kadar 

Life 7-8) 

Although heavily gendered by her biological presence as reproductive body tied to 

heterocentric notions of family, and husband/boyfriend, the unnamed protagonist of 

Unlucky seems more intent upon complicating race as a route toward, and back to, the 

traumatized site of the missing child. 

One final aspect of Unlucky illustrates the way in which I have included "myself 

within a performed narrative that, unlike the other monologues, defies stricdy "realist" 

possibilities for a male subject to perform this piece. The high school mathematics 

sequence, populated by Mr. Willy and the unnamed effeminate teenage male subject that the 

protagonist befriends, adds an autobiographical element to the text and aligns the central 

character's sensibilities with other marginalized subjects. By constandy referring to Mr. Willy 

as a "prick," not only does she revive my own father's favorite noun, she also reveals her 

own tendency toward what is traditionally considered vulgar language, and gives the writer a 

moment of cathartic retribution as I name one of my past oppressors in comic form. 

CONCLUSIONS 

The same proportions and disproportions shape the weather of our lives. We have 

an experience that almost goes unnoticed and unremarked, then we realize years later 

how that event shaped our being or our fate. (Kroetsch Likely 133) 
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As a concluding analysis of the four monologues comprising the creative section of 

my dissertation, Unlucky, in particular, simultaneously resists and aligns itself with Robert 

Kroetsch's ideas regarding autobiography. It is an autobiography of self in that it ponders 

the possibility of another subject's extended meditation on her traumatized position in a 

misogynist, racist, and homophobic environment. Al l autobiography is "imagination" in my 

performance work. By challenging the restrictive codes of behavior enforced upon my body, 

and other bodies, over the years, I offer a kind of self-doubt that imbues the speaking 

subject with an empathetic air that may become irresistable for particular audience members. 

During the performance of three of these monologues, as well as performances of other 

works during my overall career, I have had numerous audience members remark upon this 

empathetic quality. The response of a single audience member can be both superficial and 

rewarding in the context of one performance. Over the years however, one struggles with 

the ongoing problem of a swollen head that insists upon returning to the performative site 

of trauma in order to keep the swelling down. Memory becomes the primary resource for 

this type of theatrical project/pose. 

Four Monologues/Four Dresses is and is not memory. All four monologues re

present memory, and nation, but at the same time deny them as authoritarian or monokthic. 

Like the "voice" of Robert Kroetsch, these are problematizing and questioning voices that 

attest to the complex subjectivities that go into the making of a single complicated identity 

rooted in race, class, gender, and "nationality." In The Canadian Postmodern: A Study of  

Contemporary English-Canadian Fiction Linda Hutcheon writes: 

Like so many Canadian women writers, Kroetsch is a problematizer and questioner 
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of our cultural givens. He does not deny their existence, but he challenges their 

authority. As he puts it, 'I guess I don't like to solve the problem' . . . Solving the 

problem would mean having answers, would mean stasis and product; the process of 

asking interests him more. [He] help[s] us [to] stop talking about writing and the 

written text as fixed and dead products; we are urged into 'ing' — to see that reading 

and interpreting are processes in which we too participate as, equally, makers of our 

culture. That culture may be unavoidably part of what Fredric Jameson calls 'the 

cultural logic of late capitalism,' . . . but it freely acknowledges its complicity as well 

as insisting, nevertheless, on its power to critique. There are no alibis here either. 

(Hutcheon Canadian 183) 

Whether they be the voices of eight cross-dressed subjects representing a vast region 

comprising South Central and Northern Ontario (A Particular Class of Cross-Dresser), the 

puppy-clad, "hystericized," reformed racist trying comically, and apologetically, to escape 

into canine subjectivity (Hush), the mathematical and emotional transactions of a childless 

mother (Unlucky), or the southern (United States) inflected voice of a lone subject 

reminiscing about a failed dialogue between homosexuality and homosociality ("So Much  

For The Sky"), the voices comprising Four Monologues/Four Dresses re-present a theory of 

"drag" that is not confined to any one body, any one "cultural given." Rather, drag becomes 

a grand, meta-theatrical/cultural prop that, as Garber has suggested, "may be not only a 

commentary on the anxiety of gender roles in modern culture, but also — and perhaps 

primarily - a back-formation: a return to the problem of representation that underlies theater 

itself (Garber 40). The "categories" created by these monologues, in mm, propose 

"transvestism [as] a space of possibility structuring and confounding culture: the disruptive 



77 
element that intervenes, not just a category crisis of male and female, but the crisis of 

category itself (Garber 17). Four Monologues/Four Dresses provides multiple categories as 

a means toward the recuperation of all of the fragmented identities mainstream culture has 

attempted to contain - and potentially destroy. Sedgwick's work on theatre and 

performance lends insight into the ways in which past "shame" can become a principal 

element in the construction of performance texts. She writes: 

So that whenever the actor, or the performance artist, or, I could add, the activist in 

an identity politics, proffers the spectacle of her or his "infantile" narcissism to a 

spectating eye, the stage is set (so to speak) for either a newly dramatized flooding of 

the subject by the shame of refused return; or the successful pulsation of the 

mirroring regard through a narcissistic circuit rendered elliptical (which is to say: 

necessarily distorted) by the hyperbole of its original cast. Shame is the affect that 

mandes the threshold between introversion and extroversion, between absorption 

and theatricality, between performativity and - performativity. (Sedgwick "Queer 

Performativity" 8) 

Proffering the spectacle of my infantile narcissism "to a spectating eye" affords me the 

opportunity to "repeat" the past as a way of expelling it from my body. This expulsion, 

however, necessitates repeated acts of personal intervention by the performing subject. It is 

no simple "emptying out," once and for all. Through the use of parody, and a kind of 

destabilized cosmming and physicalization, I try to re-present personal trauma in its 

"constitutive possibility of being otherwise" (Buder Excitable 102). The re- enactment of 

past trauma in my performances, as perlocutionary speech acts, makes its way out into the 

world of the spectator and possesses the possibility for a re-examination of both pain and 
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promise within the personal traumas suffered by other abjected bodies, or to put it 

blundy, paying audience members. 

As spectators we can find this recuperative shaming device in Spalding Gray's search 

for the reason why he was the only male child in his family to remain uncircumcised, set 

alongside descriptions of shameful cultural representations and perceptions of women he 

has observed everywhere from Thailand to North America. Karen Finley places the body of 

the shamed woman on-stage and pleads for respect and re[e]valuation. John Leguizamo's re-

enactment of his father's violence and his mother's response to that violence blends comedy 

with tragedy in a way that utilizes shameful practice as a mode of on-stage representation 

that enlightens and entertains the spectator. Peggy Shaw's physical resemblance to her father 

homo-eroticizes her relationship with her mother in a very subtle way and brings the lesbian 

subject on stage in a way that transfers her mother's negative response to her daughter's 

sexuality from the lesbian subject to paternal/maternal misidentifications of that subject. 

Four Monologues/Four Dresses defends my right to "dress-up" and represents an extension 

of my overall project as it begins to explore character in a more multiplicitous way than my 

earlier work. Although always in pursuit of that multiplicitous body I feel that I have begun 

to engage in even more layered discursive strategies within the monologues that comprise 

this dissertation. In doing so I continue to find recuperative potential among the "ruins" of a 

reconstructed Hfe in performance. I attempt to re-claim power over, and take responsibility 

for the race, class, and gender inscribed upon my middle-aged body. Out of chaos I attempt 

to recover identity[s]. Kroetsch writes: 

According to chaos theory, the seeming confusion has a shape; the trouble is, the 

shape is so complex that we as humans cannot get a handle on that shape - at least 
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not until the tornado has come and gone and left us in the middle of mess and 

ruin. (Kroetsch Likely 133) 

The "shape" I choose in order to get a handle on the seeming confusion of a single Hfe is the 

performance monologue. The "mess and ruin" become an ongoing performative spectacle 

that goes on, and on, and on . . . 
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THE MONOLOGUES 
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"SO MUCH FOR THE SKY" 

- a tragicomedy in three seasons -

The title is taken from a stage direction from Tennessee Williams' play 

'Summer and Smoke. ' 

The set should reflect elements of the French Quarter, but it must be obvious 

that this is not the French Quarter. Rather, it is an apartment in a large Canadian 

city. 

The set must reflect the pattern of the homosocial triangle described near the 

end of the first letter. This could be achieved through the use of a triangular playing 

space demarcated by the use of three mannequins in "drag" placed at the three 

points of a triangular playing space. The kind of drag used is up to the designer, but 

it must represent an ambiguous array of gender signifiers. For example, two of the 

mannequins must have male torsos while the third must be female. The clothing on 

the mannequins must not represent traditionally gendered attire. The female 

mannequin must be placed at the apex of the triangle. 

There is a large blue, sky-h'ke screen behind the actor who is writing the 

letters. On the screen we see him hand writing the letters as he speaks. All of the 

action should, in a sense, float within this vast expanse of sky. 

When the speaker gets to the quoted sections, taken from The Selected  

Letters of Tennessee WUHams the page is isolated on the screen and the audience 

can clearly see that this is an appropriated segment of writing (these sections have 
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been put in quotation marks in the script, with the appropriate page number). 

There are also sections of the letters, comprised of the quotations from 

Williams and original segments of text that are used in more than one letter. This is 

done in order to achieve a self-conscious effect that helps to create the overall 

psychological demeanor of the subject writing the letters. These repeated sections 

have been itahcized throughout, followed by "repeated from an earher letter" - where 

they were first introduced in the script. When the performer comes to these sections 

he should be directed to become somewhat self-conscious, through the use of props 

and gestures (e.g. — taking a book or sheet ofpaper from his desk as a way of telling 

the audience that this section of the letter is not entirely spontaneous). 

Each monologue begins with a short film (3 to 5 minutes). 

BELOW ARE THE LYRICS TO THE SONG TO BE PLAYED AS THE LIGHTS 

GO DOWN "I Told You So" (sung by Blossom Dearie) (Time: 1:40) 

I heard it on the grapevine 

Straight from the horse's mouth 

They're saying on the grapevine 

That he's headin North, you're goin South 

I hate to say it but I told you so 

Before the curtain fell I told you so 

I've known for a long time it couldn't last 

Now you're just a memory ofhis long and distant past 

How can you tell someone who's starry eyed 

Her Dr Jekyll's really Mr. Hyde 



I know I've seen it all before 

I loved him once but that was long ago 

Well I told you so 

FIRST FILM (Montage effect) 

Before the first letter is read a film plays on the background screen. The film 

represents an older gentleman flirting with a young man. The film should be soft 

focus, of comic intent, and shot in the style of a very corny romance. The montage 

effect should follow the lyric of the accompanying song (lyric below), representing 

some of the scenes and sentiments portrayed in the lyric. For example, the "peach 

tree" sequence could lend itself very well to a corny, romantic, pastoral scene in an 

orchard. Segments from films such as Beyond The Valley of The Dolls is a prime 

example. The general effect of this sequence, although comic, should have a 

bittersweet motif. However, the comedy is the most important element. 

"Dearie's Blues" (Time: 3 minutes) 

My name is Blossom 

I was raised in a Hons den 

My nightly occupation is stealing other women's men 

I'm an evil evil woman 

But I wanna do a man some good 

I'm Gina Lolabrigida 

I ain't red ridin hood 

If you don't h'ke my peaches baby 

Why do you shake my tree 



89 
Get outa my orchard baby 

Let my peach tree be 

Some men me like cuz I'm happy 

Some think I'm snappy 

Some call me honey and 

Some think I'm slap happy 

But Ray Brown told me 

I was built for speed 

You put em all together 

You got everything a good man needs 

There is a 'Blue Piano, "* half in shadow, behind the main playing space. 

Incidental music (jazz) accompanies much of the performance. 

*The concept of the blue piano is described in detail in the stage directions at 

the beginning of Williams' play A Streetcar Named Desire. Williams writes: "This 

'Blue Piano' expresses the spirit of the life which goes on here" (13). 

Stage directions within the body of the letters are in bold itah'cs. Intertextual 

quotes from Williams' letters, and other sources, are quoted and in itah'cs. Page 

numbers from these sources are in brackets after the quotation. I have also itahcized 

repeated sections in the later letters that have already appeared in a previous letter. 

These sections are comprised of my own writing as well as selections from Williams' 

letters. 

letter one 



A SUMMER 

Dear Eric, 

'Thanks for the cheque and the box of clothes. The linen suit arrivedjust in time for me to wear to 

a first-night performance at the theater. "(130) I am sorry that I woke you this morning, and so 

many other mornings this summer. I am like that darned old alarm clock that just cannot be 

stopped. The wake-up call that never ends. But I must pester you if I am to get any work 

done. You promised to send me the money you owe me, and my belongings - all those 

beautiful shirts - (he lets out a little cry) and I am holding you to your promise. I would 

email you but the space that I take up in your hfe must remain old fashioned. Letters are so 

much more glamourous and unexpected these days — and email can be such a false 

emotional site where we quickly deposit our souls into cyberspace without any discreet 

human contact, not even the soft caress of an envelope and its beckoning glue. 

"Now about my papers —you will recall that I left a considerable number of Mss. (ranging from 

exquisite to merely superb) in your care when I blew town last fall. A.re these in the steamer trunk with the 

alleged laundry! They had damned well better be... please let me know where these papers are right away 

fori shallfeel uneasy till you do. " (363) I am like a child with my writing — my boxes of papers 

and things - the paper clips, the worn out pencils with no erasers, and the used, half-

crumpled post-it notes - they are my precious toys and I cannot be without them. Scraps of 

papers, souvenirs, brochures from places I have been, swizzle sticks with blue translucent 

mermaids frozen in time, the daiquiris, the Jacques Cousteau martini glasses, the Bavarian 

steins. 

When I was a htde boy I would pray each night — make a wish - that I would not 

become a middle-aged faggot who chased beautiful young men. I would wake each morning 
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with the terrifying thought that if I wished for something long enough it might come true. 

It seems that my prayers have not been answered. Thank God. 

Do I amayeyouì "Not half so much as I ama^e myself." (159) I am like Alma in Tennessee 

Williams' Summer and Smoke. I am in the parlor and a lovely young man - a young man that I 

have loved since childhood - has come to see me. He looks at me very seriously and we 

begin to have a long philosophical discussion on the nature of love. Eventually I find myself 

saying (slight melodrama in his voice) "It seemed like the sort of mystic — experience — that ought 

to make a vast change in a person and in his life. But it never affected things for more than a moment. The — 

the usual pattern of things — went on - inescapably — in spite of the revelation that should have made such a 

change. And gradually the surprise wears out, you stop having the thrilling surprise of being alive anymore, 

you come to say, Yes, I'm alive, there is life! And what of it? — What can be done about iti" (1) (pause) I 

was happy but everyone else was sad. Now I'm sad but everyone else is happy. Because I 

have left him alone. Only geographically of course. I will pester him through you until all 

the boxes have arrived. That seems only fair. And then who knows, I will have to let it all 

fade away and find a new obsession, or another way of making this present obsession last. 

Do you know what it is like — of course you don't — to be an older gay man in love 

with a straight boy? It is like going to a party that no one else wants to go to. You're 

perfectly happy adoring him, knowing his heterocentric limitations and trying to keep 

yourself from standing too close, from watching his every move — the back of his neck as it 

ripples in the cold night air, and on and on and on. You are trying desperately - and 

succeeding — to enjoy the moment. Laughing at every litde thing you love that you know one 

day will annoy you. But no one else can see it. They feel sad for you. "Oh, he's kidding 

himself. It's so pathetic. How can he be so deluded?" It goes against nature's law to test the 
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limits of a person's heterosexuality. Nature's law be damned! Heterosexuality, after all, is 

simply a socially sanctioned and extremely hybrid form of selfishness. 

As Tennessee once said when asked the definition of happiness, "Insensitivity!" 

Insensitivity is precisely what has been heaped upon me. He gave me the moon and the stars 

but there was no sky. And as Rosa's father exclaims just before shooting the poor Doctor in 

Summer and Smoke, "The sky's the limit"(94). So I exclaim, before the poor Doctor shoots me, 

where do I put a moon and a collection of stars with no sky! Juliet and her scissors can go to 

hell. How does that sit with Nature's law! 

I want to make one thing very clear. Do not try to protect him from me. Do not 

even consider taking on some quasi-homosocial pose where you bond with him — your best 

friend - over the obsessive wanderings of a demented lecherous homosexual such as myself. 

I am neither demented nor lecherous. I only use those terms because they illustrate the 

sensational discourse that has been wrought upon me from the moment I minced out of my 

mother's womb and began to speak every word to the accompaniment of The Battle Hymn oj 

the Republic. 

Eric, you are a sweet boy. And if I wasn't so obsessed with you know who I might 

even give it a go with you. But until then live in dread. Please do not interfere and I promise 

you that the day may come when I will no longer use you in order to get to him. After all, 

getting to him only meant a walk in the park, a weekend in the country, a few days at the 

Casino - oh how I long for Orillia - it never did him any harm that he would not have 

discovered on his own. You simply played the fool, the well-fed, entertained, fully subsidized 

fool who gave him the cover he needed when he was with me. Now that all that has fallen 

apart we can stop playing Violet and Sebastian Venable. I could never figure out who was 
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Violet and who was Sebastian. And then, suddenly, this summer, out of the clear blue sky, 

comes a respite from me. You lucky fellow. The Ufe of a gay man so often imitates a 

Tennessee WilUams play, only aU the parts are played by men. Mr. Albee and Mr. Orton 

would be furious. You have given me no reason to beheve that you wiU interfere. I have no 

proof. Only suspicions. Proof is a hard thing to acquire in this pseudo-subtie conspiratorial 

buddy buddy heterocentric miUeu I have been cast, and have cast myself, into. But as weU as 

being obsessive I am also paranoid. There is no need to be afraid of me. I would never kül 

you. But I will continue to wake you from a deep sleep whenever the need arises. 

Let me explain a few things about my romantic habits. I take mild anti-anxiety tablets 

- atavan, diazapam, marzipan, paxil, prozac, poppers, tra la - to curb many of my emotional 

outbursts and addictions. They seem to take the edge off. But for the most part I am healthy 

and in love and these are the paramilitary actions I am destined to take, the little heUcopters 

of my mind that wiU swoop down like an out take from Apocalypse Now and cut off your 

empty Utde head if you refuse to co-operate. 

In Ught of these grave cinematic images I would advise you to rehearse this new role 

with the utmost care. Pretend that you are the unwiUing suitor from Summer and Smoke and 

that you are in that parlor, and despite passion, despite long Chekovian pauses, despite 

everything that teUs you to run for your Ufe, to look across the room at nothing and whisper, 

"Get me out of here!" Despite aU that, play your part - dear heart - as I write it for you. And 

try to avoid any, if not aU, original thought. You are not as stupid as you seem Eric, and I 

beheve that you will understand what I say to you. If he knew even a smaU portion of what I 

feel for him, if he could somehow Uve inside my body and feel what I feel for him, then his 

post-adolescent years, the ones that never reaUy seem to end for heterosexual men, for any 



94 
man for that matter, would suddenly evaporate, and he would become the kind of mature 

young man we all dream of and rarely find. He would never tamper with my afflictions again. 

In a sense, he would become an angel. His ragged t-shirts would have to be torn and re-sewn 

in the back to accommodate wings. He could no longer wear his father's suits for fear of 

being scolded for ripping out the shoulders with his feathered backside. He would never 

think to wear that abominable tie with Les Desmoiselles D 'Avignon screened across cheap navy 

blue silk. 

This is all such bad poetry, and I apologize for the winged metaphors, but these are 

the words that overwhelm me when I try to speak of the way I have felt for so long. If I 

could stop these feelings I would. But I may always love him this way. As my dear departed 

friend Victor once said, in paraphrased musical form - (sings to tune of Gershwin song 

"It's DeUghtful") "My hips are small, my butt is wide, and if you'd like to come right inside, that's de 

lovely. "But if it is not possible for him to love me in the way that I love him then so be it. Let 

mine be a foolish heart. Allow my prose to suddenly stumble into the clumsy life of a 

nostalgic, second-rate bard. 

Let us return, for a moment, to the world of homosociality referred to briefly at the 

beginning of this love letter - this residue of hope - by proxy, to you my friend, as 

preparation for the letter I must, finally, write to him. As Eve Kosofsky Sedgwick, the 

originator of the term "homosocial" has said, 

(During the following quoted section the image of Manet's painting 'Déjeuner sur 

l'herbe' appears on the screen behind the actor. Through the use of animation, the 

figures in the painting begin to move around, eventually representing different 

versions of the triangular structure described in the quotation.) 
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"A calculus ofpower structured by the relation of rivalry between the two active members of an erotic 

triangle . . . in any erotic rivalry the bond that links the two rivals is as intense and potent as the bond that 

links either of the rivals to the beloved. " (20) At the risk of sounding self-absorbed, I am the 

beloved. And within your own personal lexicon of heterocentric power, you may very well 

bekeve his heterosexuality to be a formidable obstacle in my, the beloved's, pursuit. I think 

of it as a small thing, a very small thing, part of the continuum, so to speak. We shall 

overcome. Give me your sick. Your poor. Your suffering. Your weak. Your starving. Eric, 

where there is summer there is smoke, where there is smoke there is fire, and where there is 

fire there is passion. I am passion. I am music. I am the song. (Instrumental of Barry 

Manilow song "I Am Music" comes up here through to end of letter) 

With these timeworn clichés, these wordy valentines, these blatant innuendoes, I will 

leave you. William Blake said it best, through the mouth of a worm, or was it a clod of clay? 

"I ponder and I cannot ponder Yet I live and love." 

(pause to consider what he is about to write) 

'The quiet life here is what I need and I hope it will have a pacifying effect, though I must admit I 

could sometimes scream with ennui, it is so hard to get accustomed to it after the turbulence of (384) last 

autumn. "The courtyards are full ofpalms, vines andflowering poinsetta, many with fountains and wells, 

and all with grill-work, balconies, and little winding stairs. It is heaven for painters and you see them 

working everywhere (141) . . . J visited Audubon Park which is lovelier than I could describe, blooming like 

summer. . . live-oaks garlanded with Spanish Moss — beautifully laid-out. " (140) 

(pause) 

Wouldn't it be nice if things were really as I describe them. To be isolated in a 

southern town some forty years ago, writing and drinking and doing an assortment of 
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wonderful things - boating, swimming, lying on the proverbial beach with that huge 

unfathomable gulf at our feet. Instead I am a mere ninety minute bus ride from you in this 

provincial urban mecca. But it is summer, the air conditioner comforts me, and I must close 

the drapes to protect the paintings from the brilliant sunlight. They fade. 

With Love and Disrespect (but that will change), 

Daniel 

SECOND FILM 

As the first letter ends a montage effect of two lovers running in fields begins. When 

the first letter is finished a song (LYRICS BELOW) begins to play and the film lasts 

for the duration of the lyric. The film should be a very soft focus, corny, love 

montage, as described in more detail in the "First Film" description. 

"Once Upon A Summertime" (sung by Blossom Dearie) 

(Time: 3 minutes) 

Once upon a summertime if you recall 

we stopped beside a litde flower stall 

a bunch of bright forget me nots 

was all I'd let you buy me 

Once upon a summertime 

just like today we laughed the happy afternoon away 

and stole a kiss in every street cafe 
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you were sweeter than 

the blossoms on the trees 

I was as proud as any girl could be 

as if the mayor had offered me 

the key to Paris 

Now another wintertime has 

come and gone 

the pigeons feeding in the square 

have flown 

But I remember when the vespers chime 

you loved me once upon a summertime 

letter two 

A FALL 

Dear Mother, 

"I am dead tired! It is after eleven o 'clock and this [ragged old futon] looks as seductive as Paradise 

to the damned. Even so, I am going to writeyou this short letter to tellyou the marvelous time I'm having. " 

(11) "The quiet life here is what I need and I hope it will have a pacifying effect, though I must admit I could 

sometimes scream with ennui, it is so hard to get accustomed to it after the turbulence of (384) last autumn. 

'The courtyards are full ofpalms, vines andflowering poinsetta, many with fountains and wells, 

and all with grill-work, balconies, and little winding stairs. It is heaven for painters and you see them 

working everywhere (141) (repeated from an earlier letter). . . I visited Audubon Park which is 

lovelier than I could describe, blooming like summer. . . live-oaks garlanded with Spanish Moss — 
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beautifully laid-out. " (140) (uneasypause) 

You will be relieved to know that I do not have testicular cancer. Do you remember 

when I began to go to the doctor every six months in order to check for any prostate or 

testicular trouble and found the procedure to be extremely pleasurable. My clinical hedonism 

seems to have paid off. I am sorry that it has taken me so long to get back to you about this. 

I fully intended to contact you as soon as I knew but when the good news arrived I flew off 

to New York on the sperm of the moment, so to speak, just for the weekend, and ended up 

staying fourteen days. If you have any misgivings about my behavior then I would suggest 

that you simply cast your thoughts back to the days when I dragged your inebriated body 

from the front yard, out of the baking sun, into the family room, called 911, and you were 

rushed to the hospital. Or the time you staggered in the back door of the house and fell 

down the basement stairs, cracked your shoulder, and narrowly escaped death with a shovel 

in your hand after clearing the driveway following an especially heavy snow fall. I told you I 

would get to it once I had finished my writing and watched my weekly soap. But no, you had 

to have your way. I love you mother, and know that one more littie mishap in our 

relationship will not shake the very sturdy foundations of our deep and profound love for 

each other - to paraphrase Mr. Freud - the bodily inscriptions that pass between a mother 

and her fey son, a consolidation of the rugged and the effete, and on and on and on. 

I wanted to share a recent adventure with you. Before the good news about my balls, 

thinking I may only have a short time to live, I decided to coerce a dear friend into driving 

me on his motorcycle to the site of father's grave to make my peace, once again, with one of 

my many beloved alcoholics. It was a beautiful sunny day and apart from the fact that my 

helmet and my sunglasses almost blew off, it was a lovely scenic excursion. At your advanced 
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age you may never again have the oppormnity to ride on the back of a beautiful young 

man's hog. I would suggest, on the off chance that the oppormnity does arise, that you wear 

a helmet with a facemask. It is much more comfortable than the littie plexi-glass protective 

unit I wore and it affords a more scenic perspective. I was continually forced to lower my 

head into the driver's back to avoid the rushing wind, and although my friend has a beautiful 

youthful neck and jet black hair that cascades sensually from the back of his headpiece, I like 

to look around, at the sunlight and the clouds and all the people passing by in their hideous 

automobiles. The sunglasses I was wearing, bought with the meager inheritance father left 

us, almost blew off several times. Had they been lost I would have lamented bitterly the 

absence of yet another superficial object from my insubstantial and already depleted parental 

dowry. But I digress. We had a lovely ride and arrived at Mount Nebo around 3:30 in the 

afternoon. 

Do you remember that old hand colored photo (photo appears on screen — see 

figure six) of you as a girl in your boyfriend's leather gear - sitting so proudly outside Nana 

and Poppas' house on Roger Street on your beau's motorcycle looking so much like the 

beautiful diesel dyke that you never allowed yourself to become? What a lovely photograph. 

I look at it often and find great comfort there, and a few laughs. It has such an iconic lesbian 

quality about it and makes me nostalgic for the things I have never known. But that is 

another story dear heart — another story that I have tried to tell repeatedly over the years but 

your distaste-cum-homophobia for the very idea stops me in my tracks. So be it. 

But back to the grave site. To the blazing sun where we searched for the headstone 

as I cursed all of the people with our surname scattered randomly throughout the cemetery. 

After about ten minutes we found father's tomb. Mr. Poe would have been thrilled by the 
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ambience, although the sun would have bothered him. It was one of the older 

headstones, as he has been buried in his parent's plot and they both died before he was 13. 

You never did visit father's grave did you? And it is doubtful that you ever will. Would you 

like me to take you? If memory, which it seldom does, serves me, he died in the dead of 

winter, was stored until spring, and by the time the ground had thawed we were in Florida 

with Nana attempting unsuccessfully to recover from such unexpected trauma. What a 

dreadful accident, and to think it almost took my own Ufe as well. Time flies when you're not 

having any fun. 

Do you remember any of that trip? Wasn't Disney World wonderful? Universal 

Studios, the Epcot Center, the Magic Kingdom — such a wonderful playground for familial 

dysfunction. Did you know that I was carrying on with your sister's husband at the time? Do 

you remember the thrill of Space Mountain and how I argued with the ride attendant when 

he suggested you might be a littie too old for such a frenzied roller coaster journey? Do you 

recall my near collapse as we exited the Canadian Pavilion at the Epcot Center and I nearly 

fell to my death into a deep bed of so called Canadian petunias after a dizzying 45 minutes 

standing in a cinema that claimed to be surrounding us with the sights and sounds of 

Canadian experience? None of it was familiar to me. And when we went to the Canadian 

cuisine cafeteria and were presented with green beans and roast beef as examples of native 

food stuffs I almost died laughing. 

Perhaps one day I could find a motorcycle with a sidecar and you and I and my 

special friend could ride to the gravesite together. And yet, as I type these words, I recall 

how sleepy you become on long road journeys and how that is a welcome relief from your 

incessant banter as your head drops dreamily to one side. That would never do in a sidecar 
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dear heart. You would suffer from wind-burn, neck trauma, and possibly even heart 

failure. Perhaps we should take the bus. Although bus latrines may not be to your liking as 

your weakened bladder necessitates frequent visits to that squalid little girl's room at the rear 

of the coach. 

Oh mother, it was such a lovely day at father's grave. The buttercups and the dying 

tulips filled with artificial moss and dead bees. The interpretive dance that I performed as I 

circled the modest gravestone and hummed lighdy the tune to Born Free. You must 

understand just how much I have loved you and father over the years. How I have sacrificed 

so much . So many see me as the free-spirited homosexual who abandoned family ties at an 

early age and ran off to pursue his hedonistic dreams of fame and glory, sex and drugs, rock 

and roll, this and that. They are mistaken. Sadly enough I have always felt my modest success 

blighted by too much attention to familial detail. Losing father so young, supporting you 

through so much messy emotional turmoil — your blind dates with second-rate widowers, the 

cessation of your driver's license due to impaired behaviour, your feeble attempt to enjoy 

meals on wheels, the God fearing hooker who rented the spare room and kept you company 

for days on end. These have been my greatest joys and my greatest heartaches. In retrospect 

I suppose one might argue that cocaine could have relieved some of the excess, negative 

emotion. But I think that the nose bleeds would have been unpleasant. Did you enjoy Paris? 

Do you remember Paris? The cafe where you sat dwarfed by a fifteen dollar snifter of rum 

and coke, insisting I finish it for you. Do you recall looking at me and saying "Is this 

Vancouver?" You were the most delightful and comic traveHng companion I shall ever have. 

I mean that sincerely, although I myself detect a trace of sarcasm in my thoughts. You said 

that you thought the people in Paris would be dressed better. It reminded me of when we 
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visited Graceland and you remarked on how small Elvis' house was. You had the 

opposite impression of Buckingham Palace, dimking the Queen didn't need such a big place 

for a family of only four children. It was marvelous to be able to take you all of those places. 

I hope we can do it again soon, once this unpleasant business has been sorted out. 

Do you remember the Smoky Mountains on our way back from Tennessee? How 

you looked at me and said, "How did they get all of those trees up there?" I just smiled and 

remarked, "God put them there" - perhaps untrue given the need for reforestation these 

days. It was just before Christmas and as we passed through each new American city in our 

rented Volvo you would say "How do they get those Christmas lights up so high?" I had no 

idea. And then we passed through that tunnel in the mountains of Virginia and you cried out 

— "Princess Diana died in a fuckin tunnel, didn't she!" I always appreciate your vulgarity. 

I have never called you Mama. Did you like the roses? Drop me a card if you even 

remember receiving them. I will start to call you Mama now. It is a romantic way to address 

one's mother. It makes me feel European, or pretentious, or both. Mama, I am rambling and 

I will close now with the feeling deep in my heart that I have said nothing at all, or worse, 

too much. Just know that I love you and that my special friend who consented to transport 

me to father's grave will love you too when I bring him to meet you. He has a cock the size 

of the Saskatchewan River, as father used to say, and he often says that he wants to see the 

place where I came from. I took him to St. Joseph's hospital and we had lunch in a cafeteria 

filled with nuns. He laughed and he laughed and he said that was not what he meant. He 

wants to see you Mama. He likes to look at mothers, as they grow old, and try to imagine 

their children, by now middle-aged, having once lived in a warm spot between their legs. 

Isn't that peculiar? And I love him for it. He is handsome and young, but not too young. 
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Some say he is too handsome. I do not beheve that is possible. You will adore him, fawn 

over him, and make me wish he were your son and that I was just a visiting friend. He is 

kind and soft-spoken and has a wicked sense of humour. When I introduced him to Papa, 

graveside, I said "Daddy, this is my dear dear friend. He drinks almost as much as you did 

and he is vulgar and sweet and I love him like a brother." And my sweetheart laughed and it 

filled my face with a warm affectionate smile and that is when I was inspired to begin my 

interpretive dance. He calls me sweet tits. I call him sugar dick. He insists that he is 

heterosexual, which is just an excuse for not staying up late. We have somehow crafted an 

exquisite friendship out of the humiliation, the tears, the pain and the suffering that these 

kinds of relationships often bring. 

I am very happy. The happiest I have ever been. I hope some of that happiness can 

be yours one day. You have suffered far too much. 

(pause) 

Do you remember the time father made it known that he would like to be cremated 

and I, quite young at the time, suggested, given the amount of liquor he consumed, that he 

could just light a match, breathe on it, and the job would be done. He was not pleased and I 

have always regretted that htde remark. I wish that we had cremated him. But his sister 

insisted that we take a more traditional route by placing the dead body in a pricey coffin and 

burying it alongside their parents. I suppose it was a small price to pay for the sake of her 

feelings. I often feel that one day, if I can afford it, that I would like to remove the body 

from the gravesite and then we would burn the whole unit and finally Daddy could rest with 

his final wish fulfilled. 

I will cremate you mother, would you like that? And I will scatter ashes here and 
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there, the places we have been - Vegas, Frisco, the Canadian Rockies - the places we 

never made it to - Greece, Egypt, Beverly Hills. I dream of placing small amounts of you in 

ashtrays in gay bars throughout the Castro district but that will not happen until California 

becomes less stringent with their anti-smoking laws. I have a love/hate relationship with 

cigarette smoke. It has given you, and so many like you, emphysema, a dreadful, lingering 

illness. But it is also very sexy and violating and warm, even summery somehow, and you 

know how I love summer but complain bitterly of the heat. But I digress. 

Goodbye for now Mama, sweetheart. I will see you again soon, in the not-so-distant 

future. I will not bother you with the details of why I cannot visit you this summer. Suffice it 

to say, there seems to be a bit of a peace bond against me. I cannot come within a 

considerable distance of a young man who will remain nameless, who will send me money 

he owes me and the personal effects I have left behind — the shirts and the song sheets and 

the pamphlets and the pillowcases. 

Have I piqued your curiosity with these meager offerings? I would tell you more but 

you have always been so intolerant of my homosexual escapades. So it seems only fair to 

simply tease you with inconclusive tidbits. 

Yes, I will visit in the winter, when snow hides all our sins and the atmosphere has 

calmed considerably. We will do gay things. I will sing and dance. Tell old tales. Laugh at 

gilded butterflies, set the embroidered Asian pillow we picked up in Bangkok on the seat of 

your wheelchair and go for a long lazy stroll. The air will be heavy with love and addiction, 

the whole time knowing that I am near the place from whence I came. The warm spot 

between your legs. In all my semi-self-conscious peculiarity, I absolutely adore you. 

Your Loving Son, Daniel 
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THIRD FILM - As the second letter ends a film begins on the background screen. 

This time the film is a rural scene with the same lovers from the previous film. The 

same comic style should be presented. 

The following song will accompany the second film. 

"Bye Bye Country Boy" (Time: 3 minutes) 

You've been a joy, a shiny toy 

Glad we played your county fair 

Glad you came to see me there 

I sang that song, looked right at you 

You came back stage 

Like I knew you'd do 

So sad our week is through 

In Sunday clothes you brought a rose 

Loved the hot rod moonlight spins 

Sleepy roomy country inns 

Your boyish sins, my worldly ways 

our sunny laughing picnic days 

You've been a joy, a shiny toy 

It's time to go, it's closin show 

Still think I'm some kind of star 

Shows how hayseed dumb you are 

If you'd just say "hey stick around" 
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I'd tell my group I ain't leavin town 

But you don't dream I'd setde down 

I've got to pack 

I can't look back 

Don't come around to say goodbye 

Mustn't see a big star cry 

But once I'm home in old L.A. 

My heart and mind will be miles away 

Still wishin you had made me stay 

Sweet shy Country Boy 

Bye bye Country Boy, 

Sweet sweet Country Boy 

Sweet shy Country Boy 

letter three 

A WINTER 

Dear Benjamin, 

"The quiet life here is what I need and I hope it will have a pacifying effect, though I must admit I 

could sometimes scream with ennui, it is so hard to get accustomed to it after the turbulence of (384) last 

autumn. 'The court-yards are full ofpalms, vines andflowering poinsetta, many with fountains and wells, 

and all with grill-work, balconies, and little winding stairs. It is heaven for painters and you see them 

working everywhere (141) . . . I visited Audubon Park which is lovelier than I could describe, blooming like 

summer. . . live-oaks garlanded with Spanish Moss - beautifully laid-out. " (140) (repeated from an 
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earlier letter) 

Wouldn't it be nice if things were really as I describe them? To be isolated in a 

southern town some forty years ago, writing and drinking and doing an assortment of 

wonderful things. Instead I am a mere ninety minute bus ride from you in this provincial 

mecca. But it is summer, the air conditioner comforts me, and I must close the drapes to 

protect the paintings from the brilliant sunlight. They fade, (repeated from an earlier 

letter) 

Of course I am here to write. And regardless of my present psychological state, write 

is what I intend to do. I am wearing mother's old robe and a light silk scarf on my head. I 

simply gaze at myself in a hand mirror and imagine Norma Desmond somehow channeling 

her glamour through my aging carcass. As Tennessee so apdy put it, through the mouth of a 

handsome young gentieman upon catching his first glimpse of a young woman who, after 

years of youthful innocence, has become more worldly, "High heels, feathers. . . and paint. " 

(103) Effeminate women and aging drag Queens. We have a heavy load to bear. 

On a more or less serious note. My mother has left us now, wheezing quiedy in her 

sleep, and I regret that you were never able to meet her. I was finally able to visit, in the 

coldest month of the year, once the peace bond had lapsed. 

Mother would have taken to you immediately. It seems a shame you never came to 

visit me during these past months. I was always hoping that you would. I looked for you 

when I was in town during the final stage of Mother's illness, but no one, not a single one of 

your friends - seemed to know where you were. And they were so surprised to see me after 

such a long absence that they seemed unwilling to speak candidly about anything I 

questioned them on. Will they ever get over my violent attack on Eric that cool autumn 



108 
night, over one year ago, when we all drank ourselves sinful on a rented pontoon boat 

and almost drowned each other by that huge phallic fountain on the lake in the middle of the 

town? Although unwise, my violent intervention, in a sense, saved us all from what was 

shaping up to become a very hedonistic mass suicide. And despite my specific criminal 

activities - assault with a friendly weapon - none of us shall ever be allowed to rent a 

motorized water vehicle in that district again. I find solace in that. 

I suspect, during my last visit, that you were right under my nose but I couldn't see 

you. The loss of a parent is like that. It blinds us to even our greatest weakness. We are 

forced to be strong, vague, and distant — the magical intoxication that protects the bereaved 

from the realism of death. 

If you had been there at the end she would have asked you to take her home with 

you. She asked everyone, on that last evening, if she could go to their place for awhile. I 

crawled onto the hospital bed and lay beside her. It was absolutely heartbreaking to suddenly 

realize what must have been so obvious to her all along. She did not have a home for the last 

14 years of her life, and as she lay dying, it must have been frighteningly apparent to her that 

she was finally on her way to a home she really wasn't ready to visit. She kicked up her heels, 

dug in her claws, but when all was lost, she settled in to the frequent changes that I was 

forced to impose upon her. Selling her mismatcehd china and decrepit antiques for groceries. 

Moving her from one well-subsidized government home to the next to keep what litde 

capital she had intact. How else would we pay for her funeral, with buttons? I think not. It 

was such a sordid affair. 

The retirement homes she spent those final years in, were, in a sense, havens, but 

they were most certainly not homes. Her own mother's last days were spent, by choice, in a 
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large institutional building on a hill overlooking a river - it was named Fairhaven. And that 

seems appropriate. Those places are not excellent, or poor, or good, they are fair. And as Hfe 

becomes more and more difficult to manage, with age, they become a haven - away from the 

weU-meaning attention of those so ill- equipped to fend for us emotionaUy. In her heaven or 

in her heU, my mother has always somehow made her way. 

But the days of our Hves I speak of now are recent and still smoldering in memory. 

Long before this present mourning, you came along and suddenly I knew that there would 

be something to Hve for. It was the wildness in your eyes, and the laughter that came in 

awkward voluminous waves, the sudden unruly thick jet black hair, aU the sweetness in your 

way that made me want to know you and to memorize your presence so that when you left I 

would be able to press my brain into the corner of your shadow and He there contented 

wherever I was and whoever I was with. These memories are with me now. Inscribed upon 

the way I view the world. 

I have a special errand for you. I imagine you racing along the highway with the Htde 

packet of ashes I have prepared, and dekvering it to a smaU country town to be buried 

alongside my father. Would it be too much to ask? It seems somehow appropriate. If you are 

agreeable I will send you a detailed map to my cousins Htde farmhouse on a busy highway 

running through a Htde town by the name of Precious Corners. The Htde southern town in 

Summer and Smoke is caUed Glorious Hill. Glorious Hill and Precious Corners — what appalling 

names. Please let me know if you can perform this Htde task for me. (pause) 

Oh my, I had almost forgotten. You akeady know your way to the gravesite. Perhaps 

I could come with you. We could re-Hve the past. On second thought, perhaps not. 

I am contented and busy here as I work through the final chapters of my soon-to-be 
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unpublished book of plays and autobiographical musings. 

May I speak frankly? Never being able to have sex with you, and seeing you only a 

few times a year, even less now, are minor disappointments within the larger scheme of 

things. Mother's passing, the violent fight I had with your best friend. It was silly of Eric to 

accuse me of all those things. I loaned him money. I took him places with us. When he 

accused me of trying to seduce you how could he have expected anything but a massive 

physical attack. Did he think I would simply laugh and throw a cocktail in his face? That 

would have been a dreadful cliché. And although I would like to think of myself as Joan 

Crawford I must finally realize that I am not. (pause) 

Do you know what it is like — of course you don't — to be a gay man in love with a straight boy? It 

is like going to a party that no one else wants to go to. You're perfectly happy adoring him, knowing his 

limitations and trying to keep yourself from standing too close, from watching his every move. You are trying 

desperately - and succeeding — to enjoy the moment. But no one else can see it. They feel sadfor you. "Oh, he's 

kidding himself. It's so pathetic. How can he be so deluded?" 

It goes against nature's law to test the limits of a person's heterosexuality. Nature's law be damned! 

Heterosexuality, after all, is simply a socially sanctioned and extremely hybridform of selfishness. 

As Tennessee once said when asked the definition of happiness, "InsensitivitL "Insensitivity is 

precisely what has been heaped upon me. You gave me the moon and the stars but there was no sky. . . 

Where do I put a moon and stars with no sky! Juliet and her scissors can go to hell. How does that sit with 

Nature's law?! (repeated from an earlier letter) 

Alas, on that pontoon boat, mid autumn, with all those other young people 

surrounding me, it was like the party I describe. They all came to enjoy and to see what 

would happen - bland menial voyeurs - but had already concocted a script for the two of us. 
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They couldn't understand that my love for you could remain Platonic. They read so 

much into the way we responded to one another. Of course I fantasized about it all and 

perhaps that was the source of their fiction. But I alone cannot be blamed for a fiction far 

greater than myself, and written so many times before I even entered the scene. Too many 

homosexuals are denied their right to love who they choose. Watching your friends in aU 

their post-adolescent glory, drinking and laughing and tossing each other around in the 

water. When I touched you in the way that I did and we both fell into the lake laughing it 

was innocent. That delicious, un-postured form of innocence I crave. There was no need for 

Eric to turn the sight of that touch — that innocence - into something that it wasn't. He 

doesn't seem to realize that even mild affectionate play in a public pool or by a lake is a 

heterosexual privilege. When a group of gay men fill a pool, or a beach, with play, they are 

cast as licentious indulgent orgiastic animals. And although those adjectives sound delightful 

to me they are very often an extreme description of what passes for leisure among the 

privileged set. You may use other words to describe all of this but you know as well as I. It is 

play! Your massive erections and your bulging pectoral displays barely hidden beneath a pair 

of baggy, fashion-less swim trunks. Of course it looks somewhat more revealing when a 

group of exclusively gay horny men get together — because we do it so much better. 

(pause) Alas, "I ponder and I cannot ponder, yet I live and love. " (repeated from an 

earlier letter) Who said that? 

The love you and I have shared, not so unlike my love for my mother, could never 

be patented or prescribed. It always escapes me, is always at my side. It is what I crave 

nowadays because it excites me to no end. But I am not pressuring you to see me. I realize 

that all I may be left with are my illusions, because memories, even good ones — especially 
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good ones! - are illusions. And I want illusion, "I want magic, " ('Streetcar', Blanche) because, 

as a friend once said in a poem, "It is embarrassing to be alive. " 

I must say that I have always considered sex a recreational sport. At the risk of being 

presumptuous, I feel that your youth and your particular social/sexual position, at this point 

in time, still enables you to see sex as romantic and bound to love. This is all very well and 

good, but can lead to problems later in life - problems that ultimately over complicate travel 

arrangements, dinner dates, weekend parties, and other invaluable retirement activities. 

Quite recendy I developed a theory of sexual socialism you might not be interested 

in. It has led me to believe that people who are not attracted to certain people should be 

obliged — a form of conscription so to speak - from time to time, to become intimate with 

them. It would build character and I would certainly try to pull strings in high places to be 

put on the top of your list, you selfish hide fellow you. 

I almost forgot. The stills from the porn shoot look fabulous. It seems like only 

yesterday you were experimenting with your cross-dressed fantasies. To think, it has been 

over two years! Your penis is a small monument to mankind. (Pornphotos appear on 

screen) It fills the entire mid-foreground of the magazine cover and is not at all 

overwhelmed by that magnificent Bette Davis wig you were so intent upon wearing. I think 

you have a future in soft porn. Hard even, if you fancy. Having disavowed all that seemed to 

titillate you once, I suspect that you "would not approve of my sodai life here. My only close friends are 

a pair of whores, one male and the otherfemale, named Buddy and Blondie, and they run interference for me 

on my round of the bars. Poor Buddy is the female of the pair, if such a distinction is at all admissible, and 

she has outlived her marketable charm and is now working as a waitress at a place called the Goodie Shop 

with a tyrannical old bitch of a woman making her scrub and pinch-hitfor the plumber and all such odious 
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things, in spite of which Buddy maintains a marvelous good humor. Blondie looks like one of those white 

rats that carry something like the Bubonic plague, but has an equally sunny disposition and I find them the 

only tolerable antidote to [this] overwhelmingly prosaic life"(408). 

(pause — stops for a moment to consider what he has just written) 

"The court-yards are full ofpalms, vines and flowering poinsetta, many with fountains and wells, 

and all with grill-work, balconies, and little winding stairs. It is heaven for painters and you see them 

working everywhere (141) . . . I visited Audubon Park which is lovelier than J could describe, blooming like 

summer. . . live-oaks garlanded with Spanish Moss — beautifully laid-out. " (140) (repeated from an 

earher letter) 

Wouldn't it be wonderful if things were really as I describe them. " (repeated from an earh'er 

letter) You see, my "danger is psychological. Without intervention, [I] would drift into that complete split 

with realty which is schisophrenic. The fear of the world, the fight to face it and not run away, is the realest 

thing in all experience to me, and when I use it in my work, I am always surprised that it does not 

communicate clearly to others. Perhaps that is the trouble with writing one's self too much. The great 

psychological trauma of my life [has been] my [own] tragedy"(401 AO 2). 

I could never seem to escape into a morbid fascination with the tragedy of another 

soul. It has all left me, finally, after so many years of keeping up appearances, with a 

"precarious balance of nerves that I [now] have to live with . . . There is no reason why a thing so tragically 

common in human experience as [a] simple fear of reality cannot be feelingly communicated in drama and 

used as the all-powerful motivation that it is in all too many live " (402). 

When all is said and done, I would rather have a frontal lobotomy than a botde in 

front of me. But that has been outiawed and the bottle is all I am left with. 

You see, I am trying to win an argument with myself. An argument I don't want to 
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win. I know that I can never have you - in the bibhcal-umbiHcal-Hbidinal sense - but I 

am determined to describe and delight in all the ways in which I can - and have - had you. 

By indulging this nostalgic pose- unfairly reserved for the lonely old men we are too often 

thought to be - I may make some of those fantasies admissible to polite society. They may 

begin to appear more frequendy on some symbohc horizon, where pubhc play is not 

reserved for a privileged set. The tables will have turned. Society will have come around to 

my way of thinking but somewhere in my heart I will be longing for a miracle, (paraphrased 

from one of Alma's speeches from 'Summer and Smoke) 

But enough about. . . (pause - stops before saying "me" — does not say it) 

Thank you for helping me to bury the past, so to speak. And finally, sweet bird of youth, 

thank you for being my (pause) imaginary friend. I had one once, when I was a child. I had 

forgotten her. Mother had to remind me later in Hfe. Apparendy I caUed her Mrs. Sippy. 

And on that geographic note — So long! 

Your adoring Pal, 

Daniel 

As Hghts go down a tape of Blossom Dearie singing "When The World Was 

Young" begins to play. 

LAST FILM (montage effect) 

The final Him, accompanied by the following lyric (below) should represent 

the party on the pontoon boat that has been described in the letters. The tone should 

be comic, but it should also possess a poignant, near tragic quah'ty. 
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'When The World Was Young' 

(Time: 3 minutes) 

It isn't by chance I happen to be 

A Boulevardeer, the toast of Paree 

For over the noise the talk and the smoke 

I'm good for a laugh or a drink or a joke 

I walk into a room, a party or ball 

"Come sit over here" somebody will call 

"A drink for monsieur, a drink for us all" 

But how many times I stop and recall 

All the apple trees, blossoms in the breeze, 

That we walked among, lying in the hay 

Games we used to play, while the rounds were sung, only yesterday 

When the world was young 

Wherever I go they mention my name 

And that in itself is some sort of fame 

"Come by for a drink, we're having a game" 

Wherever I go I'm glad that I came, the talk is quite gay, the company's fun, there's 

laughter and lights and glamour and wine, and beautiful men, and some of them 

mine 

But often my eyes see a different shine 

All the apple trees, sunlit memories, here the hammock swung, on our backs we'd he 



Looking at the sky, til the stars were strung 

Only last July 

When the world was young 

END 
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A PARTICULAR CLASS OF CROSS-DRESSER 

Billy, a middle-aged cross-dresser, possibly older, comes on stage wearing a 

home made dress that the text from the monologue he is about to perform is hand 

written on. The text is printed in black and the dress is off-white. The set (including 

props and costume pieces) is also comprised of variations on black and white. The 

text of each monologue has been partially hand written onto vertically placed 

rectangles of fabric similar to the fabric used to make Billy's opening dress. Each 

character reads "his" text from these pieces of fabric that have been fastened to a 

mannequin identifìed in some way (written on the mannequin) by the name of the 

various characters that Billy takes on. The actor is familiar enough with the text that 

he does not have to rely on the written text at all times. It is used as a counterpoint to 

any sense of naturalism and/or impersonation that could surface during the 

performance. This is not an impersonation. Rather, it is an impression of various 

experiences found within the world of cross-dressing. 

Billy 

I not only made this dress. I also wrote it. 

Accompanied by a piano Billy begins to sing the following song, written by Mark 

Walowich, entitled "Bruce. " 

Bruce, wherever you go, whatever you do Bruce 

I'm thinking of you Bruce, and worrying so 
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You 're surely not wearing that tacky green gown 

and burn up those Joan Crawford pumps 

that you h'mped into town upon, with Yvonne 

Bruce, I'm not one to mock a civiHzed frock, Bruce 

you 're wedded to schlock Bruce 

To sequins and sleaze 

That pink lamé jumpsuit with wimple is simply an also ran 

Oh don't be a drag Bruce, you look hke a hag Bruce 

When aping a woman dress like a man 

Bruce, you 've got to reduce, spruce up that caboose Bruce, you 're lacking allure 

Get rid of those éclairs and chocolate chip pies 

And banish those Gloria Vanderbilt jeans 

they seem to be undersized, thunder thighs 

Bruce, you 've read too much Proust 

you've gotten confused Bruce, we are not amused Bruce 

Your wardrobe is gauche 

Don't emulate Nancy orJackie, you 're acting just as I feared 

Oh give me a break Bruce, my heart has an ache Bruce 

for haute couture's sake Bruce, shave off your beard 

Bruce you are such a goose, don't ever wear puce Bruce 

I asked Claire Booth Luce Bruce 

She had to agree 

Last night at the Met you looked like a troll 
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And who were those mean looking awful old queens 

resembling some bus and truck, Cage aux Folles 

Bruce, you wear too much rouge, I don'th'ke yourhps tick 

to be really hip suck to something pastel 

I don't mind that handbag, those earrings, that beauty mark on your knee 

You 're making me blue Bruce, I'm pleading with you Bruce 

don't call yourself Sue, Bruce, stick to Marie 

That was Bruce, recorded by our beloved Blossom Dearie, and written by Mark Walowich. 

Now, I would like to introduce you to a particular class of men 

They all come from different walks of life 

they are bricklayers, soothsayers, carpenters, cosmetologists 

dentists, dancers, acrobats, armed guards 

husbands, fathers, teens, pre-teens 

grandpa, brother, uncle, orphan 

church-goer, canoer, captain, corporal, cadet 

Madonna groupies, Lucille Ball gown lovers, football fans and hockey addicts 

when we dress up for Hockey Night in Canada 

we have more chest protection than an N H L goalie 

and we, they, them, us 

are all united by one thing 

our desire to dress in clothing 

that has been designated 



since biblical times 

and appropriated by much of western culture as 

the proper way for a woman to dress 

I count myself among this particular group of men 

united by this single desire 

but we are all very different 

in many ways 

get us aU under the same roof 

at a trans-gendered pot luck 

or get us all to agree on a color 

for the theme of the next transie bah 

or get our separate opinions on sex, religion, politics, or our mothers 

and you will have a mismatched set of extremely conflicting dishes 

in fact, you may find yourself 

in the middle 

of a very unevenly dressed riot 

(pause) 

we are an exotic smorgasbord 

laid out on the same banquet table 

so many flavors, so Htde time 

I am the oldest of the brunch 

I like to think of myself as the oldest cross-dresser ahve 

when Lot's wife was fleeing from Gomorrah 
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she turned around 

and she saw me 

and she turned into a pillar of salt 

Lot's Poor Wife 

I often find myself saying 

"To hell with Deuteronomy 

that full length gown looks swell on me" 

and I may be deluded 

that gown may look like hell on me 

but that is beside the point 

(Goes over to Gina's mannequin to introduce him) 

So, can we start? 

Gina, 27 years old 

beautiful boy, pretty girl 

she has a story to tell you, not so different from my story 

but not the same 

not at all 

(Billy goes behind the mannequin designated as Gina 's mannequin and changes his 

costume sUghdy and then re-appears on the other side of the mannequin as Gina - as 

he changes we hear the following Une sung: "I'm Too Sexy for My Pants") 

Gina 
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I saw this play called "A Particular Class of Women" 

eight women, all strippers, so cool 

one woman wrote it, played all the parts 

I heard she was a stripper 

years ago 

before table dancing fucked everything up 

like I know it's not the same 

but table dancing sure didn't fuck things up for me 

I dance at gay clubs - face, lap, booth, table dance - the whole sixty nine yards 

its way different for women 

sometimes I make like a thousand a week 

ya gotta pay for a license now 

and there's no wages 

just 'tips' 

I'm femmy, (pronounces word by syllables) fem-i-nin 

but not too femmy, yet 

so guys get into me, totally 

I kind of cross over for them 

they like that I'm kind of male and female 

and my cock is the size of Lake Superior 

and they love that 

(pause) 

So yeah, this ex-stripper 
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playing eight different strippers 

she made me feel like what I do 

what I'm saving up for 

is worth the trouble 

seeing them up there 

looking so beautiful 

long tits, short tits, round tits, oblong tits 

tits tits tits tits tits 

I love that word 

I use to go to the Dairy Queen when I was a boy and ask for a brassiere burger 

I would pronounce it wrong, Brazier Burger 

because it gave me such a thrill to say brassiere in public 

once, when I was about twelve, I was a litde high 

on my friend Laurie's marijuana cigarettes 

and I walked up to the Dairy Queen outdoor service window 

And I said, "I would like a double patty with cheese, tit burger" 

and then I stuttered and said " a bra burger, a brazier burger, please, double, double with 

cheese" 

The owner looked at me like I was nuts 

then he started to laugh 

Luckily there was this girl behind me with big hooters 

and he thought my litde testosterone ridden shorts 

were making me say sexy things 
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little did he know 

any hooters I might have been admiring in those days 

were the ones I wanted for Christmas or my Birthday 

"all I want for Christmas is my two front tits" 

But that actress, playing eight strippers 

seeing them up there, on stage 

so full of themselves 

so confident 

with her breasts, her vagina 

hot and sexy 

I bet she never once had to go to a fast food place and say brassiere out loud 

to feed her fantasy 

she always knew she would have her own one day 

God would grow them for her 

But me, well, I have to grow my own, home grown, so to speak 

without divine intervention 

although they will be divine, trust me 

(pause) 

In the introduction to her play about these eight strippers she says 

she quotes Gwendolyn, another ex-stripper who said 

"When I am on stage I am a whole person. 

If all you see is the whole . . . you look like the ass." 

I kind of totally understand that 



Because like I used to dance, strip at jerk off nights 

before the raids 

and I didn't mind 

but the stage did get kind of slippery 

(pause) 

Ya know something 

I want to be like that 

Not just the hole or the cock but the whole 

the whole body, lying on my back, through my teeth 

stripping, learning, loving, standing up, walkin around 

with my own breasts, my own vagina, unreasonable facsimiles 

feeling very very sexy 

very comfortable 

a walking contradiction, pardy truth, partiy fiction 

feeling cosy and comfortable with my body 

the one I'm saving for 

I have one of those t-shirts 

ya know, with the airbrushed breasts and vagina 

and it is soft, soft cottony fabric 

and it feels so perfect and so comfortable 

and I want a body like that 

like a robe, a chenille robe, or a big old t-shirt 



I will throw an old pink robe over my brand new comfy body when I get it 

and I will feel my breasts against the soft cottony chenille 

and down there where my penis used to be 

I'll feel the space where the robe comes together against my vagina 

and like Carol King said 

I'll feel like a natural woman 

like those vagina monologues 

I'll have a nice Htde conversation with just me and my own private vagina 

kind of a vagina soliloquy 

to be or not to be 

because ya know, even though it may not be "natural," so to speak 

I would have to say that this body that I plan to buy 

weU, it makes sense, it comes naturaUy to me, if you know what I mean 

sometimes nature has to be persuaded to come into your Hfe 

and I am sure if mother nature has been watching closely over the years 

she would know that the most natural thing for someone like me 

would be to have the body I want to have 

ya know, the funny thing is 

people think this transvestite, gender, sexual thing 

is about dressing up 

it's not about dressing up 

not for me 
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it's about taking your clothes off 

maybe that's why this stripper really got to me 

What I mean is 

fuck everybody I say 

I already said fuck it 

to the most important people in my life, mom and dad 

also known as the mod squad morality police 

who are just so cool about everything 

were flower children in the sixties, old hippies, late bloomers 

brought me up to be free to be what I want to be 

but when I tell them I want to be more like mom 

they totally freak out 

said I must be nuts 

to cut off my nuts 

"don't tamper with the beautiful temple of flesh 

given to you by the great goddess 

of corporeal splendour" 

well they can rot, what's so splendid about my corporeal dick anyway? 

it has always felt like a funny little piece of flesh 

that I could easily do without 

Don't get me wrong 

it's not like I totally hate my cock 



I'll miss it 

and ya know what they say about missing something 

"my aim was never very good anyway" 

and the new apparatus may not work in quite the same way 

and the whole pudendic region will hurt for awhile, until it heals 

but the big fuckin wound of being alive 

in this stinking dichotomized world will never heal 

so why not do a few renovations while we're stuck here for Christ's sake 

and shit, it's not like the penis God gave us, in his own image 

holds up all that well in the first place 

It's about choice, and if I make a bad choice then I made it 

and don't tell me I can't change my mind once it's done because I can 

because finally sometimes the only thing you can change is your coat 

or your hat or your hair or your mind 

(pause) 

You see, I'm smart, and sort of dumb 

like my parents 

so smart and so dumb they think 

it is stupid to "mutilate" your body 

they gave me this essay 

by Gloria Steinem 

very well-intentioned 

but at the end of the essay 



just after saying "mutilation" twice in the same paragraph 

she makes this totally whacked out comment 

she says "if the shoe doesn't fit, must we change the foot?" 

I laughed so god damn hard I almost threw up 

and all I could think was 

Yes Ms.! we should 

cut off the foot if the shoe doesn't fit, see if I care 

Excuuuuse me! 

I'm sorry, we don't cut it off, the foot, it gets re-assigned so to speak, 

the pound flesh is re-distributed, sliced, diced and re-fashioned into 

a fucking flower of love, okay!!! 

Christ on a crutch. 

Like I'm gonna sit around with a pound of flesh 

bouncing around between my legs 

waiting for the world to change 

so I can feel comfortable with a dick? 

like don't get me wrong 

Gloria made a very good point 

that just got a htde too pointed 

society makes us do things 

we curl our hair, we throw up, we wear foundation garments 

we get needles in the butt, take diet pills 
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hair removal, hair replacement, waxing, steroids 

just to look the way some social rag, some magazine 

tells us to look 

well, society is fucked up 

and like some fabulous fruit once said 

"We are born weird but we get fucked up" 

and I am a part of the hole that is society 

and if I get fucked up 

by society 

then at a certain point 

I gotta take the matter 

into my own hands 

and find a way to cope 

and if someone thinks I'm not real or whole 

then that certain someone, that special guy 

that crazy cockeyed 30 something kidster 

with the sparkle in his eye and the ice cream all over his face 

well, he can suck my non existent cock 

Like Mae West said, one of the greatest feminists of the twentieth century, Mae said 

"why make such a big issue over a littie bit of tissue?" 

Mae was smart, in the best way, the dumb kind of way. Listen to this, 

My purpose here is to understand how what has been . . . banished 
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from the proper domain of "sex". . . might at once be produced as 

a troubling return,. . . an enabling disruption, the occasion fora 

radical re-articulation of the symboh'c horizon in which bodies come 

to matter at all. 

I love this shit, it's Judith Buder, an academic version of Mae West 

I can see it now, 

M G M presents Mae West as "The Enabling Disruption" starring in "The Troubling Return" 

cool 

I even understand some of this academic crap 

basically it says 

(following itaUcized text sung to tune of "Don't Rain on My Parade ") 

don't tell me how to be, it's me and not you, don't tell me how to live 

don't rain on my charade 

It really helped a person like me 

to go through this ivory tower of psycho babble 

I have always been an inquisitive type 

ever since the first day I walked up to that service window at the Dairy Queen 

and asked for a brassiere burger 

hold the fries 

I knew that I was brazen, imaginative, and ready to wear 

a new face into the world of post adolescence 

so I went to school 

and I started asking questions 



that no one had any answers for 
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So lately I have been learning all about myself 

it has helped me to go back to where I was always kind of headed toward 

but the bright lights and the glamour keep calling us back 

to the gutter 

And I don't mean that in the pejorative sense 

the gutter is a fuckin fabulous place 

if ya know how to use it 

you can be headed for the gutter 

you can Uve in the gutter 

you can crave the gutter 

you can be a guttersnipe, whatever the hell that is 

you can be raised in the gutter 

and it doesn't hurt you at all 

you can be proud of your roots 

the roots of the gutter 

where everything starts 

in that primordial heap of mud and guts and gutter 

but the one thing you absolutely cannot do is 

fall into the gutter 

Do you follow my logic? 

Like Holly Woodlawn 



a really great actress 

and transvestite who was on the way to being a transsexual, male-to-female 

but made the choice not to bother slicin it up 

and spent the forty thousand on another kind of good time instead 

her hubby was pissed off but she had a blast 

A real gutter queen 

kept her dick in her back pocket, stuffed her phallic tale of two cities between her leg 

turned that mound of flesh inside out, re-invented, the quality of mercy 

it is so strange 

She made the decision to be a litde bit cunt 'ry', a litde bit cock and balls 

and I admire her bravado, her way of sayin no to the scissors 

hello sailor, I'm comin through 

I am the girl of your dreams 

(pause) 

I, on the other hand 

am ready for the switch, the blade, that separates the men from the lady boys 

the intricate fusion of flesh and capillaries 

by an expert surgeon of my choice -

into a high tech corridor of love 

In her autobiography 

A Low Life in High Heels' 

Holly Woodlawn tells this story about 

being bombed or stoned or somediing 
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and she comes out of a club 

Stadio 54 

and she falls into the gutter 

a real literal gutter 

no metaphors involved 

like off the cement curb 

and someone comes up to her and says 

"whadaya doin Holly?" 

And she says, as she stares at the curb beside the gutter 

she says, "I'm trying to climb over this wall" (laughs) 

(recites melodramatically from Woodlawn's autobiography) 

'Yes, I lived. A.nd I was going to keep on living1. I'll crawl out of any hole to see the light 

. . . It's cra^y to think that once upon a time, a fifteen-year-old boy ran away to New York and lived life 

as a woman. [But] I did it and I was fulfilled" (Low Ufe 304). 

Now there's an example of the right way to Hve in the gutter 

When I think about HoUy, and those eight strippers 

I drink, I love what I'm doing, right here, right now 

But I won't always be doing this 

stripping, making money from my body 

I won't always be able to do this 

for money, so I plan for the future 

a stripper with a heart of gold, her garter on hold 

just waiting for the next paying customer 
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so you see, I really am smart 

and I have already started to get a degree 

and next year I have a scholarship awaiting me 

it is fun and it is challenging and it may not be for everyone 

but like Mario Thomas singin her tits off on the only LP I ever listened to as a kid 

(sings) I am free, to be you, (pause) and me 

and you'll see "me" 

teaching 

impressionable, young, 

adults 

about me 

(Gina walks behind mannequin and re-appears as Billy) 

Billy 

Smart cookie that Gina 

She'll do it 

I don't have to believe it 

don't have to read about my body, learn about my body 

to know what I wanna do with my body 

I've always known 

- suck a litde cock, do a little dance, get down tonight -

I wanna dress up! 

But to each her own eh 

It doesn't have to make sense to me 
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it has to make sense to Gina 

a transvestite stripper with a scholarship 

and teaching people about herself 

I don't think about that too much 

I just use what God gave me 

to make me happy 

to keep me out of trouble 

Not interested in messin around with 

the work of the big plumber in the sky 

I like my waterworks just the way they are 

nope, no scholarship for me 

just the school of hard cocks 

a pair of socks rolled up to greet the day (gestures to chest area) 

some fancy gowns 

a bit of make-up and some high class heels 

like I've always said 

"where there's a wig there's a way" 

and we all have our own way of wigging away 

our own way of doing the same damn thing 

many shapes and sizes 

try one on 

you might like it (tape of "He Walks with me and He Talks with Me"plays as Billy 

goes behind mannequin and makes sh'ght costume change, re-appears on other side 



of mannequin as Emily) 

Emily 

It is not always about sex 

It is about the deepest part of your body 

feeling something so far inside of you 

and the only way to reach it is to change the outside 

She is my foundation 

my wife 

and we are each others 

foundation 

and to make a bad joke 

we wear each others foundation 

garments 

when I walk down the street with her 

I am proud to be dressed in a matching outfit 

not identical of course 

we mix and match 

I will buy something at Walmart 

she will buy something at Zellers 

and we will surprise each other 

because 

it is such good fun 

There are people who like to sexuakze this practice 



of cross-dressing 

and I say more power to them 

but I am a simple girl at heart 

and when I dress up it is for the sheer fun of it 

Yes, I dress up in bed 

I suppose you could say that this is sexualizing the experience 

but you know, I always feel like a man 

and my wife Dorothy, I am a friend of Dorothy's 

tells me that she always feels like a woman 

So these (gestures to clothing) are, in a sense, our toys 

and as they say: "the bigger the boy, the more expensive the toy" 

When we walk down the street together 

smiling and chatting about our latest shopping spree 

and I mg at a piece of lingerie 

in Dorothy's lovely faux alligator oversized handbag 

a satchel of sorts 

because I can scarcely gain control of myself 

like a litde boy or girl on Christmas morning 

so eager to unwrap and to play 

and someone driving along in a pickup truck yells "faggot!" 

it spoils the fun 

and I loosen my grip on the camisole or the tights or the teddy 



and let it fall to the bottom of my wife's expensive purse 

(pause) 

From a distance I am just a large unattractive woman 

and in many urban environments I can pass 

not all of course 

I have difficulty passing on the cul-de-sacs and avenues 

of the suburban plantations littering the countryside 

My daughter allows me to push the stroller 

once in a blue moon 

in a lavender skirt and a simple navy blue sweater with sunglasses and a smart purse 

accompanied by my son-in-law in a fedora and feigning bad postare 

well after sunset 

and my daughter always says 

"Please stay away from the park 

there are always other grandparents in the park!" 

So I do 

because when I do not pass and someone is unkind, as they draw closer 

and see that I am a man under all of these toys 

this is an unhappy moment for me 

when some teenager shouts: "that's not an ugly woman, that's a man!" 

(pause) 

But there is enough joy 

there are enough people who have a sense of humour, coupled with a real dignity 
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and understanding for this particular human condition 

and once, upon a time 

walking with Dorothy near the gay ghetto in Toronto 

a place where one can ordinarily feel comfortable 

even though not all gay men are cross-dressers 

by any means 

there is not a gay bone in my body 

my skeletal structure at best may be called queer 

but only once it has been all dolled up 

and even then I still feel like a man 

but once, upon a time, walking with Dorothy along Wellesley Street toward Church Street 

and a pickup comes screaming by and we hear the obligatory laughter 

and the atonal squeals and hooting 

along Wellesley, near Church 

And suddenly 

there I am in my just below the knee length brown skirt 

my beige cotton long sleeved blouse 

open at the front to expose a deep gold sleeveless top with a modest scoop neck 

I am in a bit of a mood after being told by a clerk at Eaton's that 

"they might have your size at a real cross-dressers shop dear" 

and I am anxious to get to a nice cozy htde queerish bar where a scotch and a daiquiri 

and perhaps even a pitcher of beer and a light snack 

pretzels or perhaps natchos supreme, hold the peppers 
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will brighten my disposition 

and I hear the begmnings of what I think will be these very predictable catcalls 

and what do I find 

to my delight and surprise 

a very nelly voice coming from a pickup 

from the mouth a very butch queen 

in the middle of August in my usual dress 

staring at me on a humid day from the half opened window of his butt buddy's truck 

and he squeals 

at the top of his very fey lungs 

"What! Fall colours, so soon?!" 

I laughed so hard I almost peed 

And if you have ever peed in panty hose 

on a humid day at the height of summer 

well, you will agree 

that I was very lucky to have been spared 

I am so grateful for the sense of humour 

that God has scattered sparingly among his children. 

There are times when it is my only salvation. 

(Tom Jone's song "It's Not Unusual" begins to fade in slowly during last few lines) 

And it is not unusual, even in a life like mine, to find salvation, in the most unexpected 

places. 

(as Billy changes costume tape of Tom Jone's "It's Not Unusual" continues to play) 



Emily's wife Dorothy-

It was a wonderful day 

walking along the street in beautiful summer weather 

I was wearing a longish denim dress Nathan - Emily - had bought me as a surprise 

he has a matching one and we sometimes wear them together on the farm 

Yes, it was wonderful 

We had driven to Toronto and we parked our Town car at the Go station in Pickering 

Nathan does not like to drive right into the city 

and even though it is a bit of a risk for him to wait on the platform 

for the train to take us to Union Station 

it is worth it he says 

to avoid aU the traffic and the difficulty finding a space 

not to mention the impolite and mocking parking attendants 

when Nathan reaches out for a ticket 

in a small white glove or a bare mannish hand 

adorned with long painted false nails and an abundance of costume jewelry 

I hate to generalize but I would have to say that we have found, over the years 

that parking lot attendants are not the most accepting of people 

But this one day we took the train into the city 

because we had heard that Queen Elizabeth 

would be appearing pubhcly 
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on her way into St. James Cathedral 

for a special service in her honour 

as she had traveled all the way to Canada 

with Prince Philip 

for the Queen's Plate horse race 

He is such a handsome man 

And Nathan said to me 

"Wouldn't it be wonderful to get all dressed up 

and ride to Toronto 

to see the Queen" 

Well, St. James Cathedral is at the southern tip of Church Street 

where many of Toronto's great houses of prayer have been built over the years 

and Church Street is also, in it's more Northern extremities 

the home of Toronto's Gay Ghetto 

a place where Nathan and I, although we are certainly not gay 

- queer perhaps -

have come to feel comfortable dining over the years 

(pause) 

We decided to make a weekend of it 

I called for reservations 

but nearly all hotels were solidly booked for that particular weekend 

and the only spot we could reserve 



would be a very expensive hotel on the Lake 

We decided to splurge 

We had to climb atop a picnic table to get a proper look 

there was such a crowd 

The Queen wore one of those matching hat and dress and jacket ensembles 

she is so famous for 

I have heard people make fun of her outfits, to liken them to table cloths 

or worse, some over produced brocade drapery fit for a sofa at The Brick 

but hardly suitable for a Queen 

Shame! 

I always find her outfits charming 

and so does Nathan 

There were a few remarks made about Nathan's — Emily's - outfit 

One very affected young man looked our way and giggled and said 

loud enough for many people to hear 

"Well, hallelujah sister, be Queen at Church!" 

It was not until Nathan explained to me 

that St. James Cathedral is at the intersection of Queen Street and Church Street 

that I fully understood the young man's remark 

he was wearing very tight shorts and looked like a slut 

but I suspect that was his intention 

I suppose his remark was kind of amusing 

and not at all hostile 



and as Nathan would say 

"What can we expect. He meant it lovingly, not the way it was intended." 

The odd remark here and there really doesn't bother him 

unless they get uncommonly ugly 

and we are not in public places a lot 

living in the country the way that we do 

with acreage and privacy and long walks in knee length dresses 

picture hats and sunglasses on summer afternoons 

no one but the birds seem to mind 

and God only knows what they think 

(pause) 

I feel giddy when I am with Nathan and we are both dressed up 

He tells me how much he loves me and that he is a lucky man 

It just never bothered me 

I think that in fact I am the lucky one 

Our weekend in the city 

Seeing the Queen 

then walking up to Eaton's to shop 

a stroll across Wellesley to Church 

and that delightfully unexpected remark about Nathan's choice of colors 

for his outfit that summer day 

I warned him to wear lighter tones 

but he wouldn't listen 



As we approached Church Street 

there were literally thousands of people 

one looking more outrageous than the next 

packed like sardines onto the street 

closed to motor vehicles 

We asked some people what on earth all of this was 

and they looked surprised and told us that it was gay and lesbian pride day 

and that three quarters of a million people came every year to celebrate 

on the same day as the Queen's visit! 

Well, Nathan said later, while we were eating Natchos and Pretzels 

and drinking up a storm at a htde bistro named Slack Alice 

there was certainly more than one Queen on Church Street that day 

We both laughed 

and I suppose you could say that in a sense 

Nathan and I fit right in 

- queer sardines packed in the same ketde of fish -

(pause) 

I have always wondered, since that day 

whether Queen Elizabeth knew what was going on just up the street 

as she walked into the Cathedral 

if she noticed Nathan on top of that picnic table 

waving Eke a Htde boy at a parade 

and thought 
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(British accent) "Oh my, how odd." 

Or did she take it in her stride 

And it is kind of eerie to think back on that lovely weekend 

seeing the Queen 

and all of those other Queens because you see, it was only a few short months later 

after a lovely walk in fields, a late summer breeze barely able to float through the stiffened 

locks of Nathan's synthetic wig 

I tell him to buy human hair wigs 

but he refuses to spend the extra money 

and he is as bald as a baseball bat 

so there is no growing his own out 

like some lucky cross-dressers are able to do 

We came into the house around 11:30 

and we put on the news 

ready to slip into our matching floor length pink hooded Ralph Lauren robes 

and the first tiling we saw was Princess Diana's face 

and a very serious commentary saying 

that she was not expected to survive a dreadful car accident 

in a tunnel in Paris 

Nathan wept openly and remarked: 

"Sometimes there is no light at the end of the tunnel" 

I giggled under my breath 
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Nathan is a closet monarchist 

I do not mean to be superficial, it was a terrible tragedy 

but she had the most beautiful dresses 

When Prince William came up with the idea 

to auction her gowns off for charity 

I was always a little sad that I certainly could not afford 

to fly to across the sea and bid on one 

and make a gift of it to my husband 

That would have been the thrill of a kfetime 

(pause) 

My husband 

When we make love he is two different people 

at the same time 

the kindest man 1 have ever known, always 

and there is a commingling of masculinity and femininity in both of us 

the only difference being 

I don't have to change my clothes 

That was the first thing I knew had attracted me 

he loved my dresses 

and I loved his touch 

No, it is not always about sex 

but he drew me in and had me head over heels in love with him 

we have to be careful of course 



we live in a small community 

and Emily/Nathan does the kind of work - God's work -

that does not always 

look upon this sort of thing with the most accepting eye 

but we have come to respect difference 

in ourselves and the people we love 

Is that wrong? 

Yes, some people believe strongly that it is 

that it is hypocritical 

selfish, self-indulgent, and a transparent ploy that protects our interests 

without ever having to be totally honest about them 

Well I just say to those people that I wonder what world they live in 

I would just like to visit it 

and perhaps stay there for a very long time 

It sounds wonderful 

where honesty is not dangerous 

and we can hve as we choose 

with no sense of a kind of modesty that may save our hves 

and contribute to the hves of others like us 

(pause) 

People know 

young people know 

the young people Emily sees in his hfe 
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when he is Nathan 

he works with them 

and encourages them to be themselves 

not to follow any model 

but to find their own 

You know, with Nathan, it is like the song 

I am torn between two lovers 

and for me 

That is the thrill of a hfetime. 

(Emily moves behind her mannequin and re-appears as Billy) 

Billy 

Nice couple eh? 

Who would ever think 

well, just goes to show 

can't judge a book 

unless you've read it 

(Goes to Misty's mannequin to introduce her) 

You'll like Misty 

she's had it rough 

small town transies 

I never knew, still don't know 

why they stay 

somediing in their blood maybe 
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they come to a bigger place and it just doesn't work 

hell, a lot of us come from small towns but end up in a big city 

not the Mistys though 

they stick a round 

and they carve out a place for themselves 

(While tape of Johnny Mathis singing "Misty" plays, Billy goes behind mannequin 

designated Misty and changes costume shghtly and re-appears on the other side of 

the mannequin) 

Misty 

I am 45 years old and I am not going to tell you my real name 

I am here to tell you that a large percentage of the cross-dressed population is straight 

Sometimes married, but not me 

I am a bachelor 

'ette' 

Do you like my nails? 

They're fake 

My buddies don't bother me too much, these are pretty short 

I let them grow when I'm on holiday, and in the meantime, in between time 

I just calm suspicious minds by sayin I have an over active calcium deposit 

and my nails grow like wildfire 

people will believe anything if you say it seriously enough 

I saw that Tom Hanks movie "You've Got Mail" 



I was honestly moved by all the cheesy Hollywood glamour 

email, the whole world, the whole film is about email 

and love 

no time for love, lots of time for email, I love it 

Sure, I still like to get a Valentine regular post - snail mail - once in a blue moon 

there's nothin like the envelope and the Htde card and the sentiment and aU 

from a few close friends who reaUy know what a guy like me 

likes to do 

but email, it's like the speed of Hght 

after too many years fhinkin I was the only guy who liked to dress like a girl 

sending for magazine subscriptions 

getting to the big city every now and then 

loading up on supphes — videos, mascara, the latest in foundation garments — 

and then suddenly 

I can be a cross-dresser in cyberspace 

make friends 

chat, without even leavin my home 

email changed the face of the earth for someone like me 

a loner who is not lonely 

just a guy who enjoys being a girl 

like the song (sings) 

I'm a girl and by me it's only great 

I am proud that my silhouette is curvy 
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that I walk with a sweet and girlish gait 

with my hips kind of swivelly and swervy 

Yeah that's me, a regular guy who likes being a girl 

who might want to chat, or meet other like-minded people the odd time for an odd time 

So yeah, 'You've Got Mail" 

I changed the name to You've Got Nails 

and I imagined myself Meg Ryan part of the time 

and Tom Hanks part of the time 

even though I was much more interested in 

Greg Kinnear and Parker Posey 

and the scene when Tom Hanks finds out who Meg Ryan reaUy is 

well, in my version, it is a much bigger surprise, trust me 

but it's a Hollywood movie for the love of cock 

speaking "metaphallically" 

and the surprises have to be fairly pedestrian 

and you never really get what you want from Hollywood anyhow 

when you Hve in a smaU apartment in downtown Sudbury 

If you've never heard of Sudbury 

Northern Ontario, Butt-fuck, Ca-na-da 

you're not missing anything 

to paraphrase Mae West 

"come on up and see me sometime 
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when I've got nothin on but two thousand dollars worth of body augmentation and a 

few hundred bucks in foundation garments and all you're wearin' is a smile" 

Sudbury, Ontario, Can - a - da 

at the north tip of one of those big knuckle size lakes 

dripping into the United States of America 

out of the confederation of parenthetic provinces 

of my beautiful homeland 

Ca-na-da 

Sud-bury Ca-na-da 

is my home 

and home is where the tart is 

Did you know they sent astronauts to Sudbury to train 

before they went to the moon 

because the rugged terrain in parts of Sudbury resembles the moon 

I'd rather go to Uranus 

But ya know 

I think they sent men to the moon first 

to prepare them for life on 

Sudbury 

My email is <bignickelqueer> 

I love the big nickel 

I think of it as my own private oracle overlooking the place of my birth 

For a long time I thought I was unhappy, unfulfilled 



because I lived in a small place 

but the small place Hves in me 

I go to Toronto, sometimes New York 

a couple of times a year 

and for a long time 

I thought I wanted to always be in the middle of that 

the husde and busde of a great big city 

but I was wrong 

because I tried 

to Hve right in the middle of it 

and it just about killed me 

It was finaUy the thing about me being the big fish 

In Sudbury 

nobody knows it 

but in my own mind, a legend 

the only cross-dresser, ahve, in Sudbury 

and the biggest and the best 

and I do not want competition 

because it breeds contempt 

in me 

so I am just this queer lonely fish 

self sufficient 

straight as the arrow that never misses its mark 



They have a group here, for the transgendered 

and I go sometimes 

groups kind of make me blend into the crowd 

and I like the wide open spaces 

that's what I say 

(sings to tune of "Don't Fence Me In") 

"give me land lots of land under starry skies above 

don't fence me in" 

this is big for me 

it's bigger than God 

and I stopped believing in God 

once I realized that he gave me a dick 

but he forgot to give me tits and a box to go with it 

This thing, for me 

way bigger than God 

way bigger than all the things I used to believe in 

like Santa 

the Easter Bunny 

the tooth fairy 

Elvis 

love 

Chapters 

Free Trade 



Being a cross-dresser is as big as the only thing I really beheve in 

the only thing close to the way I feel 

about my right to dress up 

and the only thing bigger than me and my size in this huge Htde world i 

Nature 

I beheve in Nature 

and some people think Nature is God 

but I think, if there was a God 

then Nature is God's mistress 

and God is obsessed with his mistress 

and we all know how mankind treats his mistress 

Nature 

If art imitates nature 

then nature, the way I see it 

is the original drag Queen 

just watch the trees in the fall 

or the field in winter 

covering themselves up in color 

and vast white blankets of snow 

ice dripping off the edges of a split rail fence 

like a drop earring in a ball room 

on the most elegant night of your hfe 

Nature 



the only thing Sudbury has way too much of 

it's everywhere 

built in a crater on the edge of a lake 

nature's wonders, everywhere 

but in Toronto or New York City 

nature plays hard to get 

like the Muskokas, or the Finger fuck me Lakes 

home sweet home 

Sudbury, where only recendy I had the nerve 

to walk the dog totally cross-dressed 

me, not the dog 

although I do have a little sweater for him 

angora 

It was 2am 

and I only circled the parking lot of my apartment building once 

it gave me such a rush I went right back to my place and jerked o 

I was so excited the balloons burst 

warm water all over the bed 

I use white balloons and fill them with warm water 

it works great 

feels terrific 

during sex 

and this particular night I was a litde rough on myself 
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water everywhere 

but it was worth it 

actually being totally cross-dressed 

in a pubic place, an urban parking lot 

walking my cock sucker spaniel Bette 

poor dog 

has an identity crisis 

I call him Bette when we're alone 

but friends know him as Bob 

1 mean, "Bette" blows anybody's cover 

even when they pass as straight 

but I'm bi, with an emphasis on the straight part of the bi 

cuz bi's are just straight people who 

just can't get enough of a good thing 

don't want to be left out 

don't know when to leave the party 

I like to do it with guys, bi guys 

straight guys get a litde ornery when you try to seduce them 

but hell, sometimes a challenge is a good thing 

and as someone once said 

"The only difference between a straight man and a gay man is a botde of bourbon." 

And I don't care as long as they're dressed up 

guys, gals 



when they're dressed up, they're my cup of tea 

I mean, everybody's dressed up, for the love of God 

dress suit, party dress, dress pants 

it's all drag 

sometimes the fat guys don't need the balloons 

and the skinny girls, with Htde boobs, do need baUoons 

I reaUy get off on the baUoons 

saves money, a cheap sex toy 

we strap them on, both of us, one of us, whatever, and if they break, 

HeU, the warm water feels fine and sometimes 

I put a Htde scented massage oil into the water 

and that works just dandy if the baUoon bursts 

I should patent it, "Warm scented breasts 

non waterproof for your satisfaction 

guaranteed!" 

reaUy good prostheses, tits, cost four hundred bucks 

and I don't want real ones, or real fake ones 

can't take them to work 

I barely get away with the nails 

can't expect the other guys 

to drink beer 

with their best bud with tits 

maybe when I retire I'll take hormones 



if its not too late 

it's never too late 

(pause) 

When I was a teenager 

always a bit of a loner, but never lonely, with my love of nature 

I never really walk alone 

I'd stroll on up to the big nickel late at night 

with a flashlight in one hand and a gym bag in the other 

and I'd stand there 

lookin out at Sudbury and up at the moon 

tryin to tell the difference between the two 

and I'd slip a wig out of my gym bag, pull it on 

(arranges costume as he describes clothing) 

pull the front of my t-shirt around the back of my neck 

so I felt naked bra-less in a makeshift frondess evening coat 

with the warm wind in my adolescent chest hair 

and I'd flash that kght on me 

and round the big nickel 

and I was the biggest, most famous, legendary, unknown queer 

in my own mind 

the only transsexual alive 

beside the biggest damn nickel 

in the whole mother loving universe 



and I still do it 

I pack up all my gear 

tent, Coleman stove, ice packs, 

food, sleeping bag, mascara 

cover stick, nylons, high heels, 

balloons, dresses, mosdy lingerie 

botded water, for the balloons, 1 warm it up on the camp stove 

why do ya think they call it camp, eh!? 

(during next few lines Misty takes water filled balloons 

from concealed spot on set and places them in his bra) 

and I head for the woods 

and I get a Htde high 

and I dig a Htde hole 

and I He in the cool earth 

and I run through the forest 

and the baUoons cascade in the breeze 

and I am surrounded 

and no one's there 

and if a bear eats me I hope he strangles on my high heel 

and I have never been caught 

not once 

in Sudbury Ontario Canada 

a place to stand, a place to grow 
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Ontari arry arry Oh 

and I feel closer to nature 

I can breathe, gasp even 

and when I feel that rush 

I know that there is always risk in the air 

and it makes me feel very small, and huge 

and not very close to God, and very close to God 

I am God's mistress 

(Misty walks behind mannequin and re-appears as Billy) 

Billy 

I always get a Htde weepy when they bring god into the picture 

don't reaUy beheve in that sort of thing 

but I like the music 

(sings) 

He walks with me and he talks with me at times he even 

(pause, as if leaving words out, and then mimes lewd gesture suggesting that he and 

God do lascivious things together) 

with me 

I don't mean to be disrespectful 

There are cross-dressers, alive, on God's green earth 

who prefer to Hve closer to nature, in less metropoHtan surroundings 

God love them aU 



The life of the rural drag queen, it's not for me 
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but as they say in the song, all things bright and beautiful 

all creatures great and small. 

Here's a litde song I made up for all you country drag queens out there. 

(sings) 

Mourning In Provence 

[after Cezanne] 

We rare and rural drag queens 

lead a lonely luckless life 

we long for ostrich feathers 

but know only chickens, cows, and strife 

Halls where we may strut our stuff 

are few andfar between 

Barnyards? Pastures? Valleys!? 

Hardly room to preen 

Frequent respites into town may assuage our needs 

but the risk is ever present 

that some bitch may shout 

'Hayseeds!!!" 

Difficult to manage, in this world, respect 

one hardly needs 

on top of that 



stilettos weary from neglect 

Oh it really isn't decent, it really isn'tfair 

that God's finest creatures should have to wash their hair 

in rain barrels alongside tractors not far from pigs and steers 

when metaphors to these are found in many urban queers 

Heing nasty's not a good thing 

but with proper timing it's not so bad 

but what's the use of bitching to some forthright country lad 

he'll only call you vulgar then bugger you right there 

No it really isn't decent, it really isn'tfair 

we are ladies of the riverss, hills and forests, dales and streams 

do you hear our raffish tirades 

recognise our muffled screams? 

We must not be taken lightly 

discarded from the pack 

we must one day be included in 

The ¥ armer s Almanac 

(Goes over to Layne's mannequin to introduce him) 

So, Layne, Layne is 17 years old 

old for his time 

romantic like me 

and a dick 

the size 



of 

Manitoba 

(as Billy changes into 'Layne' tape of Dolly Parton singing 'Love Is Like A Butterfly' 

plays — Billy re-appears as Layne) 

Layne 

I'm going to tell you a very sad story 

about me 

it's a love story 

he had thighs the size of an overfed cat 

soft, muscular, a litde bouncy 

great quads 

the first time we made love there were butterflies on the old duvet 

it was thin, worn out 

three of the butterflies were missing 

old appliquéd butterflies 

but they left shadows 

four were torn and dangling 

his feet would catch in them when we fucked 

and we would tear them even more 

the five remaining butterflies 

were intact, perfect 



I carefully unstitched three of them and made myself an outfit 

I use to strip in it 

I backed the cotton pieces 

shaped like butterflies 

with black pvc 

and left a one inch border 

two were for the top, the bra part, one was like a g-string 

so I guess you could say 

the butterfly 

turned into a beautiful 

caterpillar 

I stripped to Dolly Parton songs 

started with "Love is like a butterfly" 

and ended with "I will always love you" 

had the sound guy mix Dolly's recording with Whitney's 

Dolly started and Whitney finished 

it didn't go over very well 

people like the hot top ten stuff 

so I do that too 

(pause) 

It made me so damn sad 

thinking of him and the duvet 

I'd cry by the end 



some older guys said it was very sweet 

but mosdy it turned people off 

tears don't always work on-stage 

one night a real queen 

caught my act 

I was really depressed 

and my dick wouldn't pop up 

and this queen kept yelling from the audience 

"hey, chicken, you should be singing inch worm" 

That doesn't always happen you know 

I can have sex when I'm sad and get a boner 

a woody, an erection 

I can 

I can be so damn sad and even cry in bed with someone 

and so long as they're driving their head into my shoulder 

just pounding away 

what they don't know won't hurt them, right 

I just wipe my eyes 

it smears the make-up 

one of us, if not both 

is probably sweating 

so, hey, who knew 



Sadness can be an aphrodisiac 

like the old song 

(sings) "come to me my melancholy baby" 

I jerk off, masturbate 

more when I'm sad 

it relieves tension 

for a very short period of time 

Yeah, thighs the size of an overfed cat 

and a dick like a tiger's 

Do tigers have small dicks? 

He used to laugh and say that to me 

(masculine voice) - "Do tigers have small dicks?" 

when we'd start our shift 

I was the transie stripper 

he was the muscle queen 

we did some shows together 

They were so hot 

I was fifteen then 

lied about my age 

I wasn't wearing the butterflies then 

that would have freaked him out 

saved that for later 



he really loved me 

but not like I loved him 

he was straight 

he always said 

"you're a fuckin poet" 

and he'd pick me up 

I'm 15 then, he's 29 

he'd pick me up 

and laugh 

call me a poet 

say he had thighs the size of an overfed cat 

and he'd twirl me around 

he was so big 

muscular, and kind of soft, and always very joUy 

like a pin-up Santa Claus 

and when we made love 

he always tucked my penis between my legs 

I would be in costarne 

sometimes he'd fuck me 

but not very often 

He was straight 

so I really shouldn't say that we had sex 

even though we did 



because it was like all the happy ending 

between the legs married kind of sex 

I've read about or seen 

so I think he really was heterosexual 

when we did it 

The last time 

on the duvet 

the butterflies were purring 

his toes were all tangled up in some of the torn wings 

I was a htde high 

the faded pale green of that old comforter 

just swirled with light and color and the haze of my Htde 

and my god, he made love to me 

fuck, it was Christmas 

fuckin Xmas eve 

we had just done a special show together 

some old singer singing 

(sings) "I saw mommy kissing Santa Claus" 

and I'm wearing like this kid's Santa shaped shpper 

got it at "The Gap for Kids" 

like Santa's head on your feet right 

I got it at the Eaton's Centre 



and I got this idea to cut out the nose and stick my dick through it 

yeah, a Santa g-string 

like even though I was a transie stripper 

they got me to show my dick a lot 

they like that 

but he didn't 

he played an elf 

a big elf, like a tiger elf 

like the cougar elf from hell 

and he carried me all over the stage 

it was like a really horny badly choreographed pas de deux right 

like the afternoon of the finger fuckin faun 

people laughed so hard they almost threw up 

but he hated it 

"we're not a bunch a fuckin pansies out here, we're trained professionals" 

thought it was degrading 

and he knew then 

but hadn't told me 

that would be our last show 

he was going away 

and he said he wanted to spend Christmas eve with me 

like at the last minute 

I had a private party gig all lined up 



but I canceled 

and after he made love to me 

fuck 

he said that he made me cancel and be with him because he was leaving 

and he didn't want his last memory of me to be 

with that 

"fuckin Santa slipper stuck over my dick degrading the spirit of Christmas" 

he was even more romantic than me 

and that's pretty bad 

I get so romantic sometimes I cry 

like in the middle of the day 

(pause) 

I think he's in Florida now 

a parasailing instructor or something 

I heard one of the other dancers say that 

but I had to pretend I didn't notice 

can't be emotional on the job 

and he probably has kids 

and they probably wear Santa slippers around the house 

not on their dicks 

on Christmas morning 

I fuckin hope so 

It will remind him of me 
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because I remember every single part of my time with him 

the faded butterflies, thighs the size of an overfed cat 

the way he didn't mind that I cried 

when he made love to me 

he cried too 

it just wasn't right for him 

I understand that 

completely 

as completely as I loved him 

but he was right 

I'm a poet 

a fucked up one 

with my pen in too many places 

at the same rime 

but I hope he remembers it all 

the slipper on my dick 

his toes tearing away at those patchwork butterflies 

people in the audience loving me and hating me 

(gruff masculine tone) 

"Fuckin gay transvestite strippers, gives the rest of us a bad name, what the fuck's she doin 

up there, strippin like a girl, in a dress, she's a guy, I want muscle, cock and balls, no femmy 

shit" 

But some guys love it 
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So I get work 

But not a lot 

(pause) 

I will always remember every detail 

his cock 

his balls 

his vast incredible chest 

the way he danced like a bull 

the way he smiled when he came 

it hurts, and its sad, but it feels good too 

to know I had that 

I won't forget 

and it seems only fair that he should have to remember too 

(Whitney Houston singing "I Will Always Love You" as Layne disappears and Billy 

walks around two fully dressed mannequins labeled 'one' and 'two' - one of the 

mannequins is a male torso and the other is a female - through the use of shdes and 

audio the following segments 'one' and 'two' represent non-traditional images of 

men and women - Billy leaves the stage at this point to make a costume change ) 

- ( one' -

I am a woman 

people say I look and talk like a man 

and that I am a big boned girl, but that doesn't make me a man 



or a lesbian or trans-gendered or anything other than a woman 

I feel like a woman, not a woman trapped in a man's body 

or a man trapped in a woman's body 

I was raised by a woman to be a woman and that is what I am. 

- 'two' -

I'm a man 

everything she just said 

change the gendered words and that's me 

I know I look like a girl but I do not feel like one 

I'm just like her 

but I'm a man. 

(slides end and Billy re-appears in under-dressed latex body suit, and drag, that 

makes him look much heavier) 

We're not all happy you know 

A singing dancing bunch of drama queens 

I am a particular old style drag kind of cross-dresser 

I have trapped myself in a scene from the Lana Turner film "Imitation of Ufe" 

and I hope it's a life sentence 

I don't want out! 

I want to live! But the rest of them, the Mistys, the Gina's 

ya gotta let them be just who they want to be. 

And it ain't easy 

in this crazy world 



177 
Susan, (gestures to Susan's mannequin) 

she has had a very tough time 

a combination of Margaret Gibson and Craig Russell 

Outrageous! 

we have a lot in common 

Susan and I 

only I'm a litde more cheerful I suppose 

The world is just too cruel for Susan 

so she makes her own 

kind of happiness 

(Billy walks behind mannequin) 

Susan 

(as Billy makes transition into Susan a tape of Mama Cass singing "Make Your Own 

kind of Music" plays - when Susan begins to speak she plays with fashion dolls, 

dressing and undressing them over and over again as shs speaks very softly — as 

"she" speaks she often refers to the fashion dolls and the bottles of pills that 

surround her — when she says the word "doll's in the opening section of her 

monologue she gestures to the pill botúes - in the Jacqueline Susann novel The  

Valley of the Dolls, "dolls" mean both beautiful women and the pills they take) 

I have read every Jacqueline Susann novel ever written 

except for the ones about her dog 

I dislike dogs 

and I have come to the conclusion that I was not born 



I was invented 

by Jacqueline Susann 

or some such mid twentieth-century 

pulp novelist, connoisseur of purple prose 

Judith Krantz, Jackie Collins, Carol Shields 

Like the preface to Ms. Susann's most famous novel 

I have had to climb to the top of Mount Everest 

to reach the Valley of the Dolls! 

(recites melodramatically from preface to Valley of the Dolls) 

It's a brutal climb to reach that peak 

[You stand there, waiting for] 

the rush of exhilaration 

you thought you'dfeel— but 

it doesn't come 

. . . The air is so thin you can scarcely breathe 

. . . All you saw was the top of that mountain — 

there was no one to tell you 

about the Valley of the Dolls. 

Yes, I want to Hve! 4 9 

as a woman 

and I want to have a husband 

no children 

just doUs 



they re-invent me 

as the woman 

I want to be 

but that is not what the husband I have wants 

and I love my husband 

I wake up sometimes and thank the Lord 

for the man that I love 

(sings from 'Oliver') 

sis long as he needs me 

[pause] 

I am lost in glamour 

in a sense 

I am Wallis Simpson 

and my man has resisted 

the throne of a great conquering country 

for me 

My husband 

is a gay man 

who came to this country 

from a country far less tolerant of same sex relationships 

ten years ago 

and now he is in a country that is tolerant 

but not accepting 
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and he has worked hard here for everything that he has 

and I have worked hard for everything that I do not have 

breasts, a vagina, a hairless body 

there was a time when, if you felt the strength to go through 

all of their hoops, to hve and to work as a woman 

to go through all that crap, to tolerate the stares and the laughter and the nasty remarks 

if you could prove that you could hve and work as a woman 

then you could become a physical replica of a woman 

all expenses paid 

and that is what I have always wanted to be 

but I did not have the strength 

and what is that kind of strength after all 

but a pile of papers and a Doctor or two or four or six or how many 

doctors do you have to prove yourself to 

to become what you have been aching to become 

ever since you were a child and you held your first doll 

and you saw your first film 

and you knew in your heart and your soul and your misplaced groin 

that this was what you wanted to be 

when you grew up! 

I have always been uncomfortable with my penis 

hanging there, in jockeys or bikini briefs 

bouncing around to the beat of a different drum 
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As a child I would turn it inside out 

and feel the balls descend back into their rightful space 

I would take a piece of duct tape 

and hold them there, in place 

for the space of five or ten minutes 

and prance about my room 

to some female vocalist 

"A Tear Fell" or "Till I Waltz Again With You" 

the removal of the duct tape did cause more than a single tear to fall 

but it was worth the trouble 

I was never the girl I wanted to be 

Friends tell me I can cultivate a glamourous look 

with the body that I have 

that I in fact have cultivated a personal style 

a way of wearing oversized sweaters 

and taming my cap to the side just a litde 

a style that sets my plaid shirts and my baseball caps apart from the rest 

but that is not enough 

the drag that I wear each day to the supermarket 

the therapist, the laundromat, the independent video merchants and the repertory cinemas in 

search 

of a rerun of yet another Lana Turner classic 

the plaid shirts and the worn out baseball caps 
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are my disguise 

they say 

my disguise says 

"I am afraid of you 

your eyes, the way you stare 

look right through me 

and pathologize my body" 

You 

in your Calvin Kleins your Guccis your Gap your whatchmacalht 

and your tedious htde handbag and pair of mismatched shoes 

Yes you, Suzie, Cheryl, Dorothy, Dan, Martin and Jerome! 

You may say, "My, don't you look smart tonight 

What's the occasion?" 

The occasion is my hfe! 

you bland monochromatic assholes 

(pause) 

So I go it alone 

with my dolls 

I found the dolls and they help me climb to the top and fall back down again 

each time I catch a glimpse of what mortality brings me 

the wrinkles 

the pounds 

the extreme lack of 



definition! 

I am Gertrude Stein longing to be Barbie 

a queen sized Alice B. Toklas craving the frame of a super model 

I love my husband 

and he tells me that he has 

worked too hard and risked too much to trade it all 

for a man who had to become a woman 

(masculine voice) "If I wanted a woman I could have stayed heterosexual" 

Is it really that easy for some people? 

to waltz in and out of the closet in whatever outfit takes their eye 

to spend a whole part of one's life being denied something 

and then to finally attain it and say 

"I love you, be the way I need you to be" 

I need to be the way I need to be 

and so long as I need to be the way I need to be 

he needs to need the way I need to be! 

Clearly, we are not a match made in heaven 

he loves what I am already, always 

I love what in my heart I fear that I can never be 

I need a fantasy, a fix 

and I am not certain that it exists for me 

(picks up video ofRuss Meyer tilm, "Beyond The Valley of the Dolls") 

Beyond the valley of the dolls 



I am still climbing 

and when I get there 

I sincerely hope 

that 

the elements will not have left me so battered 

(reads following line from paperback copy of "Valley of the Dolls") 

"deafened, sightless — and too weary" 

to enjoy my victory. 

(Susan disappears behind mannequin and re-appears as Billy) 

Billy 

I hope she makes it (walks over to child size mannequin) 

this one is the hardest one to talk about 

we were all this one once, so to speak 

the infant cross-dresser in us all 

tabula rasa, the young body as a blank slate 

upon which everything is written 

Mary Shelley was my mom 

these curious inventions, intersections 

these disavowed realms of endless possibility 

(moves in self conscious way - as though he were stepping away from himself) 

Christ on a crutch! 

Who am I channeling? 



That didn't sound like me at all 

(to tape of Linda Ronstadt singing "The Beat of A Different Drum" Billy walks 

behind child mannequin - costume change - re-appears as Willy) 

Willy 

My mom kept her dresses in a spare closet in my room 

so it's her fault 

can I tell you a story 

stories never start with a dream 

the story comes first 

if I had a dream when I lived inside my mom 

well I don't remember it 

so dreams never come first 

(to audience) go on, wish they did 

make it, make a wish 

come true 

In my dream 

I'm on my way to school 

I live on a Crescent, Brookdale Crescent 

and I'm seven years old 

and the Crescent is at the bottom of a long, small hill 

not a really steep hill, a dale at the bottom of a hill 
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with a creek, and a brook along the bottom of the hill 

not steep, but long 

and I have to walk up it every day to school 

a four room school house at the top of the hill 

by a park 

Parkhill school 

my mom says she wishes everything was named that clearly 

and the world would be a lot easier 

just brooks and dales and hills and parks 

tra la la la la la la 

I'm walking up the hill by myself 

past all the houses, past the bungalows and the war time houses without any basements 

and the daycare house that looks haunted 

and half way up the hill I find out something 

something I would have known if it wasn't a dream 

but in the dream I don't know til I'm half way there 

and I'd whisde if I could 

but I never could 

I have a lisp 

and it all comes out spit and air 

so I can't seem to whisde 

like in that movie that my mom always let me watch but my dad can't know cuz he'd get 

upset that his Htde boy was watching 
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(gruffmasculine voice here) "a girlie movie with people singing the whole damn 

time!" 

my favorite part 

when the pretty school teacher says to the handsome bald headed King of Siam 

she sings it to him 

she sings 

(to tune of "Whistle A Happy Tune" from "The King and I") 

"whenever I feel afraid, I hold my head erect, and whisde a happy tune, so no one will 

suspect 

(long pause) 

I'm afraid" 

I am afraid 

and I find out, half way up the hill, that I'm not wearing any clothes 

and I start to cry, and I run all the way back down the hill, to the dale, with the brook 

far away from my school by the park 

it's that simple, parks and hills and dales and brooks, and it's really scary 

but then I have another dream, a dream that comes true 

and even though it's not a nightmare 

it's still a scary dream that comes true 

There's a fire at the Bad Boy furniture store a week before Halloween 

and my mom takes me to my Nana's house to look at costumes for my classroom Halloween 

party 
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and they show me the sailor suit, and the Chinaman costume 

but I don't want to wear a sailor suit 

or be a Chinaman, because Douglas Wong, one of my best friends who no one likes except 

me and a few other kids who no one likes 

Douglas Wong comes from China 

and he doesn't wear a costume ever, except on Halloween 

so I don't want to dress up the way he never dresses up 

and pretend I'm from China, I'm not from China 

people in China don't dress like that 

Douglas Wong kisses me sometimes 

and I really like that 

besides, there is only one thing I ever want to dress up like on Halloween 

a girl 

so when I see the pink cape and the black picture hat 

that my mom wore when she was litde 

that's what I want to wear 

So I put it on right in my Nana's attic, even though my Nana tries to stop me 

(feminine Grandma voice) "Now sweetie, those are skating costumes for your girl cousins 

You can be a Pirate or a Sailor or a Chinaman 

Like our dear friend Henry at the Hi-Tops restaurant 

Do what you're told sweetheart 

and we'll take you for an egg roll 

and some of that won ton soup you like so much 



and Henry will give you an extra fortune" 

and then my Poppa yells from downstairs 

(masculine Grandpa voice) "The Bad Boy Store is on fire" 

and we forget all about Halloween and Henry 

because my family loves a fire 

or a car accident, we always get in cars and go and have a look 

so they forget I'm wearing a pink wool cape and a big black picture hat 

and they put me in the car with them, and we go to see the fire 

and it's a beautiful fire, and no one is inside so I don't get scared 

but I never like car accidents 

I try not to get in the car but sometimes they make me 

and I look at the fire with all kinds of other people on the street 

and my mom is holding my hand 

and a man beside me looks at me and smiles, and says 

(masculine voice) "Isn't that a great fire litde girl?" 

and that's my dream, almost 

that comes true, and it makes me afraid 

(Grandma voice) - "You can be a pirate or a sailor or a Chinaman 

but you can't be a litde girl" -

- "But I want to wear a picture hat and a pretty pink cape" -

and it makes me feel good 

(masculine voice) - "Isn't that a great fire litde girl" -

because for the first time in my life 



I'm not the only one who thinks I'm a little girl 

and that could be the end of the dream, but it's not 

the next day is the classroom Halloween party 

and my mom lets me put a litde blue color on my eyes 

and a htde red on my lips 

and I walk up the hill to school 

and yes 

I get halfway up the hill, and like in my other dream, the one when I 

I should have known I wasn't wearing anything 

anything that I could wear 

but I don't realize until I am halfway up the hill 

and when I do I start to cry 

and I run all the way down the hill 

the black ribbons on my picture hat flying in the air 

the pink cape lifted up and around in the breeze from running 

to the dale by the brook, far from the park 

and my mom sees me crying in our front door 

and she says 

"What's the matter sweetheart?" 

she always called me sweetheart, sang to me 

(sings) "Let me call you sweetheart, you belong to me" 

"What's the matter sweetheart?" 

and I can't tell her, I'm six 
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but she knows, and she wipes my tears, and kisses my cheek, and wipes off the colors 

from my Hps and eyes 

and that could be the end of the dream 

but it gets worse 

dreams always do 

My mom takes me up to the Woolworth's store 

and buys me a Httle red devil costume 

and puts me in it and sends me off to school again 

and she says 

"hurry sweetheart, run, you'U miss the party" 

and I get all the way there 

and nobody knows who I am 

just this Htde plastic devil 

and my heart stops beating so fast 

and my face doesn't feel like it is filled with water 

but I'm stül kind of sad 

but not crying anymore 

and the beU rings 

and we aU line up and go into the classroom 

and I see it -

Douglas Wong is a pirate 

Karen Trethewey is a princess 

Anne Parkin is a potato head 



Jeffrey Wallwork is a sailor 

Wayne Dunham, who always calls me a sissy 

and has his desk right beside mine and I saw him pee his pants once 

during the Lord's prayer but I never told no one and he said thanks 

but he never meant it 

Wayne Dunham, with cute freckles and light red hair 

he's a really big boy and I kind of love him and hate him, he's dressed like a lady -

in a white sheet like a dress, with blue on his eyes and red on his hps 

and a really pretty pul box hat, prob'ly his mother's 

white, with a white veil 

and I have on my mask, and I'm trying to sing God Save the Queen with the other kids 

but I can't 

because my face 

filled with water 

has started to overflow and run down my cheeks 

and I'm glad Wayne Dunham can't see it cuz he'd tell everybody 

but it feels really weird on my skin 

crushed between my skin and the plastic of my devil mask 

but I'm trying to sing 

I'm crying 

and it's not even a dream 

(pause) 

I take the long way home after school that day 



cuz I hate that hill 

(Willy disappears and re-appears as Billy) 
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Billy 

Gosh, wasn't that sweet. To be a kid again. I don't even remember what I wore to 

Halloween parties when I was six. Now, hell, I take off my costumes at Halloween, one day 

a year I don't wear a costarne. It's a nice change. 

As for me, I'm the happy spokeswoman for a world of wannabes 

but here is another part of me 

the part of me who not only made this dress 

but wrote it too 

(as tape plays Marianne Faithful singing "Why d'ya do it?" Billy walks behind 

mannequin, changes costume and appears as "himself" - sits in a makeshift car, 

front seat, passenger's side, complete with steering wheel) 

this one's me 

Mommy's initials were BMW 

she was like a fast car 

in a bad neighbourhood 

fast cars, even expensive ones 

always have a lower class edge 

mommy was like that 

she didn't know she was a lesbian 

I was the only one who knew 
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and a sex astrologer with mini lights in her dress who once met her 

mommy just couldn't figure out what to do 

with her own anatomy 

so I picked up the torch 

before it stopped burning 

and I know what to do 

maybe some day I'll just go to Oslo and get it cut off 

or maybe not 

maybe I'll go somewhere else instead 

and just have a good time 

I went to a fetish party in Toronto once 

with a straight guy who let me suck his cock when I was in drag 

Thanks buddy 

He said he was proud to walk into that fetish club with me because I totally passed and 

looked so hot in my page boy blunt cut shiny red wig and my pvc mini skirt 

and toilet tissue tits 

I thought I looked like a hag man who couldn't pass at burger king at three a.m. in the midst 

of some of the ugliest ladyboys in the I wannabe miss universe pageant 

so why did he hit on every straight woman in the joint 

within five minutes of being there? 

I didn't care, he had a fast car, and I picked up this sexy old guy at the bar with real paintings 

all over his walls and he fucked me with my naked sex clothes on and called me his Irish 

lassie Marjorie 
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that was my mothers middle name so I use it 

to kind of respect and 'dis' respect her unfound lesbiantics 

- the way she danced real close to her girl friends at New Years eve parties 

until they had to gendy push her a litde further away 

how she cried and cried when her best friend Betty-Jane moved away 

how she spent the first nine months of her pre Hfe 

in the same womb as another Htde girl 

who looked just like her -

does that make her a lesbian? 

and if I did find it, my mother's inner lesbian 

what in the heU am I going to do? 

I can't be a lesbian 

I can visit 

but I can't be one 

I had a lesbian lover once who liked to do me when I was in drag 

she was terrific 

but had to take a leave of absence from the lesbian caucus when she was doing me 

it didn't last 

she would have caUed our baby Lydia 

and there would have been lavender everywhere 

but she aborted the fetus early 

I think about Lydia sometimes 

but not a lot 
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that's the guy in me I guess 

(pause) 

Yeah, that sexy old guy, with the slower car and the real works of art 

but his car had a sun roof and that makes slower cars seem a litde more like fast cars 

if you just get really blasted and stand right up on your seat 

trying not to puncture the cheap faux alligator upholstery in his bad Htde Volvo 

and start singing "The Ballad of Lucy Jordan " sofdy 

holding your wig on with one hand 

(sings) "At the age of thirty seven she realised that she'd never ride through Paris in a sportscar with the 

warm wind in her hair" 

that's me 

on the transcanada highway of gender 

my headless wig torn off by the roof of the underpass 

of vague cultural imperceptive momentary 

miss transcanada trans gender trans sexual 

I like the trans part the best 

I always wanna be there 

in transit 

on the way to nowhere in particular 

just always on the way 

movement as a stabilized site 

how could I have become anydiing other than this 

looking at mommy's 



beautiful legs 

crossed racing along the 401 

on those little 

stiletto pedestals beige 

tiny little muscles in her lower leg 

how could I be anything but this trans mobile 

fixated on movement 

litde sluttish debutante in a sportscar with a dick? 

Tell me that will ya? 

I was a tiny feminine boygina until I was thirty 

and now I fill out into this slender beefy middle-aged buckish femme guy 

but the inscription still reads girly sissy poofter faggot 

there are racing stripes on my buttocks 

from all the speed freaks racing through ending up 

in the slow zone the right lane the bike path the dull gravel shoulder of life 

keep on truckin' they used to say 

and I'm not slowing down 

when things start spinning so fast you get dizzy 

you sit down and it looks like you've stopped 

but no way 

you're still speeding 

do you like my helmet? [gesture to his wig] 

I'm a fast car 
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my mother was a fast car in a bad neighbourhood 

screaming looking but never finding her inner lesbian 

I found it in me 

a misidentification of sorts 

but I know what to do with it 

vwrrrooommmmm . . . 

(Billy changes costume at this point to an evening gown that has text printed on it 

but this gown is a reversal in that the text is now white printing on a black 

background) 

Well, that's it 

so many dresses 

so litde time 

Dresses 

(sings) 

Dresses are like autumn leaves 

the collar, bodice, hips and sleeves 

Remind me of a warm fall day 

deadflowers intimating birth in May 

Seasons mingling in the cuffs 

hands commingling, fur lined muffs 

Throwing legs and hips and thighs 

into autumnal leafy sighs 

Throw back your head 



pull up jour skirt 

Dance in pools 

of crimson dirt 

Tear that hem 

pull down that garnish 

Scar those nails 

with garish varnish 

Uves like these are bound to hurt 

enjoy the burnished light and flirt 

Be curt, vivacious 

pert, abrupt 

Keep those mammarie s [true orfalse] 

well cupped 

Better to have supped and sighed 

than to have never worn that dress then died 

To have seen another in that bonnet 

cried them went and sat upon it 

Crush that frock 

dismember bows 

Wrap all boy children in lay throws 

it can only help them, heaven knows 

I once wore a dress to hell 

caused the crowd to stir and swell 



They were naked, engulfed in flames 

I wore orange chiffon and called men names 

In modern garb I fooled the devil 

his long red frock became dishevelled 

He stood and wept 

said I engendered seasons 

1 gave him 

several other reasons 

why? 

art impersonating earth and wind and sky 

the gowns a sunrise sets upon 

the Hellenic bodice history hinges on 

Asked what was up with him and God 

said I found this whole mess odd 

I put more faith in rings and bangles 

waste little time on fallen angels 

He re-named summer after me 

his fall line was a wine dark sea 

Spring and winter 

iced warm tea 

I bowed and curtsied 

tore my dress 

Ran giggling 



from his earthly mess 

Retreated back 

to heaven above 

My frock lined closet 

my torn kid gloves 

Garments made to wilt then die 

tread easier on souls and eyes 

Than pressed pinafores 

starched sailor suits 

And little laced up 

boyish boots 

Mix n match 

one si^e fits all 

Wear those slippers 

to the ball 

Kiss the king 

caress the Queen 

Laugh, cry, whimper 

twist n shout 

Sit in, go home 

stay put, come out 

Return to sender 

strictures based on steadfast gender 



they only serve 

some prudish member 

Women wear jock straps 

men wear dresses 

leather welcomes 

chiffon caresses 

To hell with Deuteronomy 

that full length gown looks swell on me 

My hairy chest 

my manly gat^e 

My puce 

my lime 

My rose 

my beige 

This is no strange and whimsiedphase 

these are the seasons of a single life 

Winter, Spring, Summer, Vail 

all one has to do is call 

that tapestry of unspun dreams 

will only burst the dull pressed seams 

ofpants for men 

and skirts for ladies 

I'd rather be well dressed in Hades 



than bored stiff in Heaven above 

reach out and touch 

some frock you love 

I bloom, I wilt 

I die, I fight 

I think once 

on thinking twice 

Where men cannot wear dresses 

men are mice 

Thank you 

and good night 

END 
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Hush 

Pre show music - Herman's Hermits "There's A Kind of Hush" 

(other possible music - Elvis Presley's "Hound Dog" - Donny Osmond's "Puppy 

Love" - Patti Page singing "HowMuch Is That Doggie In The Window?") 

Lights up, performer is wearing a suit identical to the small Hush Puppy puppet he 

is wearing on his hand - the performer's outfit, however, differs slighdy as it bears 

sh'ght traces of 'feminine' drag — apart from these sh'ght changes the puppet and the 

performer are identical, except the performer is much bigger and much prettier 

(puppet and performer interact) 

Hush Puppy and I have one thing in common. 

Our mothers died in the same year. 

Hush Puppy's mother was Shari Lewis. 

Shari and my mom shared a common trait. 

They were both racists. 

(Bark) Hush!!! 

While being interviewed by a Calgary Sun reporter in January of 1995 

Shari confided to a national audience 

that she considered Canadian culture superior to a quote "coarsening" 

of American society due to an overwhelming "illegal" immigration problem 

My mother, on the other hand, made less blatandy politicized 

racist remarks along the lines of 

(puppet mouths following italicized words along with performer) 



'There are no black hockey players because they all have weak ankles" 

(to audience) Hush!!! 

God bless you Shari, God bless you mama. 

God bless the child who springs from your racist loins 

(Hush undulates and springs from loins until end of next Une) 

May Billie Holiday sing "Strange Fruit" to you each night of your eternal slumb 

(Bark) Hush!!! 

May the memory of all black musicals rage in your eardrums 

to the convoluted narrative strains of Fats Waller and Eubie Blake 

May fallen Angels deal with your misguided raciahzed remarks 

(Bark) Hush!!! 

Back to Hush Puppy 

I try to teach him racial harmony 

one might say 

I am teaching an old dog new tricks 

helping him to 'un' learn the Amos 'n Andy 

channeled through Lambchop 

white replication of historic racist entertainment 

Rumour has it Shari resisted billing alongside Sammy Davis Jr. 

during her Las Vegas tenure 

My mother took in a South African refugee student 

because of my anti-racist sentiments 

and then blamed me 



that her best friend wouldn't visit her 

late at night 

(Bark) Hush!!! 

The year before Shari and my mother died, 

I acquired Hush at a Shoney's restaurant 

just south of the Canada/U.S. border. 

Hush is in fact an illegal alien 

the only papers he has 

line his litde doghouse 

After dinner at Shoney's, 

I tried my hand at the claw machine. 

And there was Hush, surrounded by plush animals and useless litde toy: 

all piled, trapped inside the glass walls of the evil clawing mechanism 

waiting to be rescued. 

Claw machines are my passion 

the power and the glory of those ragged claws 

scuttling across the plush surface of a toy-filled universe 

You slip your quarter in, press a button or two, 

and nine times out of ten 

More often than not nothing appears in that litde sacred slot 

below an abundance of beautiful holy objects. 

Lime plush snakes and costume jewelry, 

leatherette pocketbooks with scenes from 



the wild west inscribed on their sides, 

plastic balls filled with nutty htde necklaces, 

whoopee cushions, jack knives, rubber balls, 

plastic cellophane covered babies in their tiny basinettes 

bags of balloons, htde pillows, squirrels, rabbits, robins 

jaybirds and oversized plastic house flies 

everything you can imagine. 

(Bark) Hush!!! 

When hush puppy and I were united 

I was on my way to Graceland for the third time, 

primarily to take my sweet mother to see Elvis' house. 

We must all see where Elvis lived before we die. 

I will never visit Graceland enough in my kfetime. 

It is such a tremendous site for racial disharmony 

and white musical expropriation. 

If I visit the site enough times 

I will never be able to forget the atrocities 

committed in the last century 

in the name of rhythm. 

Like the popular song if its day, 

(sings) "I've got music, I've got rhythm, 

I've got my guy, who could ask for anything more?" 

Many people ask for a great deal more 



than rhythm and music and "my guy." 

And if they are not the right colour 

(begin to mishandle Hush) 

and are not in the right place at the right time they get, 

like the empty hegemonic claws of my beloved machine, nothing. 

There is grave injustice in that. 

It is a dog's life when living is reduced to that. 

(Bark) 

(apologize to Hush for mishandling) 

Indeed. I have loved many dogs in my life. 

Hush puppy, I believe, will be the last dog that I love. 

My first dog was named Beaver. 

He was a big beautiful black Labrador retriever. 

Once, as a child, in a litde knee-length powder blue wool winter coat, 

heavy white leggings, a litde white balaclava and matching scarf, 

I wandered down to the creek behind our family home. 

Beaver had heard my mother warn me 

not to go near the icy litde stream. 

As I toddled closer to the water my trusty friend, 

my dog, bigger than me at the time, 

came traipsing along and grabbed my matching white angora scarf 

(Hush pulls performers ear SL) 

and began to pull my little frame away from the creek. 
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(aside to Hush) -1 am not certain that the scarf was made of angora 

but I would like to think that it was -

Beaver performed semi-strangulation on me 

with my fashionable child's scarf and I lay there 

gasping for breath. 

I still have faint memories of the death ratde 

as it began its unfortunate beat. 

But I recovered. 

Beaver, in saving me, had almost killed me. 

(Bark) HushlW 

I believe that it was that incident with Beaver 

that first cultivated my taste for mild s-and-m mtimacy. 

And I loved him for it. Love and death are sacred 

and should be experienced, in moderation 

and by mutual consent, many times in a single lifetime. 

Unfortunately Beaver ran away from us one day 

when we were on vacation. 

We lived in a small town 

and friends 

fed and cared for our family pet. 

We left the house unlocked in those glorious 

carefree days of the 1950s 

when absolutely nothing was wrong with the world 



and everyone was so happy it was disgusting. 

Beaver however, saw the world in a very different way. 

He followed our mail man 

- it was okay to say mail man then 

because everyone was just too happy to complain 

about the insidious hatred of women and effeminacy (look at costume) 

that pervaded culture in a particularly convoluted way 

during those years -

(Hush runs away stage right — performer pulls him back) 

Yes, Beaver followed the mail man and never returned. 

I sincerely hope that he was adopted by a wealthy 

upper middle class family 

and that they took him in their station wagon 

to their lovely cottage in the Muskokas! 

and that he lived out his days in a peaceful happy state. 

I would hate to think that he was hit by a car or truck 

trying to make his way out of town on one of many 

treacherous highways radiating from our litde white village. 

I only mention the possibility because my next doggy met that very fate. 

Rosco. My father named this litde terrier in honor of the puppy's 

Mexican origin. 

Actually, my father was mistaken. 

He thought Rosco was a Chihuahua. 
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Rosco was, in fact, a toy terrier, 

one of those adorable horrible hybridian creatures 

fashioned out of gene manipulation and all that sort of thing. 

(Bark) Hush!!! 

In the spring marigolds grew from Rosco's ears. 

He had been bred by a horticulturalist 

who moonlighted in the field of animal breeding. 

As Dorothy Parker once said, 

(Hush mouths following italicized words along with performer) 

"You can lead a whore to culture but you can't make him think. " 

(Hush tries to bark - performer stops him - but he barks afterwards and performer shakes 

head) 

(Bark) HushW. 

Back to Rosco! Rosco was a sweet litde patched 

brown and white terrier and I always knew 

that he was not long for this world. 

One just never really expects to grow old 

with something so terribly terribly small and fragile. 

Roseo, in a sense, went the way of Beaver. 

He ran from our home one evening, 

just before sunset, and was struck down by an automobile on a busy street. 

Poor Htde pseudo Mexican puppy. 

We bred you from tiny brave new seeds 
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into a kind of sad infantalized state, 

super-imposed a false Mexican heritage 

on your short stay on earth, and then you ran away and found only asphalt and tragedy. 

Rosco, perhaps you are better off dead. 

We paid dearly in tears and regret for our misappropriation of your sad litde frame. 

Asta la vista signor Rosco. 

I hope that you are laughing below that huge pinata in the sky 

and receiving all of the surprises and delicacies 

those wonderful Mexican ornaments promise and provide. 

Or are they Spanish? 

The world was not your pinata Rosco, 

I can only hope that the afterlife is kinder to you 

and a great deal more festive. 

(pause) 

My next doggy was Pokey, a beagle. 

He was my final dog before Hush Puppy. 

(Hush tries to bark but he is stopped) 

He lived a restricted tormented life in our back yard, 

on a long chain beside a smelly litde dog house 

that he never went inside. 

I can't say that I blamed him. 

I crawled in a couple of times 

and I was disgusted. 



I warned Pokey and I drink he trusted me and took my advice. 

We were very close, would cuddle under the shade of an old willow tree 

and I would have to stop him when he became too fond of my knee. 

I, in fact, had the good sense 

to find a friendly farmer to take him. 

I hope he and Pokey had a happy life together. 

Perhaps they are both still alive and frolicking 

with the pigs and cows and burdened 

by only slight traces of those horrible days 

chained to a litde iron corkscrew apparatus 

driven mercilessly into the ground 

beside a smelly litde dog house. 

(BarkJHushW 

Doris Day once remarked, 

(Lovingly to Hush) 

"I miss men but I prefer animals. 

I have learned a lot about love from a dog's devotion. " 

My only quibble with Doris is that I prefer plush dogs, 

stuffed animals. 

Dogs are very much like men. 

They too can run away or be run over by a car 

or become unruly once restricted to the back yard 

and chained to a small house. 
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For the most part animals have only brought me joy. 

(Hush begins to become silent and still as following lines are spoken emphatically) 

The suffering that accompanied them was of my own careless, 

semi-conscious design. 

I am a man after all and I must take responsibility for that. 

A man born and raised within an insidious racist milieu 

struggling constandy to free myself from inbred tyranny 

reduced to a strained performative mode 

encased in a peculiar doggy suit 

but a man nonetheless. 

I have only brought tragedy 

to the lives of dogs and other small animals. 

A pepper shaker once fell from the top 

of our family Fridgidaire, landing in a fish bowl 

and giving my precious underwater friends 

a fatal case of indigestion. 

Mother burned the lamb chops - oops - I mean pork chops 

one too many times and our beautiful canary, 

trapped in a litde cage, again, above the refrigerator, 

died of smoke inhalation. 

Unlike that prophetic American writer Maya Angelou, 

I do not know why the caged bird sings. 

I believe, in fact, that what we are hearing 
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is a melodic screaming akin to the thorn bird as it lets out 

one final beautiful cry 

impaled on some dastardly poker like object from nature. 

(Hush barks ferociously and performer becomes very agitated and takes Hush off 

hand and places on shoulder) 

My many tropical fish, after four years of glorious harmony, 

dime angels and black angels alongside swordfish, 

algae eaters, neon guppies, and baby sharks, 

one by one, they gave up the ghost 

After nearly half a decade of multi cultural bliss, 

living alongside each other, they all expired. 

They never attacked each other, as far as I could tell, 

who knows what went on at night 

behind darkened aquarium panes 

Like the united colours of Benetton 

they were a study in superficial racial harmony. 

Pet shop owners far and wide marveled at my success 

I had a dream! 

But they warned me not to add any more breeds to my litde glass pool. 

I listened not 

I was clearly out of my litde microcosmic mind. 

I lived to see those poor fetid creatures begin to swim 

on their lush but fading aquiline sides 
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for hours before expiring and slowly bobbing gracelessly to the top. 

(Hush swims like a snake) 

One gorgeous exotic creature, a tiny black and orange snake 

the size of a baby's finger, somehow made his or her way, 

I have no idea what sex it was, 

that htde snake-like treasure 

somehow made its way under the tiny colored stones 

and into the complex machinery of an under gravel filter. 

I found the poor bloated little pariah in the plastic pipe 

leading to one of two charcoal filters. 

When I removed the head of the filter, 

said serpent swifdy bobbed to the surface of the water, 

a happy htde final movement like the swift chaotic loss 

of a helium balloon as it leaves the hand of the child 

and goes blindly to heaven, 

thankfully bursting so far into the stratosphere 

that we do not have to witness the explosion of air and helium 

like so much invisible bloodshed. 

(Hush falls off performers shoulder at this point) 

Losing all those tropical fish was a perfecdy ghasdy experience. 

So now I restrict myself to plush animals, hybrids that cannot walk, bark swim, or eat. 

(Bark) Hush!!! 

There is so much injustice. So many creatures are mistreated, 
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stolen from, ignored, purchased for the sake of someone else's loneliness. 

At the heart of it all is a grand personal loneliness so pervasive on this planet. 

My remedy, my secret, my recipe for success, is to dress up like a litde doggy 

and just bark and bark and bark to the beat of a different drum. 

(Performer barks - then picks Hush up and holds in hands like a corpse as final story 

is told) 

One final story. My dear dead friend Victor had a treasured family pet. 

Just before he died Victor scribbled on a napkin, above a simple litde drawing of a dog, 

(shde of drawing appears behind performer) 

"Maria, the best dog in the world. She taught me how to bark." 

Whenever someone would go by Victor's lovely family home 

Maria would run to the front window and bark. 

After a few barks Maria would stop and look 

over her shoulder at Victor, who, more often than not, 

followed her to the window. 

After only a few trips to the window 

Victor quickly realized 

that Maria was looking over her shoulder 

because she wanted Victor to join her 

in her mad disruptive litde canine howl. 

Long after Maria passed on 

Victor continued to bark in a sweet disconcerting sort of way 

at concerts and plays and just as a general term of endearment. 
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One friend of mine became intimately involved with Victor 

in the years before his death 

and expressed concern that Victor might bark lighdy during sex. 

He never got back to me on that but I suspect that Victor did bark, 

doggy style, whenever he was making love. 

I secredy hope that he did. 

Victor named his dog Maria after Maria Von Trapp of Alpine fame 

and made forever immortal in the film "The Sound of Music." 

Victor adored his htde doggy. He also adored Patti Page who asked the musical question 

(sings) 

"How much is that doggy in the window?" and Julie Andrews, who exclaimed in song, 

(sings) "When the dog bites, when the bee stings, when I'm feeling sad." 

Victor thought they were the greatest singers ever. 

Victor was a beautiful singer. 

Unfortunately he openly criticized, and gave no musical credit 

to what he considered the "rough, raspy tones" of many black female singers. 

He longed for a whitened, insidious purity 

that depends upon tonal extraction and cultural denial. 

(Bark) Hush!!! 

Hush puppy is everything to me. I am pathologically attached to him. 

Putting my arm up his back and moving him around 

gives me all the power I long for. 

(Bark) HushWl 
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Power over mariimate objects is not always a dangerous diing. 

Power over whole groups of people is something to be wary of. 

Unrestrained power over the lives of animals is commonplace 

and a miserable substitute for fine furniture. 

Leave the breathing organisms alone. 

Be kind to the trees and flowers. 

They are your friends. 

(look around during final section before song) 

Go forth petals. Pistols and stamens erect. Seedlings unite. 

I am a free and gende flower growing old. 

I touch your perfect body with my mind. 

There is no end to things in the heart. There is no end to speaking. 

Unfold my Flower, Shine my star. We are hated for being what we are ** 

(The puppet begins to bark fíercely) 

Hush. Puppy. Hush!!! 

(Performer calms Hush Puppy down and Hush sings*) 

When you're queer there's such an air of spring about you 

I can hear a lark somewhere begin to bark about you 

There's no love song finer, but how strange the change from major to minor 

Every time we say goodbye 

Gooooodbye!!! 

(Final music is a reprise of "There's a kind of hush all over the world" as stage fades 

to black) 



last stanza before song paraphrasedfrom Adrienne Rich, E-^ra Pound and Leonard Cohen 

Cole Porter's "Every Time We Say Goodbye" with slight alterations to lyric 
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UNLUCKY 

Setting - a classroom — a large table, with chair, center stage — a large chalk 

board (the kind that has many layers that move up and down) several feet behind 

table - on either side of the chalkboard there is a white projection screen — as hghts 

go down Wilh'am Blake's poem "The Little Black Boy" appears on one screen and 

the "Quak'ty of Mercy" speech from "The Merchant of Venice" appears on the other 

screen -

Little Jimmy Scott singing 'The Folks who Live on the Hill' (lyric below) — 

music plays as Hghts go down - actor takes place in front of chalk board - music 

fades out, projections fade out, Hghts up -

Someday we'H build a home on a hilltop high, you and I, shiny and new 

a cottage that two can fill 

and we'H pleased to be caUed 

the folks who Hve on the hHl 

Some day we may adding a thing or two 

a wing or two, we will make changes 

as any family wUl 

but we will always be caUed 

the folks who Hve on the hHl 

Our verandah wiH command a view of the meadows green, 

the sort of view 
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that seems to want to be seen 

And when the kids grow up and leave us 

we'll sit and look at that same old view 

just we two, Ruthie andJim 

who used to be, Jack and Jill 

the folks who Eke to be called 

what they have always been called 

The folks who live on the hill 

(character stands in front of a chalkboard writing complex equations and diagrams 

as she speaks - some directions will be included in the script regarding the 

movement back and forth to the chalkboard, but the overall blocking is, of course, up 

to the director - she recites the following quotation, by heart, from the glossary of a 

Mathematics Journal 

"The Apollonian problem — A classical problem of antiquity that calledfor the construction of a circle or 

circles tangent (internally or externally) to each of three given circles. Depending on the original given 

configuration, there may be as many as eight circles, or there may be none. If the given áreles are mutually 

tangent, the number of solutions is reduced to two. " (147) (leaves chalkboard) 

I had my triplets 13 years ago. I was 26. They're all 13. 13 goes into 26 twice. 13 goes 

into 39 three times. Just after I had them I got obsessed with the idea that there wasn't room 

for three of them because 13 only goes into 26 twice. I always thought I would lose one of 

them. You cannot reconcile yourself to the loss of a child. It just isn't possible, (pause -

goes back to chalkboard) 
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"[An] artful number. Any non-negative integer that can be the area of a rational 

triangle. For example, 1, 2, and 3 are artful, being the areas, respectively, of (3/2, 5/3, 17/6), 

(5/6, 29/6, 5), and (5/2, 5/2, 3) triangles." (147) 

Now that I'm 39 I can't help but think that there's just the right amount of room for 

all three of them, and that the older I get the more room there will be. It's an obsession of 

course. I spend most of my day, five days a week, teaching people about extremely complex 

equations. Numbers, diagrams, tables, formulas, curves and circles, coordinates, cube roots, 

constants and coefficients - that's all I ever think about. I'll be 40 soon. When I look at the 

word forty, in a text book, or even the numbers, when I write them on a chalk board, they 

strike me as being very soft, even letters, comfortable to hve with - like a favorite pillow or 

an old blanket or someone you really like to fuck. I'm going to get a big forty and put it over 

my bed. Maybe I'll get Jack to paint one for me. I love fucking Jack. He needs the money 

and that's what I really want for my birthday, a big representation of my age looming over 

my bed. 

Everyone has already started saying "Lordy, Lordy look whose forty!!!" The twins 

sing it at breakfast before they go to school. They think having a forty year old mother is 

cool. Age has never really bothered me. Except when I was real young. I never looked my 

age. Would always get asked for I.D. at a bar. That still happens the odd time - if it's dark 

and I'm wearing a hat. 

Numbers have always kind of irritated me. Like the old saying "six of one, half 

dozen of the other." What the hell does that mean? I know what it means but it bugs me. Or 

lucky numbers, like 3 or 7. I know a lot of people who have 3 or 7 as their lucky number. 

Now why is that? How does a number become lucky? Why's 13 unlucky? Someone knows 



224 
but it's not me. 

So I mastered them, thinking if I had control over numbers, if I understood them, 

then I would have a very balanced relationship with them. I would understand how they 

work together, like two and two equals four. Well, in a relationship with a man two and two 

never equals four. It usually equals six or eight or twelve. My man has had so many affairs 

I've stopped counting. At least he knows I know. But does his wife know? Well, she knows 

— but does she know how many? 

My dad was a math teacher and was very strict with me. Used a ruler — which always 

struck me as kind of funny. A Math teacher hitting his kid with a ruler. He was never my 

teacher but he taught in my high school. Couldn't care less about my English assignments. 

Once I had to memorize the whole Quality ofMercy speech from The Merchant of Venice, 

punctuation and all, and then go in and write it down as a test in my English class. Everyone 

thought it was the dumbest assignment ever. But I liked it — except for the punctuation part 

— it was like learning lines when you're an actor. Dad wouldn't help me with it. Oh he'd help 

me with my Math home work. He'd insist on it, at the expense of everything else. Did he 

play with me? Math games sure. But that's about it. His feeling was that if his only child did 

not excel in his chosen field then it would be a huge embarrassment for him. Like I would 

stand up in class and say 12 times 12 equals one hundred and twenty four and someone 

would immediately call the principal and he'd get fired. Lucky for him, I excelled. But there 

were times when I wanted to just be a real asshole and say the wrong thing to piss him off. 

One kid in my grade 9 Math class, he just didn't get it. No matter how hard he tried. He 

would go up to the chalkboard and it was like he was drawing a picture, just the way he 

stood and drew the numbers on the board, and the answers he would come up with were 
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just so fucked up, almost like he'd made arbitrary decisions. He would actually put the 

numbers twelve times twelve on the board (she does this on chalkboard) and follow all 

the rules and somehow he'd come up with 124. Every bloody time. I don't know how he did 

it. Must have had some kind of number dyslexia, but in those days nobody paid much 

attention to that. This kid, he would tell me, when I helped him, that he'd finally got it and 

then he would get up there and when it was all done Mr. Willy would just frown and tell him 

to sit down. It was so embarrassing for him. And the teacher was a real prick. Willy, Mr. 

Willy, and he gave this kid such a hard time. Would ask him the hardest questions when he 

knew the kid wouldn't have a clue. I tried to help out but this htde guy was a real Math 

dunce. But he was great at Art. Once we did a geometry mobile. He cut all these three-

dimensional shapes and glued them together and put colored felt on them and they floated 

around like stars in the sky. He was like the Matisse of geometry. I helped him make his 

mobile balance properly. Mr. Willy laughed at it. The prick. He loved the stupid mobile 

some jock browner made with a plastic doll — took the whole doll apart and hung it's limbs 

in perfect balance and called it a mobile. And it was a brown baby doll. Mr. Willy thought it 

was so clever. It freaked me out. The fuckin K u Klux Klan gettin air time in Math class. Go 

figure. 

This kid was incredible. He did a painting in art class — my dad only allowed me to 

take Art once all through high school — and this kid, Jimmy, was so thrilled I was in art class 

with him. His senior year he did this painting of all these tables on a stage, all different kinds 

of tables - French provincial dining room tables, fifties kitchen tables, farm kitchen tables -

and they all had genitals! The fuckin tables! Like the French provincial table had a cock and 

baUs coming out of the ornate carving at the end of the table between the legs. It was 
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amazing. Everyone freaked out and the Art teacher wasn't allowed to put it in the hall 

with the other students work. Lots of female nudes but no cock and balls. The pricks. 

Jimmy mighta bin a Math airhead, but he knew how to make you appreciate a table 

in a whole different way. And he got the whole Quality of Mercy speech perfect. I wonder 

whatever happened to him. He coulda used a little quality of mercy from that prick teacher. 

Not everybody is in love with numbers. I sure as hell wasn't, but I was forced. And to make 

matters worse, I always thought this kid had a crush on Mr. Willy. He was a cute teacher, 

blonde, balding, British accent. Nice pecs, hairy chest - (pause) fine, I admit it, I fucked 

him in my senior year. He was a prick, but he turned me on. 

My dad though, it wasn't this big father/daughter complex, him forcing me to excel 

in Math. It bugged me but I got over it. I liked English and Art but I stank in both. So it was 

for the best. My Dad helped a lot when Tina left. Tracy, Tammy, and Tina. The triplets. I 

kind of lost my head when I first saw them in the maternity ward and went into this total 

triplicate mode and everyone tried to stop me from giving them names that all started with 

the same letter but I couldn't help myself. 

(masculine voice) "That's just silly. They'll get called names in the school yard. Give them 

distinct separate names, like Brenda, Melissa, and Frances." 

Frances! Fuckin Frances! Jack was nuts when they were born, almost as nuts as I 

was. So many irons in the fire and then one of his lady friends has triplets. It affected his 

judgment - must have or he never would have suggested Frances. Al l I think of when I hear 

Frances is Francis the talking mule. Christ on a crutch. What was he thinking!? 

They're great girls, and even though a part of them is missing, they're really well 

adjusted. They do these sweet litde gift giving things that dad taught them on their tenth 
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birthday. They give a gift to each other, and then another one to themselves, to honour 

Tina - something that they think she would like them to have. My dad was a rock all through 

it - even though I knew his heart was broken. He was with them all the time for months 

afterward, holding them, nursing them, and telling them as they got older how unkind hfe 

could be and that they would have to find strength in each other. 

He tried to play Math puzzles with them, but it never worked. Suddenly he wasn't 

the number man anymore, making me love Math. He was just my Dad. He came up with the 

gift giving idea when they were a Htde older and they loved it. He would make up stories 

about Tina and teU them what she was like and how she would want them to carry on. He 

reaUy built them an image of what he thought she might have been. And they loved it - it 

was like he was playing doUs with them, but the doU was missing. 

I threw myself into my work. I even tutored a Htde. I wanted to be near kids - the 

more kids the better. It was weird. I didn't retreat from kids, I was magnetized toward them 

— like I thought I might find Tina somewhere in those kids. And it reminded me a lot of 

those days in Math class — high school — when that sweet stupid kid, with a crush on that 

cute prick, would come to me for help. No one was nice to him. Just me. 

So if I'm so damn nice why did this unbehevably very not nice thing happen to me? 

So it's a stupid question that everyone asks when Hfe gets sad and ugly. Why me Lord? What 

have I ever done to deserve this? Is there a Lord if this kind of thing can even happen? 12 

times 12 suddenly equals 124. It doesn't make sense — no matter what you do, no matter 

how many times you stand staring at a blank space, like a chalk board, you can never come 

up with the right answer.. So the only sense I have been able to make out of it is to throw 

myself into my work and make this unconscious psychic connection to numbers, and to 
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think that Tina was a number, and to keep fitting her into equations, to try to find her 

there, somewhere. So now, when I'm forty — almost - I can't help but feel that this next 

period, before I mm 52 and confront another multiple of thirteen, will be very calm. Because 

I will be out of the loop, the unlucky thirteen year loop. I have had time to mature and adjust 

— I was a kid at 26 - to something you can never really adjust to. In mid life I finally have to 

just sit down and say, "this is a reprieve, a sabbatical from the horror and the sadness - a 

way of giving myself a break." But I can't do it. I still think about multiples of thirteen. So 

the only way to make some room for this respite from all this obsession is to say "Fine. For 

12 years I will be happy. Then I will be miserable again for a year because it is a multiple of 

13, an unlucky time in my Ufe. And then let it go. And eventuaUy I'U be dead and everything 

will be fine. Although I have always said "We cannot always rely upon death to make us 

happy." But we can hope. There's always heU to look forward to. 

I was a totaUy stressed out thirteen-year-old. Mom had just died - cancer. Cancer is 

so nonchalant these days. Just whisks people away. Bye Mama. 

I was always nervous, worried, when I was 26 — dating, keeping a boyfriend for no 

more than a week, wearing the coolest jeans, trying to be nice to everyone. AU through this 

past year — the third multiple of 13 in a single Ufetime, 39 - I've been a wreck. I carry on 

with my Ufe, go through my days, like any other day — wearing the right clothes, smiling the 

right smiles, saying the right words - like memorizing aU the punctuation marks and the 

poUte acceptable way to interact with people - and I have never talked about this number 

business with anyone, ever, but always, underneath — Gap clothes, Ikea furniture, Safeway 

Groceries, fitness classes, getting my god damn colours done — underneath are aU these 

numbers racing around in my head. It's always been like that for me — trying to balance my 
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obsession with numbers and the loss of my daughter and make myself look normal and 

well adjusted. 

Even as a child, before Tina, it was like I was already being rehearsed for this - when 

I first started to learn multiplication tables I became fixated on the end of the two times 

table. They taught us the two times table up to one hundred first. And for some reason I 

became totally obsessed with the syllables of the words ninety-eight one hundred. When you 

break them down you have six syllables; 1, nine — 2, ty — 3, eight — 4, one — 5, hun — 6, dred. 

Nine, ty, eight, one, hun, dred. See, six. And I would, I still do, find myself repeating those 

syllables over and over again in my head, just to pass the time. And sometimes I mouth the 

words, like I'm silendy talking to myself, and someone will catch me and say "What on earth 

are you doing?" and I'll just laugh and ignore them. Over and over again in my head I'm 

repeating those syllables, nine - ty - eight - one - hun - dred. I say the syllables an even 

number of times on each side of my mouth. I feel the words moving around in my head and 

mouth and they become this aural tactile thing, this shape and sound that I have to balance 

in a sensory way, the feel and sound of them in my head and mouth. I realize I must be 

some kind of loon but I have to do it at least thirteen times a day and lately I've been 

worried about what it could lead to. Will they find me one day on a street corner, a facial 

contortionist, shouting numbers? I see people like that all the time, shouting. There's this 

one middle-aged woman at the mall. She wears the same thing all the time, long black skirt, 

black leather coat, very classy, but totally disheveled and whacked out. Looks like a new 

wave old age punk rock folk singer. I never get close enough to hear what she's saying. It 

freaks me out. Maybe she's screaming "Nine — ty — eight — one — hun - dred!!!" trying to get 

my attention. She looks at me sometimes. She looks at everybody. 
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I've always been considered pretty sane, under the circumstances. An only child, 

raised by my father, a widower by the time he was thirty. Has me when he was 18. I'm 12 

and his wife is dead. Then his only daughter — me - has triplets 14 years later, at 26, and she 

loses one of them almost immediately but we pull together and hfe goes fuckin on and on 

and on, and the two girls seem fine. But who can really tell. Somewhere in their memories 

there must be something very primal about the third missing one — they say we have hidden 

memories about our time in the womb. Maybe that kind of thing will come out later and 

reaUy start to bother them. And dad, he was telling them about Tina when they were too 

small to even understand what he was talking about. Making up those stories about her. It 

was a fiction - but it was a fiction that helped them get through. It sure helped me -

overhearing those stories. I stole comfort from a place my dad made for someone else. 

I could never tell them, not at their age, about the number thing and how I always 

felt there just was no room for three and how now I feel like there's exacdy enough room 

now and that there will be more and more room as the years go by. They might understand 

but it would be really weird for them. It is weird, even for adults, although I haven't actually 

tested the number thing out on anyone. I started to get into it several months before I 

turned thkty-nine. But Jack started to look at me like I was totally nuts. 

(masculine voice) "Jesus baby, get a grip. I feel like I'm fuckin a calculator." 

We were drinking so I just passed it off as a quirky drunken outburst. He never 

brought it up again. And I certainly never will. But now, I'll be forty in two months, and I 

hope that middle age brings me some kind of peace, some kind of armistice for the 

numerology of all these days that have led to the unbearable absence of the child that I never 

had the chance to know but always had - in duplicate - a reminder of what she would have 
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been like. Tracy and Tammy are so much alike. I see them all dressed up for a dance or a 

party and I feel so happy and so proud. But the absence - there's always a space beside them 

that isn't filled. An aura, an empty page. 

People tell me that will change soon. But I don't really believe them. I think that 

when people give you advice about personal tragedy they're primarily interested in 

comforting you, and often people comfort you in the most uncomfortable ways. They 

should just send me a greeting card. I could just toss it in the trash. I wouldn't have to smile 

and be thankful for their ongoing endless sympathy. They diink I want to stop having this 

constant reminder of my lost child. But I don't. They think that when Tracy and Tammy 

grow older, get married maybe, move away from each other, they'll change. Their hairstyles 

and their clothes, their tastes and values and opinions. Very generic Ufe changes that 

everyone goes through. But it doesn't always work that way. The last set of twins in the 

family were totaUy freaky. My twin aunts. Mary and Ann. I caUed them Mary-Anne. I 

couldn't teU them apart. They dressed the same until they were 17. They sometimes went to 

work for each other. And when they got married and moved to different cities, they would 

arrive at a family event wearing a brand new dress exacdy the same as the other twin without 

ever having corresponded about it. Their mama - my granny - once told me she sometimes 

overheard them having almost identical conversations with people at opposite ends of the 

room. I feel like that with Tina. Even though she's gone - moved to a different city, so to 

speak - nothing wiU take those first thirteen years of psychic incorporation, day after day 

after day after day of inscribing on my body the memory of something lost, something that 

never really existed - only a toddler and she's gone - not with me for long enough. That 

memory wiU always be there. It's like she's my twin, not my child. I have this bond with her 
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that defies time and space — any rational idea of what governs our Hves. I wiU always 

mourn the loss of Tina because h never reaUy had her. How can a person resist obsession 

when it comes in a box or a botde, packaged, right there, ready to wear, everywhere you 

look. Mothers milk, processed milk, Pampers, cradles, bunk beds, pre-school, summer camp, 

dating, dresses, boys, booze, tampons, the pill. Christ! AU these images and reminders of 

what we've lost, never had, never wiU have. Stores filled with pink and blue and basinettes 

and hampers filed with ratdes and unused diapers. 

I'm not actuaUy crazy yet. I'm in a preliminary stage. After aU these years of 

rehearsing insanity with aU this crap racing through my head - "finaUy, great, I'm ready, now 

I can lose it!" 

You know why I don't teU anyone about this number tiling - this obsession with 

Tina and numbers? Because I know what they might say would drive me completely nuts. I 

know because I've heard people do it. I went to Jack's wife once. Val, she's my best friend, 

and we tried to talk. But she always says things like "Have a rainbow day," so I should have 

known better. 

"What's reaUy bothering you? Cheer up. Smüe. A smile reaUy helps." 

- "I don't feel like smiling. Sometimes it feels good to be sad." -

"Oh, that's not good. You should think about seeing a doctor, and 

maybe he — or she - could help you put these things out of your mind. Sometimes 

some puis can help. Some happy pills." 

- "I tried that. PiUs can only help so much." -

"WeU then, I guess it's up to you to just try to be more cheerful." 

- "No, I think it's up to you to respect my bad moods. I don't take them out on you. 
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Don't take your relentless joy out on me, bitch. I really don't think we should 

talk about this anymore." -

"Have you ever thought that maybe you like these feelings of sadness and that 

you don't want to give them up." 

- "Oh yeah, right, and I bet you tell battered women that they keep going back 

because they like it, or that they always choose abusive partners because they 

like it, and that they must be really masochistic or these things wouldn't 

continue to happen." -

"There's no need to become hysterical." 

- "Hysterical! Do you have any idea what that word means?" -

And then I stormed out of my own home and came back a few seconds later and shouted, 

"Why am I leaving? This is my god damn house. This always happens in tv sitcoms!" Val 

hugged me and I started crying and we never brought it up again. That conversation just 

reminded me how lucky I am to have a lover whose wife doesn't mind that she has no 

children and I have two, by her husband. Expecting anything more of her might be a htde 

unrealistic. But I always wonder if she knows about the other women in her hubby's hfe. I 

don't want to push my luck. 

Jack. The prick. He called me today to say that it was over. But of course it's not 

over. If I could count the times it was over I would be a mathematician, and I am, and I can. 

(masculine voice) "I always come second. If it's not your work it's the girls. We 

never spend any time together, just you n' me babe." 

He always talks like he's singing a fuckin love song, (back and forth between her voice 

andJack's) 



234 
- "Jack, how can you be a priority. I am a fucking hybrid form of a single 

mom. Just ask your wife. She knows. I have a lot to consider." -

"You used to be more fun. You had long hair. Why don't you have 

long hair anymore?" 

- "Men loving women with long hair is a god damn cliché Jack. I'm 

almost forty. I don't want long hair any longer — anymore." -

"Well, I liked you the way you were." 

- "If you liked me the way I was then why don't you go fuck a movie." -

"My big cock's a cliché. You don't seem to mind." 

- "I'll always be able to grow my hair. Your cock will probably shrink." -

If he didn't look so much like Denzel Washington I'd never forgive him for half the tilings 

he says. I had triplets, lost one, and he's been married to someone else the whole time and 

Val's been my best friend. She was there for me when Tina went and she's still there for the 

twins. She's like an aunt. She's their father's wife (pause) and she's like a fuckin aunt! 

The twins, (pause) I know I shouldn't call them that. It's weird she says, Jack's wife. 

But I can't help it. When Tina went it just made sense to me to think of the two remaining 

girls as twins. I'm grateful to have two beautiful girls, and even though a parent can never 

really come to terms with the loss of a child, in a way I have by thinking of them as twins. 

It's not like she was around for very long. I loved her. Loved them all equally - 3.33 percent 

each., one-two-three, three threes, Jesus died when he was 33 - and I guess I would never 

say this out loud, but I love Tina more now that she's been gone so long, now more than 

ever, more than the other two put together. When I see that aura, that empty space beside 

Tammy and Tracey, where Tina belongs, there is this huge outpouring of love from inside of 
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me that can't be matched by the love I have for anyone else in the world. I am a good 

mother, a very good mother, but I have these thoughts and I would never share them. I 

share them in my prayers for Tina. I do pray, even though I'm not a very religious person. I 

pray that she'll come back. 

Somewhere, just under heaven, above or below, only God knows, she must know 

how I feel - that she is the missing part of an equation. A miracle has to happen. And I 

don't believe in miracles. Except this one. 

(pause) 

13 x 39 = 707. I'd like to escape the progression of all these days — the Mondays child, 

Tuesdays child, Wednesdays, Thursdays, Fridays, Saturdays and Sundays - this multiplication 

table of a ufe, just fly away on a jet plane, wouldn't know if I'd be back again, get on a 707 

and with me on that silver bird, all forty odd — peculiar - years of me, I could compulsive 

obsess all the way to paradise, I've never been to paradise, I've only been to me - and I'd be 

sitting there in first class sipping from one of those cute litde botdes, straight out of the tiny 

botde - Tina means tiny, in Italian I think, and that's all she ever was to me, tiny. 

I almost called them Danielle, Debbie, and Donna after Danielle Steele, Debbie 

Reynolds, and Donna Douglas who played Ellie May Clampett on "The Beverley Hillbillies." 

We watch the re-runs. Sometimes when we go camping we put a rocker in the back of the 

pickup that we pull our vintage Scamper trailer with and we sit there, my dad on the rocker 

and me and the twins sitting around him and Jack driving us down to Sandaraska Beach and 

we sing the theme song to "The Beverly Hillbillies." 

(sings) 

wanna tell you all a story bout a man namedJed 
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a poor mountaineer barely kept his family fed 

and then one day he was shoo tin' at some food 

and up through the ground came a bubblin' crude 

oil that is, black gold, Texas tea 

When she was 7, Tammy used to laugh when we got to the mountaineer part cuz she 

thought we were talkin' about someone's ear - a mountain ear - and she'd laugh and pull her 

own ear or her grandpas and she'd say "mountain ear" and sing the line - (sings) "a poor 

mountain ear barely kept his family fed" - and she'd laugh this high pitched laugh, like a htde 

dog barking, and we'd ah start to laugh with her and it got worse every year, (becomes very 

emotional) and we would forget what we were laughing about, but as soon as we sang we'd 

start to laugh all over just as hard, even harder, and for such a long time our eyes started to 

water and without knowing it we were living examples of how close laughter is to tears. 

(sings) 

Well the fìrst thing ya know oldJed's a millionaire 

the kin folks said "Jed, move away from there" 

they said Califomey is the place ya oughta be 

so he loaded up his truck and he moved to Beverly 

Hills that is - swimmin pools, movie stars 

Like my dad I'm a country girl at heart but I can put on airs with the best of them and sound 

very intellectual. But before long people realize I'm a hick and they don't really get it. 

How can this brilliant academic be such a hick. They tell me I am a split personality. 

People expect me to be one way. I start out one way, then I get different. Like whats-is 

name in Julius Caesar. Brutus, Cassius, Casca - one of those pricks. We were poor for a 
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long time, dad was going to school. He finally graduated, teacher's college, got a good 

job 

in a high school, Mom dies when I'm 12, - on the brink of a brighter economic future, 

hrist! - and my whole hfe changes - everything — a new environment, new friends, 

mixing with kids whose parents had always had money. But the traces of those first 

twelve years were with me, stall are. It's the way I was raised, (pause) My mother was a 

strong woman, very conflicted and very strong. She taught me to be tolerant and then 

accepting. She'd always say to me: 

"The road to acceptance is paved with tolerance. Don't get stopped on that road, 

don't take a detour, or you'll never get there. But you just keep following that road 

girl. It never ends but it leads back home cuz there is no home child, it is always 

on the horizon. Make that road your home." 

It's the way I was raised, (pause) Mama never felt accepted, just tolerated. She did not 

like to be tolerated. She thought tolerance was an interim word, and that what she really 

needed was to be accepted. With a black mother and a white daddy, she felt the pressure to 

be completely accepted for what she was, but people couldn't see it, literally and figuratively, 

they just didn't understand. Like in that movie her and Dad used to watch together and 

laugh at the part where the mulatto girl - Mama hated that word - says to the rich white 

woman. 

(As she says the following speech from the fílm "Pinky" a projection of the scene 

comes up on both of the screens and the effect is a kind oflip sync with Jeanne 

Crain, as 'Pinky', silendy mouthing the words that the performer speaks) 

'What am I then? You tell me. You're the ones who set the standards. You whites. You're the ones that 
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judge people by the color of their skins. So by jour own standards, the only ones that matter tojou. I'm 

as white as you are. That's why you all hate me. What should I do? Dye my face. Grovel and shovel. Say 

Yas'm and No'm, marry a man like Jake Waters. Carry a ra^or in my stocking so I won't upset you. " 

Mama would laugh and say -"Shit, that's the Cinderella version. It was a lot tougher than 

that. She woulda bin shot before she had the chance to get that whole speech out of her." 

Then she'd start reciting, and as she recited she would laugh and laugh and laugh. I was so 

young, I didn't understand. I tried to figure out the punch line so I could laugh too, but I 

liked seeing Mama so happy. Daddy told me the story over and over again after Mama died. 

(laughs as she recites from the film 'Pinky' - in her Mama's voice - and draws the 

objects, i.e. - basket, ironing board irons, wood stove - she speaks of on the chalk 

board as she comes to them in the speech — same effect as above occurs on the two 

screens) 

'There's an old colored woman who can't read or write, a woman people around here call A.unt Dicey. There's the 

basket she carries her clothes in. There's the ironing board she uses. And those are the heavy irons she heats on that old 

wood stove. Year in and year out she's washed and ironed and carried her clean clothes to people's back doors, through 

rain and cold and the heat of summer, and she saved her money and lived on the scraps white people gave her. Why? 

For me. So she could send me off to school. So I could become a nurse. So her grand daughter could be spared the kind 

of life she's had to live . . . Yes, her grand daughter. Now you understand. My name is Pinky. " 

(pause) 

I wish my Mama had lived to meet Jack. She would have liked him - probably would 

have flirted with him. Always said she wished she'd married a black man. But she had no 

complaints about Daddy. 

Mama was a philosopher, wrote hide cookbooks laced with words of wisdom. Like 
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anecdotes and stories. Even included recipes for things like lotions, mouthwash, toothpaste. 

I'll never forget one part Mama used to recite from memory when she was really happy. 

She'd swoop around the house like some cross between a French aristocrat and a 

southern Belle, with a table cloth ttailing from her apron and a pie plate or a spatula in her 

hand -

"Beauty, as it should be, is another problem that is fairly well covered 

in the [helpful] hints. To Whiten the Arms, A lotion to Remove Freckles, A 

remedy for Tender Feet or Fingertips . . . how they all bring back a faint but 

heady memory of the great belles, and heavy swags, and pink candle-shades 

and cigars-with-the-port! 

But when the belles grew less so, and their hair a h'ttle thin at 

the sides of the pompadours, did they really rub their scalps with onion 

juice several times a week? Did they (could they) put gasohne h'berally 

on their heads daily and coconut oil three times a week, if their gilded 

tresses finally began to fall in earnest? 

Or did they retire to their boudoirs, read a [helpful] hint entitled, 

starkly, Nervous Breakdown, and proceed to develop all its carefully 

detailed phenomena?" (140) 

Mama often paraphrased Ms. Fisher in her own books. Her advice to me on 

tolerance and acceptance - that was part of the dedication for her first cook book. She 

called it "Having My Cake and Eating it Too." But she never got her own books published 

- that will be a job for me in my old age - just made them herself and gave them to friends. 
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I still go to people's houses and there are eight or twelve of mama's 

twenty four books. Mama's big number was 24-12 times 2 is 24, 12 times 12 = 124 

(laughs). On a special htde shelf usually in the kitchen, (becomes distracted and begins 

to recite) 

"Mother put the sugar on a very high shelf, one day I reached it all by myself, just as 

I was reaching in came Mother, now the sugar's on a shelf higher than the other" 

(pause) 

Dear God, all those cook books, some of them all greasy from being too close to the 

cooking, and we'll sit down to dinner and the lady of the house will say, "now I want you to 

guess which dish is from one of your mother's books." And I always get it wrong cuz mama 

never made any of those dishes at home. We fended for ourselves. She was too busy 

philosophizing to actually be a chef. Oh she cooked, but nothin fancy, nothing I'd 

remember. I remember Mama's words, not her dishes. But I guess her recipes help other 

people. They certainly add a dish to every table of the large circle of friends she reigned over 

during her short but mesmerizing hfe. 

Daddy calls her mesmerizing when he reminisces about her. She was his southern 

belle. He has this theory that if she had hved longer, to see the triplets, that Tina would 

never have left to join mama. WeU, how does he know she went to join mama? He just 

prefers to think she's dead. I still think I'll just walk up to her one day on the beach at 

Sandaraska, get up out of my daddy's rocking chair and step down from the back of that 

pickup truck and there she'll be in the distance, like a blue impressionist painting with 

strokes of white underpainting defining her hat and dress - and that will be Tina, a pretty 

grown up lady strolling along the beach and I'll wander over to her and we'll start to chat 
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and then we'll just wander off into the rest of the Hfe that we've never had, where we left 

off, 

so to speak. 

Tina!? You disappeared in the park one day and I do not beheve that you were hurt 

or that you died. I beheve someone so filled with love and loss that they became cruel 

snatched you away. The flashlight in my heart is still searching for you in parks and 

dreams and numbers, pacing the aisles of grocery stores, counting cows and Volkswagens. I 

count cows and cars from the half opened window of a foreign automobile. Porsches - the 

quality of mercy is not strained - imaginary Bugatis, Isadora's scarf hanging sadly in the 

spokes - Lamberghini, Jaguar, Rolls Royce. 

(pause to think for a moment) 

The numerology of all these days, the inchoate voice that channels itself through this 

woman, my voice, appropriated through so much experience and history, the jokes we keep 

on telling, the mispronunciations and the botched equations that level cities and people and 

minds, that bursting cloud of Tina above me, the aftermath, the slaughter of all the'days we 

call a hfe. And for me the road only leads to one place, home, the place I'll never be so long 

as I always know that when I get there Tina won't be sitting on the carpet with her errant 

twins, always crawling away to be on her own and then one day, barely able to walk 

snatched away from me by so much love and cruelty. 

(pause) 

I have a dream about this pretty barren white woman and her white husband - Mama 

wasn't white but my Daddy is - pulling up in their luxury compact car to the curb by the park 

and these translucent white people get out of their car and begin to wander toward Tina -
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and one of them speaks to her very sweedy and they offer her a dolly and off they go 

with her into their posh white tolerant lives. Well by god, I'll find them somewhere, and I 

won't tolerate them. I will accept them for what they are - thieves, child robbers. 

(pause) 

"From antiquity mathematics has focused on the concepts of number, 

magnitude, order andform,. Even in the earliest civilisations. . . Egypt, 

Babylon and China, the need for a calendar in connection with agriculture 

led to the cultivation of mathematics beyond the simple requirements of commerce 

(249) . . . [But] the endowment of numbers with hidden meanings or magical 

properties [number mysticism] (304), found in Ancient Greece and China — the 

attribution of maleness andfemaleness to the odd and even numbers, respectively. " 

I will steal back all of the order and form they took from me — the magnitude of a single lost 

child magical properties and all! 

Prime numbers - 2, 3, 5, 7, 9, 11, 13, 17, 19. A number is prime if its only 

divisors are unity and itself. (305) And then, in his 19th year, someone like Jack comes along 

and says something stupid like I love you — those three stupid litde words - I love you. And 

I am 26, an older woman, and the world shakes just a litde, and then he says, 13 years later 

now, at 39. He's still a boy at 32 - men are boys until they are forty, at the very least. Girls 

called evetything but - are forced to be women from birth. Jack, at 32 says, out of the clear 

blue sky, the same sky he keeps picking the same phrases from over and over and over again 

— he exclaims -

"I have never been enough of a priority in your life" 
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Angry at first, then mostly sad - sadness that builds up at the intersections in your heart 

and 

numbers as affectations flood in and before you know it you are that person sitting forlorn 

on a corner somewhere muttering - those numbers - because even in your madness you had 

the sense to focus on one numerical obsession, to not give in to the temptation, even in 

madness, to this tiling, this gorge - not to give in to all the voices - 24681012 times 12 is 

one hundred and twenty four! - all the conflicting categories that finally someone just looks 

at and says, out of the clear blue sky, the same sky they keep saying tilings out of over 

and over and over again — 

"my god, you're such a clever woman, what has happened to you? 

But you know, I always had the sneaking suspicion - there were htde 

clues along the way. I always thought you would bounce back, be 

your old self again. Apparendy not." 

Bounce back!? So I'm a rubber ball now . Old self? I was too young when it aU came down, 

never old enough to be an old self for the love of God! And bounce back to my old self for 

what? To make Mr. Young Prick a priority - who has far too many "priorities" himself? 

Jack, fuck, the father of my triplets for Christ's sake! The luck of the draw. To get knocked 

up by your best friend's husband and to have his godforsaken triplets! His wife doesn't even 

mind. Val! Christ! Have a rainbow day honey. Just keep your head stuck in that pot of gold. 

Everything will be just fine and dandy. 

Val says she misses Tina too and I'm sure she does but I sure as hell don't need to 

hear it from the wife of my lost child's father. The incestuous lexicon of suffering and loving 

and conjugating verbs and solving equations. Fuck!!! Sometimes she must feel like a 
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motherless child. In her heart she must know that that loving cruel white woman and her 

husband are not her real parents. I wonder if they look like her? Tina was very light. They'll 

be surprised some day when they find out she's a litde black girl. 

(laughs as she recites) 

Mj mother bore me in the southern wild, 

And I am black, but 01 my soul is white; 

White as an angel is the English child, 

But I am black, as if bereav'd of light. 

. . . And thus I say to the little English boy: 

When Ifrom black and he from white cloudfree, 

And round the tent of God like lambs wejoy, 

I'll shade him from the heat till he can bear 

To lean in joy upon ourfather's knee; 

And then I'll stand and stroke his silver hair, 

And be like him, and he will be like me. (723) 

William Blake, 200 years ago. 1789. 7 quatrains, 28 lines - but 1/ am black/ as if/ bereav'd/ 

of light - dada dada dada dada dada - AB AB ABAB AB AB AB AB ABAB ABAB ABAB. 

Wild child, white light. Fuck! 

Dad always says that all white people look alike. People end up looking like their 

children and their dogs whether they're related or not. Maybe they look just like her, but not 

as lost. A pretty thirteen year old lost somewhere in this godforsaken child stealing country. 

I swam four laps today. Ordinarily I swim forty. But today, I got to thimking, on my 
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third lap, all that nice warm water surrounding me, four's a solid number. A very young 

number, and even though my Tina was gone before she was four, well, I can't blame that on 

a number barely old enough to tie it's own shoe. Four doesn't know what's coming. It might 

be a htde suspicious, but it doesn't really know what's about to happen to it, that it will 

become 14, and 14 will have foUowed thirteen and all the mysticism - the magical properties 

- the superstition that comes with thirteen. And three doesn't know, really has no idea, it's 

- all just sight and sound, but it's way too young a number to be able to even grasp in the 

simplest way that it will be a big part of thirteen, it will be the most important part, of what 

makes thirteen, thirteen. The unluckiest number of them all. Why!? 

Four just seemed like such a nice warm number to swim, four hps, like now, as I am 

about to turn forty, it's a middle number, not an old number, and it knows what came before 

and that there will be a respite, a last relaxing numerology of all the days that takes me back 

to thirteen, and then fourteen, and even by the time you get to 29 you are reaUy only barely 

out of the loop and once you are you breathe this incredible sigh of rehef and say in your 

heart, there is time, time to breathe, time to enjoy something of what hfe has left me -my 

beautiful twins - but then this terrible mythology, this rehance upon numbers and equations 

that you keep hoping will one day add up to everything you've lost, aU the time knowing that 

it never really can but hoping even so, even harder than if you really believed it could happen 

because you have to breathe very hard to imagine aU of the impossibilities you long for. 

Every day I cannot imagine hfe without Tina and everyday I hve without her. What is that? 

What is happening when the thing that sets up a beginning for your hfe disappears - ends -

and your hfe insists upon proceeding - dragging you along, helpless but breathing, over 

functioning in the face of sheer inertia. When numbers begin to multiply. You can count on 
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me, can I count on you? 

(pause) 

"The combined ages of Mary and Ann are 44 years, and Mary is twice as 

old as Ann will be when Ann is three times as old as Mary was when Mary was 

three times as old as Ann. How old is Anni" The question: How old is Anni has 

long since become a household byword; It is known to have been asked as early 

as 1789, [the same year that William Blake wrote his Songs of Experience, inclucling 

The Little Black Boy.]" ** (26) 

(lights begin to fade music fades in once hghts have faded to black 

Music - Little Jimmy Scott singing "Sometimes I Feel Like a Motherless Child" — as 

music fades in the Blake poem from the beginning is projected back on the screen 

behind) 

Sometimes I feel like a motherless child I guess I'll go back home 

Sometimes I feel like a motherless child 

Sometimes I feel like a motherless child 
END 

A long way from home 

A long way from home 

This world out here is lonely and cold 

This world out here is lonely and cold 

This world out here is lonely and cold 

I guess l'Ugo back home 
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F I G U R E F I V E 
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(Martha Cockshutt designed a later version of this costume with a bodice that 

reveals the male chest - except for the altered "cleavage" the bodice and skirt are 

identical to the one shown in figure five) 
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Endnotes 

1 Although traditionally perceived as visual art forms, Dada and Surrealist artists often 
utilized elements of performance as foundational exercises that influenced their sculpture 
and painting. See Roselee Goldberg's Performance Art: From Futurism to the Present 
for a more in depth discussion of these influences. Like Goldberg, I recognize the 
influence of many aesthetic forms (e.g. visual art, dance) in performance art. Goldberg 
writes: "Despite the fact that most of what is written today about the work of the 
Futurists, Constructivists, Dadaists and Surrealists continues to concentrate on the art 
objects produced by each period, it was more often than not the case that these 
movements found their roots and attempted to resolve problematic issues in 
performance. When the members of such groups were in their twenties or early thirties, 
it was in performance that they tested their ideas, only later expressing them in objects" 
(Goldberg 8). 

2 For purposes of this project I am discussing the performance monologue as an aspect 
of performance art. The monologue's roots in traditional theatre, as a primarily verbal 
means of expression, differ sharply from other aspects of performance art less 
dependent upon the written word. Nevertheless, the many aesthetics that comprise the 
overall category of performance art render it a near relation to theatre as theatre itself 
continues to embrace diverse elements of performance art. Goldberg writes: 
"[Performance] draws freely on any number of disciplines and media - literature, poetry, 
theatre, music, dance, architecture and painting, as well as video, film, slides, and 
narrative — for material, deploying them in any combination. Indeed, no other artistic 
form has such a boundless manifesto, since each performer makes his or her own 
definition in the very process and manner of execution" (Goldberg 9). In the twenty-first 
cenrury many traditional theatrical productions continue to utilize elements of video, 
painting, dance, etc. that render this ancestral bond between performance and theatre a 
two way street. 

3My discussion of performance art attempts to locate a definitional center for the form 
that is, by its very nature, de-centered, thereby rendering it a multi-disciplinary aesthetic 
that finds its roots within a number of disciplines without restricting itself to a single 
form. However, I will later discuss, in more detail, the ways in which some performance 
artists, such as myself, do make aesthetic choices that tend to place our work within an 
aesthetic site that does appear to be rooted more within theatre than other art forms. See 
Battcock and Nickas (eds) for a more detailed discussion of contemporary examples of 
performance art that reveal this multi-disciplinary aspect: "This should not preclude our 
seeing that the distinction between conventional theatre and this new form of theatre, 
performance art, is sometimes very slight. The work of Mabou Mines is considered by 
most critics and her peers to be performance, but it is so close to conventional theatre 
that the difference is negligible. Spalding Gray is another artist in this category. [His 
work is] so close to theatre that one could . . . call [it] that. Yet there is something in [his 
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work] that is avant-garde (if that word still has meaning), that distinguishes [it] from, for 
example, the works of Beckett or Ionesco" (Battcock Nickas eds. 122). 

4 Both John Leguizamo and Spalding Gray have gained internadonal acclaim through the 
production of video treatments of their performance work. This takes the whole notion 
of performance art, and the performance monologue, into a new realm of expression 
whereby the traditional definition - described by Goldberg as "live art by artists" 
(Goldberg 9) - although historically accurate, does not acknowledge the route from stage 
to video that many performance artists have taken in the past several years. 

3 See Michael Meyer's Ibsen on File and Michael Egan's Ibsen: The Critical  
Heritage, for detailed discussions of productions that altered the original text and 
opted for a "happy ending" (Meyer 33-36). 

6 These modes of resistance have been described at length by Jill Dolan in The Feminist  
Spectator As Critic: "Split Britches productions are known for their often eclectic 
combinations of fastidious attention to realistic detail with bizarre flights of surrealistic 
fancy. In their signature piece, Split Britches (1983), the stultifying daily routine of three 
rural women is captured by repetitive dialogue and long pauses, then suddenly 
interrupted by bursts of energy and narrative color. . . . [In] Upwardly Mobile Home . . . 
surreal, imaginative monologues . . . break the fourth wall. . . Shaw direcdy addresses the 
audience, asking them if their seats are comfortable, and if they are getting what they 
paid for. She makes the audience aware that it is separate from her fantasy, disrupting the 
normal theatre convention that requires suspension of disbelief (Dolan, Feminist 72-
76). 

7 Linda Hutcheon discusses this idea of "History and/as Intertext" in the collection of 
essays Future Indicative: Literary Theory and Canadian Literature. Her insights make 
concise connections to post-modernism and reveal indirect connections to the ways in 
which theatre utilizes historical forms (e.g. Brecht, Realism) in order to create new 
aesthetic strategies applicable to "both artistic practice and theoretical discourse. 
Postmodernism in both areas is fundamentally paradoxical: in both we find masterful 
denials of mastery, totalizing negations of totalization. The conventions of discourse are 
used and abused, inscribed and subverted, asserted and denied" (Moss, ed. 169). 

8 In Producing Marginality Wallace has clearly stated his debt to feminist theory when he 
states, "I have quoted Dolan at length for one important reason: the feminist theories 
she describes, while not limited to women in their application, have been formulated to 
address issues more crucial to women than to men. These theories benefit me, but they 
can never be 'mine' in the sense that they are 'hers.' Nevertheless, I consider that my 
personal experience as a gay man aligns me with Dolan and other feminist critics in more 
than academic discourse " (Wallace 29). Wallace goes on to quote Dolan's assertion that 
" Feminist postmodernist performance theories . . . encourage spectators to think 
differendy about. . . the comfortable conventions of realism" (29). 
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9 This is not to suggest that these bodies are not transient, risky, or mutable. I am 
suggesting that queer performance art gives these states a positive site to exist within. 

"' The idea of performance art being a "queer" art form is intended as a way in to my 
later discussion of my own work in relation to the work of other contemporary 
performance artists who fit, by degree, into a broad definitional approach to the term 
"queer." For an interesting discussion of performance artists who fit into this broad area 
see "An Introductor)- Conversation" in O Solo Homo): "In the wake of [the NEA] 
debate even people who'd never seen a show began to get a sense of what performance 
art is: 'queer.'. . . But wait, aren't there plenty of performance artists who may not be 
poster children for family values but are at least undeniably heterosexual? Just think of 
the forms most feted practitioners: Spalding Gray, Laurie Anderson, Guillermo Gomez-
Pena, and Eric Bogosian. These artists — who do very different kinds of work — have 
been so well received that nobody calls their work 'performance art' anymore; they've 
been promoted to making 'theatre.' There's a pejorative connotation to the term 
"performance art," a sense that it is a junior achievement art form, a warm-up to making 
real art, or just a phase some of us had to go through" (Hughes & Román 8). 

1 1 For an illustration of how the term "queer" has come to signify an array of detailed 
subject positions that do not necessarily relate to a specifically gay/lesbian agenda, see 
Eve Kosofsky Sedgwick's essay "Queer and Now" (3-18). 

1 2 Both Gray's and Leguizamo's work will be discussed in further detail in a later section. 

1 3 The perlocutionary speech act has been articulated by J.L. Austin in How To Do  
Things With Words and Judith Buder in Excitable Speech. Basically, the perlocutionary 
speech act exists within a non-juridical site where the effect of the words has no 
immediate legal effect. This is significant in that " Saying something will often, or even 
normally, produce certain consequential effects upon the feelings, thoughts, or actions of 
the audience, or of the speaker, or of other persons: and it may be done with the design, 
intention, or purpose of producing them; and we may then say, thinking of this, that the 
speaker has performed an act in the nomenclature of which reference is made either... 
only obliquely, or even. . . not at all, to the performance of the locutionary or 
illocutionary act. We shall call the performance of such an act of this kind the 
performance of a 'perlocutionary' act, and the act performed, where suitable . . . a 
perlocution" (Austin 101). Judith Buder further articulates these claims when she says 
that, "According to the perlocutionary view, words are instrumental to the 
accomplishment of actions, but they are not themselves the actions which they help to 
accomplish" (Buder Excitable 44). 

1 4 Diamond's use of the term catharsis differs from Aristode's definition in that it does 
not refer to the structured plot requirements of a true Aristotelian tragedy. Nevertheless, 
her revised definition allows for the possibility, as seen in the above quote, and at length 
in her essay, of a catharsis for both the performing subject and the viewing subject. 
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Finley literally pleads with her audience to acknowledge her pain, and the pain of other 
women, as she tries to alleviate theirs by representing suffering and commenting upon it. 

1 5 For a detailed discussion of these techniques see Stanislavski's An Actor Prepares and 
Building A Character. 

1 6 As stated earlier, the perlocutionary performative embodied by theatre and 
performance does not have an immediate effect, therefore opening up any speculation 
regarding "taking control" of racist ideology as an aim of performance. 

In the preface to Spic-O-Rama Leguizamo describes some of the problems 
encountered when the video version of the performance piece was being considered by 
various networks. The title became a contentious issue that stopped some networks from 
airing the video. (Leguizamo xxvii) 

1 8 In the opening credits for the published version of Leguizamo's work he includes 
David Katz as co-writer, thereby further complicating the notion of autobiography as it 
apphes to his form of solo performance art. 

1 91 mean "performance text" in its broadest sense; the overall mise en scene that 
includes script, particular performance within a "run" of performances, audience 
response, etc. 

211 The notion of an "always already" of feminine gender identification has been taken up 
in a particularly interesting way in Buder's Gender Trouble. She says that "the 
production of 'identity' through an imitation that is always already expropriated and 
elsewhere. Hence, Women' who perform femininity are as much 'in drag' as 'men' " 
(Buder Gender 89). Buder's discussion relates to the use of male-to-female drag in 
Leguizamo's work in particular, as Leguizamo is a prime example of the parodied 
feminine subject as an illustration of a culturally gendered position that is already, in a 
sense, a parody of itself due to a misogynist gaze that simultaneously admires and 
deplores, by degree, the construction of ferniriinity upon the physical body. Peggy Shaw's 
work reveals this love-hate relationship in an especially layered form and complicates 
further the whole idea of the "always already" of any given body. 

2 1 In Peterson's insightful discussion of straight white male performance art he makes a 
number of fascinating remarks concerning the privileging and construction of 
masculinity on and off stage: "If only the narrowest depictions of femininity are usually 
admitted as content of the straight white male monologue, masculinity itself is somewhat 
more broadly examined. Earlier I spoke of a recuperative 'opening up' of normative 
heterosexuahty. Again, because straight male culture tends to see (hetero) sexuality as 
constitutive of proper (male) gender performance, that description apphes as well to the 
works' exploration of masculinities that are not stricdy normative" (Peterson 144-145). 
This discussion seems particularly apt when discussing Peggy Shaw's powerful and 
ambiguous masculine presence on stage. 
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See page two of this dissertation for Hutcheon's discussion of "a marginal or 'ex-
centric' position with regard to the central or dominant culture, because the paradox of 
underlining and undermining cultural 'universals'. . . implicidy challenges any notions of 
centrality (and centralization of) culture." (Hutcheon 3) This notion of "ex-centricity" is 
particularly appropriate when describing Peggy Shaw's performing body, as she 
simultaneously occupies a centred and de-centered position within traditional structures 
of corporeal femininity and masculinity. 

2 3 This quotation speaks direcdy to the idea of the perlocutionary performative as it 
moves in a particularly social and ^determinate way through the very social forum of 
theatre and performance art. 

2 4 See Roselee Goldberg's Performance Art: From Futurism to the Present for a variety 
of fascinating early to mid-twentieth century examples of performance art that resist the 
conventions of the performance monologue. One example is described as follows: 
"Cunningham and others danced through the aisles chased by an excited dog. 
Rauschenberg flashed 'abstract' slides (created by coloured gelatine sandwiched between 
the glass) and film clips projected onto the ceiling showed first the school cook, and 
then, as they gradually moved from the ceiling down the wall, the setting sun. In a 
corner, the composer Jay Watt played exotic musical instruments and 'whisdes blew, 
babies screamed and coffee was served by four boys dressed in white" (Goldberg 126-7). 
This is an especially fascinating example because it pre-dates (1952) traditional 
assumptions regarding the beginnings of twentieth-century performance art (1970s) and 
represents a prime example of an "experimental" art form that resists the text-based 
requirements of both realist theatre and the performance monologue. 

2 After a performance of What Dreadful Things To Say About Someone Who Has Just  
Paid For My Lunch in the early nineties at Trent University, as part of a theatre history 
course, Professor Veronica Hollinger remarked that my characterizations and overall 
performance techniques struck her as being an example of a performance artist who "re
presents representation." This seems direcdy related to my assertions regarding Garber's 
notion of "the naturalness of the sign" (Garber 40) and the ways in which the 
performance monologue in particular calls this "naturalnesss" into question. 

2 6 As a white subject my performance art cannot be literally referred to as "post-
colonial," and yet, my body, in a sense, is colonized by traditional notions of the body 
thereby rendering my performance work a kind of "post-colonial" response to the 
traditional gendered texts that I resist. 

2 7 What Dreadful Things To Say About Someone Who Has Just Paid For My Lunch has 
been performed many times over the past ten years in excerpted form. These "excerpts" 
however have been presented as mini-performance monologues that represent a full 
narrative segment of the overall text - a text that depends upon a fragmented quality that 
can both work as distinct "stories" as well as interconnected stories reliant upon the 
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repetition of emotional and physical narrative and acting technique. 

2 8 Cockshutt has designed all of the costumes for my performance work over the past 
ten years and has played an integral part in the development of an overall performance 
text (mise en scene) that is significantly enhanced by costumes that relate direcdy to texts 
that consistenti}- refer to the body as a site for a form of positive gender dysphoria. 

2 9 This element of dressing/undressing onstage with no attempt to take part in 
traditional costume changes that go unnoticed by the audience is a conscious example of 
how my performance work utilizes techniques that clearly demonstrate the idea of the 
body and gender as something that cannot always "signify monohthically" (Sedgwick 
Tendencies 8). The costumes utilized have been designed as dresses that reveal a male 
chest by cutting the bodice below the nipples, thereby taking part in a kind of "drag" 
that neither ascribes maleness or femaleness to the human body through clothing. 
Historically, this form of drag has been referred to as "gender fuck" performance. 

3 0 In the case of the "Thai boys" sequence cited above the intended performative effect 
is to create a serio-comic depiction of an actual racist incident, thereby throwing an 
unflattering light upon the character of the "executive boyfriend" and challenging racist 
notions regarding particular Asian subjects. 

J l In Vested Interests: Cross-Dressing and Cultural Anxiety7 Garber has discussed 
transvestism as "the disruptive element that intervenes, not just a category crisis of male 
and female, but the crisis of category itself (Garber 17). This idea of category itself as a 
crisis relates to the idea of bisexuality as a cursed category that complicates traditional 
notions of both gender and sexuality by locating sexual desire within socially 
unconventional bodily sites according to gender identity. . 

3 2 See Freud's essay Mourning and Melancholia for a detailed psychoanalytic description 
of what he means by Melanchoha. Freud writes: "Let us now apply to melancholia what 
we have learnt about mourning. In one set of cases it is evident that melanchoha too may 
be the reaction to the loss of a loved object. Where the exciting causes are different one 
can recognize that there is a loss of a more ideal kind. The object has not actually died, 
but has been lost as an object of love" (Freud 252). 

3 3 My early erotic fascination with both parents finds expression in other performance 
work. For example, in a later production of What Dreadful Things To Say About Who  
Has Just Paid For My Lunch I included an elegiac poem that recounts early childhood 
erotic perceptions of both my mother and father. These memories suggest traces of 
bisexual perception through memory. 

3 4 In J.L. Austin's How To Do Things With Words the iUocutionary speech act is located 
within a juridical site where words accomplish, legally, what they say. The example of "I 
do" from the wedding ceremony is a prime example of the Elocutionary performative. 
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Needless to say, I am referring here to the famous line uttered by Blanche near the end 
of A Streetcar Named Desire when she is led, by a doctor, from a non-juridical 
performative site (her sister's apartment in the French Quarter) to the juridical 
performative site of an asylum for the clinicaUy insane. 

1 6 I am suggesting here that the subject position of the effeminate gay male, within my 
version of the homosocial triangle, intersects with the subject position of the biological 
female in Sedgwick's version. This idea of intersection is crucial because it demands that 
only similarities occur, but the two subject positions remain dissimilar in many ways. 

3 7 For a fascinating example of the use of what I have termed "compromised/ victimized 
femininity'' contained within the "triangular model" see Daniel Maclvor's play Never  
Swim Alone. Unlike my use of Sedgwick's theory, Maclvor seems to have followed 
closely the notion that the beloved standing at the apex of the erotic rivalry must always 
be female. The stage setting for Maclvor's work has been consistently set up in order to 
make clear this triangular model. I do not know whether Maclvor was aware of 
Sedgwick's theories when he was writing Never Swim Alone. Nevertheless, the theories 
are brilliantly revealed in a theatrical form in his work. 2-2-Tango. another piece by 
Maclvor, plays out this triangular formation in a way more akin to my version, as it 
focuses on the desire of two gay men for a younger male. 

3 8 In "Notes on 'Camp,' " from a collection of essays entitled Against Interpretation. 
Susan Sontag describes camp in a variety of ways that seem extremely appropriate to this 
project in general and the monologue "So Much For The Sky" in particular. The 
following selections from her "notes" illustrate ways in which camp operates as an 
aesthetic and emotional strategy that I feel is relevant to all of the monologues that 
comprise this dissertation: "things are campy, not when they become old - but when we 
become less involved in them, and can enjoy, instead of be frustrated by, the failure of 
the attempt. But the effect of time is unpredictable . . . Maybe Method Acting will be 
camp some day. . . And maybe not. . . Camp, is wholly aesthetic . . . Camp and tragedy 
are antitheses . . . There is seriousness in Camp . . . and, often, pathos . . . The whole 
point of Camp is to dethrone the serious . . . Camp [knows] that 'sincerity' is not enough 
. . . the lover of Camp, appreciates vulgarity . . . Homosexual have pinned their 
integration into society on promoting the aesthetic sense. Camp is a solvent of morality. 
It neutralizes moral indignation, sponsors playfulness. . . People who share this 
sensibility are not laughing at the thing they label as 'a camp,' they're enjoying it. Camp is 
a tender feeling" (Sontag Interpretation 274-292). Although I find Sontag's notes 
oversimplified at times I feel that they are extremely useful as a way of reading "Camp" 
as it appears in my work. 

The title of Feindel's piece is contained within one of the stripper's monologues: 
"Look what happened to that stripper that was raped; judge says, "Well, she's from a 
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particular class of women whose profession it is to promote lust" (Singular Voices 174). 
See Singular Voices: Plays In Monologue Form for a collection of monologues, all by 
women writers, for a production history of and introduction (by the author) to A 
Particular Class of Women. 

4 0 In some productions of The Vagina Monologues transgendered male-to-female 
subjects have performed. 

4 1 Salad Days is comprised of a series of seamless, interconnected stories about the 25 
year relationship between a younger cross-dressed gay male and an older heterocentric 
gay male. Interventions into feminist discourse occur when the younger gay male relates 
his feelings regarding the issue of female genital mutilation as seen in Alice Walker's 
book, Possessing The Secret of Joy. Salad Days is an example of the way in which I have 
created a fictional character's life narrative through the use of details from my own life. 

4 2 See page 42 of this dissertation for a discussion of Dolan's assertions regarding "the 
cultural elite" and a "playground of feminine emotions." 
4 3 As Robert Kroetsch has stated in The Hornbooks of Rita K . "Autobiography is not 
memory" (Kroetsch Hornbooks 23). 

4 4 See Baudrillard's America for a discussion of the vanishing point as a metaphor for the 
idea of repetition. This relates to the central metaphor (travel) from the final monologue 
of A Particular Class of Cross-Dresser where the idea of physical movement is related to 
multiple gender and sexual expression. Baudrillard writes: "Beyond a certain point, it is 
movement itself that changes. Movement which moves through space of its own voktion 
changes into an absorption by space itself — end of resistance, end of the scene of the 
journey as such" (Baudrillard 10). 

4 5 On more than one occasion I have been told, by audience members, that the use of 
comedy in Hush is problematic. One audience member, after the first production of the 
show, told me, in a lighthearted manner, that I was insane. 

4 6 In some performances of Hush I have used slides that have been taken form Kim F. 
Hall's book Things of Darkness: Economies of Race and Gender In Early Modern  
England. For example, a black and white representation of Daniel Myten's portrait of 
Charles I, accompanied by a quotation from Hall's text, gives the audience a broad 
historical context to place my performance within. Beneath a portrait of Charles I that 
includes representadons of black slaves, small dogs, horses, and children, Hall has 
written: " The monkey and dog in the foreground rnimic the stance of the groom and 
the horse and thus may evoke a connection between apes and blacks which became 
more common later" (Hall 236). In another section of her text Hall quotes Edward 
Scobie's work: "Silver or copper collars were riveted round the necks of these black boys 
and in the reign of Queen Anne it was the custom for ladies and gendemen to inscribe 
their coats of arms and ciphers on these collars and to give the blackamoors the same 
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fancy names they gave their lap dogs" (Hall 247). 

4 7 Before the first public presentation of Hush the director and I labored over a program 
note explaining the performative intent of the piece. The experience was both 
frightening and amusing as we witnessed our white selves go through a myriad of 
politically correct, anti-racist emotions. We wrote: "Hush is intended as an anti-racist 
plea for the acknowledgement of intersections that exist between complex and 
oppressive systemic regimes that relegate the 'other' to the margins of white, racist 
culture" (Bateman Hush program notes). 

4 8 In Excitable Speech Buder uses the example of Gangsta Rap in order to illustrate the 
danger of legislating against particular bodies in an attempt to work against potentially 
oppressive racist discourse. She writes: "the turn against the lyrics of gangsta rap may 
also operate as a deflection from a more fundamental analysis on race, poverty and rage, 
and how those conditions are graphically registered in urban African-American popular 
musical genres . . . Unfortunately, it seems that some appropriations of the hate speech 
argument tend to minimize the effects of racial injury while expanding the possible field 
of sexual injur)'; and in the conservative attack on rap, feminist arguments against 
injurious representation appear to be tacidy appropriated. New standards of "decency" 
require that certain conditions of violence not be represented. At the same time, sexual 
injury to women is understood to be under attack not by weakening of rights to 
reproductive freedom and the widespread loss of public assistance, but primarily by 
A frican-American men who sing" (Buder Excitable 23). 

4 9 "I Want To Live" - the tide of a famous Susan Hayward film that has become a gay 
cult classic and is used by a lot of gay comics and female impersonators. 




