Three Dollar Bill

Three short plays on being queer and conservative

By Kirk Wood Bromley

Play 1 - What Are You Thinking, Mary Cheney?
Mary Cheney in her Colorado lodge. Her cell phone rings. She answers it.

Mary Cheney?

She smashes the phone to pieces.

Wrong number. She wanted someone whose lifestyle choices are controlled by the political process, not someone whose lifestyle choices control the political process. How sad, for her. I know what you’re thinking – “She’s got issues. She’s living a lie. She’s a Tutsi Hutu,” and that’s the last time you’ll hear me mention a non-lucrative combat opportunity. Well, guess what? The left is right for once. My issues: 

Taxes – take from the rich and give to the poor ruins them both.

Church and state – separation doesn’t mean divorce.

Education – it’s like penis extensions; if everyone gets one, no one gets one.

The environment – what environment?

War on terror – it doesn’t matter who started it, it matters who can finish it.

Gun control – why not end rape through universal castration?

Abortion – Not my problem.

As for living a lie, sure I’m living a lie, cuz false and happy sure beats sad but true, which is the difference between the have mores and the have mores. And when it comes to gay genocide, what to say but the price is right. Well, that’s what you think, isn’t it?

Would you rather destroy a love disguised or be destroyed by a hate denied? Let me think. I mean it. Let me think.

Monday morning, I’m working at my desk, doing exactly what you think I’d be doing, surreptitiously facilitating the continuous extraction of energy from the mass graves of my homo victims (all that self-hatred makes for a particularly high crude), when I hear a disturbance out my window. Looking, I see two womyn, and that’s womyn with a “why are you such invasive cunts?”, and they’re positioned in a tree just beyond my secure electric perimeter. Waving a rainbow flag…apparently advocating an end to rain…they chant “Mary, Mary, solitary, how does your closet grow?” So, taking up my 28 inch Winchester Select Extreme Elegance, Alabama August in my jeans with the expectancy of mounting their mannish mugs on my trophy wall, and hearing daddy’s faux-Texan drawl, “Where’d ya bag dem bearded lady libruls?” I decide to show them how my closet grows…cocking, I lock my eye on my prey, or, in this case, my gay…and then, for some reason you’ll never get, I’m overcome with a radical sense of restraint. “Mary,” I say, and yes I possess self-awareness, “conservatives kill to gain, not to lose, their freedom. Why send yourself to jail when that’s exactly where the activist judges want you?” So I phone the SS boys who promptly dispose of the arboreal inverts, not without, one can only hope against all due process, a hard hetero handling. That’ll teach them to exercise their quite alienable rights just beyond my secure electric perimeter.

There’s a war on privacy in this country, or is it there’s a war in privacy on this country? Think about it, then tell me what I think.

So, this lesbian walks into the White House and nothing happens.

What’s wrong? Never heard a conservative comic? Can’t laugh when the joke’s on you? There’s another difference between us. A conservative can’t take the throne without being the butt of a joke, or, in my case, the dick of a joke, but we can laugh at ourselves cuz we know that as long as the class clown is allowed to perform in public, the class system is allowed to function in private. So, go ahead. Frown at yourselves. At least you’re honest.

Yesterday I received over 500 pieces of junk mail, and I don’t mean business offers, I mean none of your fucking business offers. Just another case of a homosexual being harassed in the name of ending harassment against homosexuals. I’ll read one (O my unconstitutional God! She can read! What will happen next? Markets creating jobs? Liberals defending liberty? Pride so proud it’s lots its pride?”

“Dear Mary. Fuck you you fucking uncle tom boy. If I ever meet you slag-pimping Whores (sic) Beer at my local Stonewall, I’ll punch you in both your face (sic). I hope your femm (sic) leaves you for Phrank. I hope your dildo votes you out of orifise (sic). I hope your aids get taken literly (sic and wrong). Go to hell, Scary Cheney, and while your (sic) there, tell your dick brain dad he looks like a picklled (sic) dinosor (sic) clit (very sic). Bitch!”

Now there’s someone I want on my team!

A voice calls from outside.

Mary! I’m walking Osama!

That’s Heather, my life partner, as opposed to Dick, my death partner. And when I say partner, I mean we run a law firm – She’s firm below the belt, and I’m above the law. There’s no ring on my finger cuz I only dip it in clean water. Our only certificate is a certificate of deposit in the Ol’ Man Giver Bank. And we don’t touch in public, though we do on occasion beat around the bush. She loves me, I love her, and that’s as close as you’ll get to hitting my softball.

Knock knock. (Who’s there). CIA. (CIA Who?) CIAin’t gonna tell ya.

When we’re not on the road with Operation Big Dick Power Grab, we inhabit this exclusive, plush, beyond-your-wildest-incomes Alpine Lodge, Nowhere, Colorado, USA-social. It keeps us close to what we love the most – the great expendable outdoors, each other, and not you. We like to ski, hike, hunt, and practice animal husbandry. For skiing, we hit the slippery slope of faith-based legislation. We mostly hike in circles around the oil rig screaming like dying sex bunnies while rimming our tart Arab minions with palm grease-lubricated rocket launchers. For hunting, we prefer children, tho we’re only licensed for gym class. But don’t worry, we eat what we kill, like in our fiscal plans, only there you don’t eat and we still kill. Budget? Fudge it. As for animal husbandry, no comment. O, and Osama? That’s our dog. A real obedient bitch, if not for the running away. Yeah, I know. Dykes and their dogs. Her womb’s a diamond dustbowl so she fills her mommy hole by smothering domesticated dingos with six degrees of misdirected affection. Or might I simply feel empowered in the presence of a lesser species? I mean, why else hold the convention in New York?

Put your thinking caps on so you can cap my thinking as we enjoy some more mail chauvinism.

“Hey, Mary. How’s a cannibal castaway like a gay republican? They both ate themselves.”

And now my counter punch line – what do you get when you cross an altruistic liberal with a gay male pornstar? A bunch of bleeding farts.

But let’s talk about hate. Self-hate. Like there’s any other kind. “She hates herself,” which is to say, “she fails to love herself for what I love in her, so I hate her for making me hate my love.” You think I hate myself cuz I don’t act like you, but since when was imitation the sincerest form of identity? If empowering someone who hates your sexuality is self-hatred, then having sex with someone you hate is self-empowering, but you know that’s not true, don’t you? 

You think on your feet so you can step on my toes.

Her cell phone rings. She answers it.

Mary Cheney?

She smashes it to pieces.
So, you’re probably wondering about me and my Dick. My dad, you liberal perverts. Fact is, me and my Dick are as close as two clones can be without wanting to kill each other. Everything I know about depleting irreplaceable resources I learned from my Dick, which either explains my sexual orientation or your electoral failure. My Dick, my Dad. I know what you’re thinking. That’s what she should call her autobiography! “In this riveting blank slate of mock Freudian refutation-cum-impersonal memoir, Mary Cheney – republican insider, lesbian outsider, ideological hard cider – reveals next-to-nothing about her obviously mysterious obsession with staying close to her father while not acting like her mother. I couldn’t put it down cuz they wouldn’t let me.”

Why’d the liberal cross the road? To get to the other side.

See, I don’t need my boss to make my bed. But you won’t take communion unless the priest shoves the wafer up your ass. You protest your local station til it runs a spot on your g-spot. You make the garbage man wear a pin with your picture on it that says, “I love to take shit from so-and-so.” Is that self-love? So be it. I self-hate.

This is me and my Dick in front of a toxic strip mine. Notice the smiles. He was secretary of defense and I was a newly out lesbian, though our similarities don’t end there. My folks took my announcement rather well. Dad said, “That’s okay, I’m too smart to be president,” and mom said, “Please pass the hush.”

Family’s important to me, and as such it’s a value system I actively force onto others, though our similarities don’t end there.

Okay, so I self-hate. What’s new in P-town? I’m gay. Self-hatred is our special skill. To ease our guilt at loving similars, we dream up differences that we can hate, and the greatest difference we know is the one between what we should be and what we are. I mean, if you can’t admit that being gay is the drama of someone who wants to be straight but can’t be, then you’re probably a shopaholic. The self is lost in sameness, so to be found it hates that difference that gives it self, so gays, to love themselves, hate themselves. In difference, fear. In fear, knowledge. In knowledge, self. In self, hate. In hate, power.

You think; therefore, I scam.

Having a parent in politics is like having an imaginary friend that overstays her welcome. Too much superego formation via Crossfire can lead to voices in your head (or talking heads in your voice) telling you to set fire to a cross just to encourage segregation between the white heat of conflict and the black walls of over-stimulation. Hearing mass protesters call your masculine role model “the evil puppet master” inclines a girl to cut her strings so she can tie herself up. Is it any wonder I’m a muff diver when all my life I’ve been told my dick is crooked? 

How is the Israeli Palestinian conflict like the American political scene? Conservatives got think tanks and liberals got think stoners.

I will admit my father has one flaw – lack of ambition. He could be president if he had more hair. Some say he’s not personable enough, but they’ve never met him in person. Then again, we don’t elect “in person” for president, we elect “impersonation” – the man that most accurately reflects what we are because we never became what we might have been. Turns out I’m the only one that wants to be like my Dick. He’s got my vote, I’ve got his inheritance.

How’s my thinking? Dial 1-800-Wrong-Number.

She smashes a cell phone to pieces.
Would you rather destroy a love disguised or be destroyed by a hate denied? Craving love, you deny there’s hatred, so it destroys you. Fearing hatred, you can’t see love, so you destroy it. You either end up living in love but losing your life or you end up losing your love but living your life. Some would rather not live if they kill their love, and some would rather not love if it means they can’t live. Which are you? Which am I? Which is right? Which is left? And what’s the center worth?

But hey, I’m just thinking out loud so you can hear yourself think.

Wanna hear a dirty joke? I wasn’t asking you. Two pigs jump in the mud, and the ACLU sues the police department for racial profiling, cuz the mud wasn’t doin’ nuthin, yo.

I know what you’re thinking – Stupid western hick just doesn’t get it. But I don’t live in the west or the east, I live in the Weast, and out here we’re smart enough to get it but dumb enough to keep it. See, I spend a lot of time with people who are very uncomfortable with me, mostly because everyone’s uncomfortable with me. When I meet a republican, he says, “O, you’re Dick’s daughter.” And I say, “Actually, I’m the daughter with the dick.” And when I meet a democrat, she says, “O, you’re that Nazi Jew!” And I say, “Actually, I’m not Jewish.” And while democrats’ unease comes from meeting a lesbian with a lisp (“Vote Butch!”), republicans are uneasy because they don’t know “what it means.” And were I like you, which I’m not, I’d care what they think, which I don’t, and tell them this:

It means you meet this woman, and you wanna be her man, but you’re a woman, so you throw words to the wind and take shelter.

It means keeping house, and somehow the manly duties still get done.

It means the vibe in the bedroom bounces from awesome to okay to awkward to empty, and back again, again and again, but at least with same-sex sex it isn’t all about sex.

It means sharing things, but fighting over who looks best in what.

It means always having an excuse for not being able to score a man, when in fact you score men all the time – zero, zero, hey, .01, but only with the tits.

It means a seat that’s always down and a guard that’s always up.


It means a whole different sexual lexicon. A rubber is a great masseuse. A hard-on is a pair of jeans from 20 pounds ago. The rhythm method is a bad lesbian festival band. A blowjob means working for a breeder. A dental dam is a long wait at the dentist. Doggy style means a collie with a poodle cut. The pill is your mother. And multiple vaginal orgasms means multiple vaginal orgasms.

It means cuddling in the front room so you can justify spending so much on blinds. 

It means pretending you’re just friends, when that’s pretty much all you are.

It means you don’t quite get the dutchboy thing – cuz when you stick your finger in the dyke, the whole place floods. 

It means men still hit on you, but ouch do you hit back.

It means you’re in love just like straight folks are in love, if being in charge is like being in trouble.

It means…

The alarm goes off. She gets on the intercom.
What is it, Bubba? Inside the secure electric perimeter? Are you sure it’s not Heather? She’s out walking Osama. Okay.  No! This one’s mine.

She grabs her gun.

Activists on the property. Move over, self-hatred. Here comes self-defense.

She shoots and goes to the intercom.

She’s too far, Bubba. Yeah, I see her, but for some reason my scope is off. Skunk her out and drag her in. I’ll prepare the implements.

There’s a war on privacy in this country. What the left doesn’t get is the concept of home. Home Sweet Home, home on the range, homeland, in the privacy of your own home. And while the right might have some issues there as well, with us it’s about partial restrictions on activity, while with you it’s about total restrictions on property. The right doesn’t like the private made public, and the left doesn’t like the private not public. The left says come out, the right says keep out. For me, the choice is easy - Without clothes, there’d be no romance.

What’s democrat short for? Demoted aristocrat. What’s republican short for? In the interest of national security we refuse to release that information.

The way I see it, self-hate is the end zone of selfhood. It’s the unavoidable state of dynamic tension that follows the abandonment of infantile self-love. Mother-love, father-hate, self-love, self-hate, and there you are. Self-love is the process of returning to what you never left and finding out you were never there.

And here’s a letter from a fan shoots back shit I never shot.

Dear Mary,

I am 43 year old woman with two children. After dating men, marrying and divorcing two men, and dating men again, I began a relationship with a woman who now lives with me as my partner. My children accept and love her as a member of our family, and finally, I feel happy in my home. I’m writing you because last week I read that the Secretary of Education, who was appointed by the president, who is served by the vice president, whom you served as campaign manager, had threatened to withdraw federal funding to a public television program if it did not remove a short documentary segment on a family in Vermont headed by two women. It was my family that was the subject of that documentary, and it is my family that will not be appearing on public television because the station acquiesced to the government’s demands and cut the segment in question. I understand you must have feelings of allegiance with your father, and I respect your right to affiliate with the party of your choice, but when that father is a leading figure in that party, and that party engages in extortionist practices against freedom of expression that demean young children and delegitimize their domestic scenario by telling them that their family, the family that feeds and clothes and nurtures them, is in fact shameful and wrong and unworthy of something as basic as representation on television (and, let’s face it, there’s a lot that is arguably far more shameful and wrong and unworthy of representation on television than a happy household), then I must ask you, Mary Cheney, from one woman-loving woman to another woman-loving woman, what are you thinking? Are you so blinded by paternal affection or political ambition or personal self-hatred or financial greed that you can’t see that you are supporting a party that is seeking to destroy you? Can you not see the pain in the homes and the hearts that your career choice is causing? You are shameful and wrong, Mary Cheney, and unworthy of representation, and not because you are a lesbian, which is what your so-called associates believe, but because you humiliate, degrade, and disenfranchise millions of decent adults and innocent children by your promoting politicians that support hatred in order to gain hatred’s support. When my daughter asked me why I was crying after reading the news of the government’s terrorizing ultimatum against an innocent personal choice, I told her that I was worried and scared because I felt helpless in the face of so much hate. But really, Mary, I was crying for you. I was thinking how sad you must be, how confused, how inwardly tortured, yet on you go so calmly with your life, acting as if you’ve made a simple decision. I was crying out of pity for you because all you want is to be close to your father, yet to be close to him you must be far from honest. I do not blame you, Mary, for hurting my children. I blame your father for teaching you how to hurt yourself.

Her cell phone rings. She smashes it without answering it.
Dear pompously naive in Vermont, thanks for thinking of me, or for me, but come to think of it, you seem to think I’m what I’m not, which makes me think I ought to share my thoughts on my father’s thinking, though what he thinks I don’t pretend to know, since, unlike you, I don’t think for, but of him, and when I do, I’m thankful, as he taught me how to think in ways that are thoughtful and, I think, good.

My father taught me the motto of the hunter – the smaller you get, the bigger they come. He taught me to be tough, and if you’re not, be quiet, and people will think you are. Losers know the facts; winners make the facts. Politics ain’t about right and wrong; it’s about getting who’s wrong to do you right. It’s your money, it’s my root of all evil. My father taught me that if it isn’t black and white, you’re seeing things. He taught me to look like I care, not care how I look. If you want someone to give you his wallet, tell him there’s a mugger round the bend. Fear gets the ear. A smile wins friends; half a smile wins enemies. My father taught me that vital interest is a relative term – if it’s in the interest of my relatives, it’s vital. He taught me that nine times out of ten don’t tell ya what ten’s about. If the other party throws a party, throw a party like no other party. War’s the way to world peace. The cure for Africa is Africa. No one’s ever gotten to the top by saying we should lower it a bit. If you want to get your point across, dam the river and walk. What they don’t know won’t hurt them; what they do know will hurt you. My father taught me trust is a cheater’s plea. The only proper role of government is to benefit those in government. Truth is a luxury truth can’t afford. If there’s no money in it, it’s empty. My father taught me that if you give a man a break, you get a broken man.

Don’t you think? I mean it. Don’t you think?

See, I’m not only the third sex, I’m the third party. Let me explain. If there’s one thing on which all Americans agree: freedom is bad. Progressives think it exploits. Conservatives think it devalues. And operatives think it oughta just shut up and kiss me. I step out of the closet and into camouflage. It’s a jungle gym out there, so I dress like a playground – lots of swings, slides, and see-saws, keeps ‘em guessin’ wrong. I can’t relax til I’m lodged amidst the enemy. To watch some good ol’ boy smile and say “Pleased to meet you,” when I know he’s thinking, “Fuckin’ freak,” but he can’t say that to the VP’s kid without feeling like he’s wiped his ass with the flag, well, it’s my private pride parade. And since we all know introducing homo-haters to homos is the best way to change their hearts, how better to change their minds than to introduce homo-haters to self-hating homos? Fight ire with ire. 

Unlike you, I understand the key to success is compromise, tho obstinate ruthless ambition cuts that key. And my life’s been an exercise in compromise. No, my life’s been the Badwater Ultramarathon of compromise, but like my Dick, I know that power is an undisclosed location. “Here I am” preambles “There I was.” Liberals made a stink when I appeared in the audience with Heather at the convention but then disappeared on the third day when the families joined the candidates on stage. But the sweetness they can’t smell thru their own stink is that while my bubby-dumping sister was smiling and waving like a stainless steel male order finger puppet, lil’ lezzy loner was back at Campaign HQ shootin pancakes out the TV. Look at me! I’m invisible!

Being out and proud is the ultimate act of self-hatred, for is the self not a secret we wield discriminately to thereby gain the universally recognizable determinants of personal pride? If sexuality is a spectrum, and these naming end games of homo and hetero are boxes we stick ourselves in so it seems like our nature’s a gift, then being a covert queer, or what I call a cameo-sexual, is the true power identity. Give it all away and there’s nothing left for you. Thanks for sharing is the pc stick-em-up. When you destroy a love disguised you are destroyed by a hate denied. And that’s not paranoid; that’s empowered.

Her cell phone rings. She answers it.

I will fuck your mother! O, hey, dad. Sorry. Yeah, all day. I guess they put my numbers on the web. You’d do that for me? Gee, thanks, dad. Shut em down! Hey, guess what? We got another intruder, but this time she’s inside the secure electric perimeter. Don’t know yet. Bubba’s pickin her up so I can rub her down. I mean interrogate her, dad. O, yeah. I tried, with my birthday gun, but she was outta range. Yes, sir. I know. I’m sorry. I won’t miss again. O, pretty good. She’s good too. Thanks for asking. She’s out walking Osama, or out chasing Osama. Yeah, you know that dog.

The alarm goes off. 

Wo. Bubba must have tripped the alarm. He’ll turn it off in a second.

A voice is heard outside.
Mary Cheney! Mary Cheney! Where the fuck are you?


O shit. I don’t think Bubba got her. She tripped the alarm and she’s coming this way. Hold on, Dad. It’s time for shock and awe.

She sets down the cell phone, leaving it on, grabs her gun and heads to the closet.

Mary, Mary, military, how does your closet grow? With warning bells and shotgun shells and tricks you’ll never know. Self-hatred is my room of one’s own. 

She enters the closet. Bubba and Heather enter the room.
Heather – Mary? Mary Cheney? Where are you? Woman, you almost shot me! You better not be in that closet, Mary Cheney. Come out right now. I mean it. You come out! Mary Cheney, you come out…

Heather opens the door and Mary shoots her.

Heather! No! Daddy, help! Please, daddy, help!

Bubba turns off the alarm and picks up the cell phone that Mary left lying on.

Bubba - Mr. Vice President? It is done.

Bubba destroys the cell phone.

Bubba – Well, that’s what you think, isn’t it?

THE END

Play 2 – Civilization and its Disco Tents
Two men in a room together.

Th-
Why have you come to me today?

Pa-
I want


To change the way I satisfy my sex.

Th-
How long have you been…

Pa-
No, please, don’t say it.


Let’s just talk about it.

Th-
To be reborn


We must properly identify our corpse.

Pa-
My corpse?

Th-
Your body, dying to be loved.

Pa-
Well, then, my corpse I know. It lives in me,


And taking for its rightful grave my mate,


I shoot its essence out, that thru dissolve


I recompose myself, yet once detached


I realize what banal blank I take


For living love, how dying to be loved


Is but a ploy to get a resurrection,


So is my attraction my revulsion,


My want my waste, by pleasure I am spay,


And running from the endless loop I run,


My self’s become a singularity


Of ambivalent ecstatic disgust,


With craving craven. Help me, please, be free


Of all I am because I love my death.

Th-
I will help you. I have been to where you are,


And I have changed my urge, and I am free.

Pa-
Yet how am I to want against my want?

Th-
By choice.

Pa-
What good is choice in changing want?


We say, “I want to choose,” and so to choice


Is wanting prior. What is “choose to want”?


A fantasy but realized in wish.

Th-
How could we change unless they interact?

Pa-
We change because they do not interact,


For did they we would rot in stalemate:


My choice may function due to lack of want,


My want predominates despite my choice;


They are the axes of my immanence,


In meeting nothing yet in distance all,


And seeking their rapport in common change


Seems as futile as resolving a dispute


By asking each to take the other’s side.

Th-
Yet I have chosen not to want my want


By opting for a better, truer want,


A want I want because it is my choice,


And in this coalescence, I have found


New peace, seeing now my choice corrupted


In ways that were counter to my interest,


Made me engage a want I did not want,


So we rechoose, reclaiming what we want


From what we wanted by misguided choice.

Pa-
And then we’re free.

Th-
And then we’re free to choose.

Pa-
You cannot make me drink.

Th-
Yet I can lead


You to the fountain whence my purer want


Emerged, and drink again, and seeing how


It helps me choose my want, trust me, you’ll drink.

Pa-
Take me there and I am yours.

Th-
Very well.


Tell me of your childhood.

Pa-
Gee, where begin?

Th-
Begin where I assure you it began.


The primal scene.

Pa-
Like when I was conceived?

Th-
Is that not when you began?

Pa-
I suppose.
Th-
It is to we of faith.
Pa-
Yes, we of faith.

Th-
Share your memories of your conception.

Pa-
I have none.

Th-
Well, I think we’ve found the problem.

Pa-
Who remembers their conception?

Th-
No one,


So we must reconstruct its production,


Its characters, its conflict, its climax


Thru our imagination, locking in


Our personality by playing out


What we can only wish had never happened.


How we do that determines all we do.

Pa-
Okay.

Th-
So, imagine your beginning.

Pa-
I imagine my parents having sex.

Th-
Yes! Role-play primal scene. I’m your mother,


You’re your father, and we are making you.


Who’s on top?

Pa-
My mother.

Th-
Of course she is.


Now, what’s your father saying?

Pa-
What’s he saying?

Th-
His coital banter.

Pa-
Well, he rarely says


Much of anything.

Th-
Speak for your father.

Pa-
You’re hurting my hip.

Th-
And stop. Classic case.


My case, in fact, though far less difficult.


This will go well. This will go very well.

Pa-
Does that explain my sexuality?

Th-
You are living out a cryptic trauma


Too pivotal to ever be discerned


By our swirling sense, that’s put, as it were,


An oopsy daisy in your field of vision,


Which you now fetishize, believing it


To be the you that no one let you be.

Pa-
An oopsy daisy?

Th-
A lovely mistake,


A florid error, the perfect off-cue,


Which now entices you to misconstrue


Your self-reflective inert body language


As a fragile fool frantically scratching


The words “Get me out of here, I’m laughing”


On the walls of his restraining gusto.

Pa-
His restraining gusto?

Th-
Sexuality


Is an equation. Punch in the numbers,


Get an answer, and while the equation


Is universal, the numbers are unique,


Dictating positive or negative


Results, and so we’re torn between the math


We all share and the numbers no one knows.

Pa-
I don’t know what you’re talking about.

Th-
That’s why they call me Doctor What’s-His-Name.

Pa-
Okay.

Th-
So, next role-play. We act like buds.

Pa-
We act like buds? You mean we feel like friends?

Th-
I mean like two buck stags astride the sedge


Who, crossing turves, surge from prickly verdure

And face in dour rage; midst sweat and snort,


Their frames effulge respect, yet killer jolts


Heave hefty in their hams. In shelter sward


Their harems hunch, their broods, their darling does,


And each an sense the cowish female fear


Upon his rump, that “Save us, you bull stud!”


And so, he rears his rack and guts his peer.


Does he cry? Yes. No. Yes. He battle cries.


In space, he mauls at balls. Inside, he bawls


At brawls. So, doctor, use your anal eyes


And analyze it. These hostile honchos,


O these clashing cocks, they want each other.


I mean they really want each other, like


The moon wants the payload of Apollo.


One gentle caress, what’s the fucking harm?


Who dies when men embrace? But no, they can’t.


They would, but they won’t. They could, but they don’t.

Pa-
Why not?

Th-
Because.

Pa-
Because?

Th-
Because.

Pa-
Because.

Th-
It’s forbidden.

Pa-
By whom?

Th-
By God.

And that


Is something you do not want to fuck with.

Pa-
But why does God forbid it?

Th-
No one knows,


But this much we know: men got shit to lose.

Pa-
Men lose.

Th-
Men are losers.

Pa-
Men lose things.

Th-
Men are lost.

Pa-
So are women.

Th-
Yes, but that is different.

Pa-
How so?

Th-
Cuz men kill men.

Pa-
Women kill women.

Th-
Not very often.

Pa-
Yes, but it happens.

Th-
Men are broken.

Pa-
What’s their tool to fix it?

Th-
Other men.

Pa-
So half the human race


Is trying to get fixt with what broke them.

Th-
Trying to love the thing that makes you lose.

Pa-
Hanging out so the heathens don’t hang you.

Th-
And that is hard.

Pa-
It’s not very relaxing.

Th-
But fuck if it ain’t all we got.

Pa-
Too true.
Th-
Don’t ask, don’t tell, don’t feel.

Pa-
So, let’s be friends.

Th-
Fuck you.

Pa-
Excuse me?

Th-
Yeah, that’s just like friends.

Pa-
It is?

Th-
You gettin' any?

Pa-
Any what?

Th-
Ya know, some belly sponge, some bag o’ sprouts,


Is your traffic jam clogging up the beltway?

Pa-
O, yeah. That’s why I’m here.

Th-
To slug some tang?

Pa-
I guess so.

Th-
Are you looking at me?

Pa-
Yes.

Th-
You wanna fuck me?

Pa-
No, that’s my problem.

Th-
That’s your problem? I’d say that’s my problem.

Pa-
That’s your problem? Now I’m confused.

Th-
And stop.


Excellent role-play. Did you feel it?


Did you feel like my friend?

Pa-
Well, I guess,


But how is this supposed to help me change?

Th-
Thru this, our macho, platonic jostling,


You’ll come to love a man in the right way.
Pa-
Yes! Now that’s what I want. To love a man.
Th-
In the right way.

Pa-
The right way, the wrong way.

Th-
Dunketh not the cookie cock of Satan


Into the milk of man, lest it crumbleth


And despoil his pure and creamy richness!

Pa-
What?

Th-
You must learn to be satisfied by men


Without requiring reciprocation


Of a more perverted, girlish nature.

Pa-
Right.

Th-
And speaking of girls, I think it’s time.

Pa-
Time? For what?

Th-
To test drive your new sexy.

Pa-
Here, now, with you?

Th-
Here, now, with her.

During the monologue, he dresses up as a woman.

Th-      
I know. You feel confused. That’s normal.

            
Your penile neurons are receiving

            
Mixed signals from that broken part of you

            
That doesn’t exist in any real sense,

            
So staring at the mother of us all,

            
You behold a horror - the vestigial

            
Snake beak, the too-corrected hair lip,

            
The unchristian teeth lightly caked

            
With mathlete sputum fortified fruit smoothies,

            
Bubbling voices of a sick seduction:

            
“Ooo, I wanna croak and rest in her piece.”

            
“Woman, you couldn’t make a child’s death hard.”

            
“Was I president, I’d declare dat ass

            
A neighborhood-in-need, so I could dump

            
Some opulent pittance on its dirty

            
Little spot.” Block them out and follow me

            
To freedom.

Pa-
Yes, sir.

Th-
I am a woman.

Pa-
Okay.

Th-
You are a man.

Pa-
On a good day.

Th-
Therefore, you fear me.

Pa-
I do?

Th-
Think mayonnaise.


An egg-based condiment slathered on meats,


A dip for crudités, the starter whence


Our diverse sauces spring, she gives new life


To old creations. Ah! But leave her in


The sun too long, and look out. She becomes


A toxic organism that devours


Its host by arousing anti-bodies


That leave him weak and limp and sensitive.


Now, what do you see?

Pa-
You as a woman.

Th-
Is there perhaps a part of me you’d like

To put, for pretend, in your mouth?

Pa-
Your ass.

Th-
Not my ass. No asses. Men have asses.


Name a part unique to me as woman.

Pa-
Your fupa.

Th-
My whata?

Pa-
The fat upper


Pussy area, the heavy blubber


That crowns the papoose, O I could suck


On that for hours, I’m like a crack jackal…

Th-
I need you to feel what you’re saying.


Turning panty-waist to panty-waster


Takes time. It’s often that we quickly grab


A candy bar, then realize on reflection


We really wanted a turnip. Slow down,


And watch me walk. Now, what are you seeing?

Pa-
You walking like a woman, sort of.

Th-
Might you not be seeing what your mother


Told you to be? Might you not be seeing


What your father never said you could be?


Might you not be seeing what your anger


At not being what you’re seeing’s telling


You to see so you can be what keeps you


From being what you’re seeing you would be?

Pa-
Could be.

Th-
Role-play, Confident Seduction.


We’ve just been on a date, and we’re standing


At my door. Your objective? Get inside.

Pa-
I really enjoyed tonight.
Th-
Yeah, me too.

Pa-
Your words brought new meaning to the word “words.”

Th-
Gee, thanks.

Pa-
You tickled me good, butterfly.

Th-
I did?

Pa-
You’re like my mother, but not really,


Cuz feeling you up wouldn’t feel all creepy.

Th-
I agree. Nothing creepy about that.

Pa-
Why don’t I come inside, and we prepare


For that thing everyone’s talking about.

Th-
That thing?

Pa-
That big bad thing that everyone


Says is going to wipe us off the map


If we don’t come together.

Th-
And stop.

Pa-
How’d I do?

Th-
You’re going too fast. You can’t


Convert from gay to straight in one session.

Pa-
That’s why I’m confused, doctor. All this stuff


Seems quite beside the point of getting me


To choose to want to have sex with a man.

Th-
No sex with men! You are straight! Cold turkey


Is the only dish a convert may eat!

Pa-
I know I’m straight. That’s why I’ve come to you.


So you can make me gay.

Th-
That’s very funny.

Pa-
It’s funny?

Th-
O just think if that caught on!


Congress commissions National Anthem – The Musical!


Baseball, hotdogs and apple pie replaced


By gardening, crepes, and “No pie for me, thank you.


The boy at table 6 is watching my figure.”


Greenwich Village renamed “Ya’ll Some Copy-Cattin’ Bitches Village.”


The Detroit Jack Russells Beat the Baltimore Ballerinos!


Judy Garland on Mount Rushmore!


Drag Queen, Surreal You Can Taste It, Wins the Pink House!

Pa-
I think I’ll go.

Th-
No, don’t. Please, I’m sorrry.


It’s just that straight to gay, well, it’s funny.

Pa-
I’m serious.

Th-
Yeah, right.

Pa-
And straight.

Th-
You’re straight?

Pa-
But I want to be gay.

Th-
Don’t fuck with me.

Pa-
I don’t find you very professional.

Th-
No one wants to be gay!

Pa-
I am no one.

Th-
Who are you with? LAMBDA? The APA?


GodlovingfagshateGodhatesfags.com?

Pa-
Who I’m with depends on how this turns out.

Th-
You’re a real pun-slinger, ain’t ya, smarty pants?

Pa-
My pants are smart to make up for what’s in them.

Th-
I don’t find you very professional.

Pa-
Who’s the doctor here?

Th-
O, so that’s the game?


Allright. Tell me why you want to be gay.

Pa-
Thru therapy, I’ve come to realize


My gay aversion is the final gap


Preventing me from embracing myself.

Th-
O, yes, that we’re all gay eureka thing.


“If only I could fuck someone like me


Then I could stop fucking myself.” Guess what?


That’s curing hunger thru cannibalism.


Desire seeks an opposite that completes,


Not a reflection that repeats. The gap


Is you, and being it’s embracing it,


Yet to be gay fills it with th’illusion


That embracing leads to being, so you


Are endlessly reaching to what you are,


And thus the insatiable gay frustration,


The loss that allures only when fulfilled,


Yet, in filling, empties. By our nature


Homosexual is an oxymoron,


As destructive to the social order


As is incest to the family structure.

Pa-
Its destructiveness is forced upon it


By those who fear the insight it incites.

Th-
You know not what you want.

Pa-
That’s why I want it.


I want to vaccinate against my ease,


To bypass where I’m headed, to ingest


All I have debated in my image,


To flower in the barren, to hobble


Away happy, to adorn my body


With the uniforms of the eccentric.


I want to love myself because I love


What others desire in me, to reclaim


All I’ve lost by following my instincts,


I want to trade my hard ass for a soft spot,


To taste what I cook, to play all the frets,


To hold no stake in what I will not do,


To jump from addiction to addiction


So many times I learn to levitate,


To cup my father’s balls inside my hands


And whisper, with both reverence and disdain,


“Coming home feels a lot like falling apart,”


I want to be as lovely as my mother


So I can feel her see herself in me,


To break free and not have to pay for it,


To make love like a mess, I want to sleep


And wake up inside the boy of my dreams.

Th-
Leave my office.

Pa-
You refuse to cure me?

Th-
I cure the sick, not the I-want-to-be-sick.

Pa-
Is not wanting to be sick a sickness?

Th-
Will you admit that wanting to be gay


Is wanting to be sick?

Pa-
Yes, in your mind.

Th-
In my mind you do not want to be gay;


You want what you think gayness will give you,


Which it won’t.

Pa-
You cannot say what I want.

Th-
Of all I only can. In your desire


For an expert, you forfeit your desire


To the expert. Your wish is my command.

Pa-
What then is my cure? Sick of what I am,


I want to be sick. Leave me as I am,


I am sick. Give me my want, I am sick.


So seems your only option to denote


What I want as sicker than what I am,


Which wouldn’t seem too hard, considering


You think gay sicker than straight; however,


Conversion therapy gains its status


As an ethical science from the bold claim


That no one’s ever askt for what I want,


So now I value all you devalue


Your moral code’s exposed as current trend,


For if you stress the patient’s right to seek


And receive psychotherapeutic aid


For any problem he deems a problem,


A right denied by those who oppose you,


You who are legitimized by the fact


You honor what the patient craves as cure,


To deny me is to deny yourself,


As claiming I’m not healed becoming gay


Destroys your objectivity; so you


Must make me gay or make yourself a sham.

Th-
I think I see what this is all about.

Pa-
Of course, you’ll say that gay and straight are not


Organistically, ontologically


Non-distinct, that our creative power


Makes straight primary, gay a perversion


Of the innate form, the other sex drive.


You’ll say no doctor is ethically bound


To help a patient become schizophrenic


Simply because the patient would relieve


The tedium of self-identity.


You’ll say that homosexuality


Is a rare, systemic, treatment-worthy


Anomaly of healthy functioning


Because it causes pain, and worst than that,


It disrupts the patient’s ability


To work and love; you’ll say it goes against


The word of God; therefore, you’ll say, it must


Be cured, like depression or HIV.


This is what you’ll say.

Th-
To which you’ll say


Infant desire is autoerotic,


And so homoerotic. You will say


The necessity of procreation


For life no more means the other-sex drive


Is more ethical than the same-sex drive


Than the necessity of oxygen


For life means it’s unethical to wear


An air mask underwater. You will say


That function’s what we can, not what we must.


You’ll say being straight has caused you pain,


Disrupted your ability to work


And love, left you inane of your self-sense,


Invaded you with its derisive norms,


Crafted you for woman, bore you deceased


Of what you were prior to her nurture,


Her torture, you will say. And you will say


That God is gracious, that Christ loves us all,


And so, you will say, cure me, make me gay.

Pa-
So will I say that you might prove me wrong.

Th-
And how can I do that, when you are set


On thinking otherwise?

Pa-
You can tell me


Why you left, how you did it, what you want.

Th-
You are the patient.

Pa-
So I seek your cure.

Th-
It started in my head.

Pa-
And moved to your head.

Th-
Boys, crushing me.

Pa-
Dog pile.

Th-
Chicken fight.

Pa-
Tag, you’re it.

Th-
I’m it? 

Pa-
You are it.

Th-
Hit me, O you beautiful rambunctious.

Pa-
You unbroken voice.

Th-
You sweet, scruffy rage.

Pa-
You sodium illusion.

Th-
I can smell the mountain range in your jeans.

Pa-
Gimme a fat lip.

Th-
Stick your tongue in me and curse


That I might be the shiver you shoot thru


Our hard, hungry life.

Pa-
You open mind game.

Th-
All day, watching him play, touching myself.
Pa-
All night, touching yourself, wishing he’d play.

Th-
Why won’t you look at me?

Pa-
Touch me, you fuck.

Th-
Just one kiss and you’d shoot roses out your cock.

Pa-
You don’t even dream.

Th-
Give me back my spit.

Pa-
That’s my body too.

Th-
You’re the cold shoulder…

Pa-
I lean upon.

Th-
O I love it when you say you hate me.

Pa-
He always wins.

Th-
And every time it’s “touch down!”

Pa-
How you scream.

Th-
It’s just so fun to know he doesn’t know me.

Pa-
He’ll never know you except as the love


For him he’ll never feel.

Th-
The girls.
Pa-
Wow, the girls.

Th-
They really dig you.

Pa-
Look at them!

Th-
Like stress around a smile.

Pa-
He’s a big bone.

Th-
And they’re some drooly pups.

Pa-
Crotch monster.

Th-
Seed machine.

Pa-
He sticks his bullhorn in their puss…

Th-
And the whole town rumbles with their whimpers.

Pa-
He’s a storm can rouse the sirens.

Th-
O, yeah, I like girls.

Pa-
Because they taste like you.

Th-
You knuckle God.

Pa-
You great ignoring all.

Th-
You me.

Pa-
Frustration is the universal sex.

Th-
Then I have known moments of transference


To the most frustrating satisfaction.


When man makes love to man.

Pa-
And it is love.

Th-
There’s a shift in sense so insensible


It incenses all to finally make sense.


There he is.

Pa-
Your opponent.

Th-
In your arms.

Pa-
Disarmed.

Th-
Sweet and vicious.

Pa-
O conflictual collusion.

Th-
He behaves as you’d imagine you’d behave.

Pa-
Were you your ideal.

Th-
Because he sucks you in.

Pa-
To do is to be done to.

Th-
He knows how you know.

Pa-
For in holding you he holds himself.

Th-
Audience as performance.

Pa-
Revelation in the act of seeming.

Th-
The haggling that besets our earth is eased.

Pa-
Power’s pleased to be so overpowered.

Th-
And you feel music thru the maker.

Pa-
You stare into a mirror that shows you what you want to see.

Th-
It is perfection.

Pa-
And perversion.

Th-
So is tried and true.

Pa-
And when you get what you want.

Th-
And what you want gets it too.

Pa-
Guilty charges stick like babies born in trees.

Th-
Man inside man.

Pa-
Is that not the terror of a peace


So inclusive we recoil?

Th-
Dirty little fighters that we are.

Pa-
Standard deviations.

Th-
We don’t really want to find ourselves.

Pa-
We know in being found the looker’s lost.

Th-
And we love to look.

Pa-
We love to look at ourselves.

Th-
It’s fuel up your ass.

Pa-
And fire down your throat.

Th-
No shock the good lord hates it.

Pa-
His ministers hate it, as it makes overt


The homoerotic mystery power trip


Down which they drag us for their faggy thrills,


But pardon me for saying nothing new.

Th-
He hates it. I can feel his hate in me,


And feeling hatred from the God of Love


Is like being tortured by your mother.

Pa-
And so the lord of light, a jealous beast,


Orders you to turn off what turns you on,


Proving God is to good as greed is goods.

Th-
I am not some device with one bright switch


That activates my every element.

Pa-
You’re a creature of circuitries diverse.

Th-
And when one part is on.

Pa-
One part is off.

Th-
Or on in such a way it interferes


With other fixtures.

Pa-
So, to be turned on


For you is to be turned against yourself.

Th-
Darkly set against my lumination.

Pa-
Your  functions counter-functioning, you fold


Into your doubt these desperate useless struggles


Against your daily droning operations.

Th-
Yet I can never nail that vital notice


To the door of my shame and shut it down.

Pa-
Man and woman – basis of the basic.

Th-
God smiles on you. On me he shits dead kids.

Pa-
Before you were gay.

Th-
I was his baby.

Pa-
So being gay betrays him.

Th-
For the ex-gay having sex with women


Is an act of celibate devotion


To the love that adored him into life.

Pa-
You make it sound so wonderful.

Th-
Fuck you.

Pa-
Amen.

Th-
Don’t do that.

Pa-
Don’t do what?

Th-
You know.

Pa-
I’m simply saying it sounds wonderful,


Which is, I suppose, your problem.

Th-
My problem? 


I’d say it’s your problem.

Pa-
Then I’m confused.

Th-
Stop it.

Pa-
If your goal is to cure me as you’re cured,


You’ve presented a quite seductive disease.

Th-
Stop it, please.

Pa-
I’m asking you to save me.

Th-
Do not sin and you do not need saving.

Pa-
I have sinned.

Th-
This is not what I wanted.

Pa-
Nor I, but here it is.

Th-
It’s horrible.

Pa-
And so it’s our cure. By hating ourselves,


We’ll feel His love, and His love will save us.

Th-
Is that all you want me for? My violence?

Pa-
I like a man with some shoulder on his head.

Th-
Shut your mouth.

Pa-
I love your cock.

Th-
Shut your mouth.

Pa-
Make me hate it.

Th-
Shut your mouth.

Pa-
Baby wants his milky poo.

Th-
Shut! Open. Shut. Open.

Pa-
O my man muse, open me to awe.

Th-
This is the mouth I love, my meaning hole,


The dark wet pouch whence my true body’s born.

Pa-
A match made in heaven.

Th-
Sparkt the fires of hell.

Pa-
Then shoot your flame retardant foam thru me

And from those ashy faggotts, God shall rise.

Th-
We’re lapsing.

Pa-
It’s a lapse dance.

Th-
You’re so stupid.

Pa-
Stoop, id.

Th-
Come to daddy.

Pa-
There’s something I must tell you.

Th-
Talk to the cock.

Pa-
I’m conservative.

Th-
No fucking shit.

Pa-
I’m wrong, I’m off, I’m so far outta whack


I’d get back faster by just going straight.

Th-
Asshole.

Pa-
I hate to share. I’d rather give


My money to a corpse on a stick


Than a child in the slum. All my heroes


Are killers. I say, “It’s nice to meet you,”


When it isn’t. The service always sucks.


And if I had my way, race would matter.

Th-
Typical buttfucker.

Pa-
I can’t stand art.


New and different, new and different, who cares?


It all reminds me of my birth, and that

Was so inelegant.

Th-
You’re woman waste.

Pa-
I dribbled out a bloody, ripping snatch.


What kind of entrance is that for a king?

Th-
The duke of dirty dicks.

Pa-
I’m so crispy,


Names can break my bones. I find empathy


Alienating. All this breast-feeding


Makes me urp, yet I love to watch a chef


Stuff pig tits with mint jelly.

Th-
Then watch this.

Pa-
The other day I saw this bank teller


With a massive purple mass on her face


And I thought, “Jesus, kill yourself already.”

Th-
Soon, soon.

Pa-
I’m so fucking conservative,


I’d rather spend vacation in my car


Than touch the grubby earth.

Th-
Your ass is grass.

Pa-
O save me from my righteous cowardice!

Th-
I shall.

Pa-
O die in me that I might live!

Th-
I shall.

Pa-
O cleanse me, father, of your corpse!

Th-
O I shall shoot my essence up your anus


And out your mouth a lovely feces-flower


Shall blossom, and its putrid innocence


Shall wildly waft its odor round the world,


Dashing the impenetrable hodge-podge


That clogs our conversion, and naked then


Shall all the crazy, coupling men rejoice


Unhampered by those rash restrictive fears


That dump them into combat, free at last


To fuck the father, fuck the father, fuck…

Enter the secretary, Vicki.

Vicki-
Your next patient is here.

Pa-
Thank you, Vicki.


So, same time next week?

Th-
As you wish, doctor.

THE END.

Play 3 – The Welcome Mask

Father is in the living room. An old Eskimo is sitting behind the TV. Son enters wearing a vagina on his face.

Son-
Hey, dad.

Fat-
Hey, son. Did you administer


Substantial peer-to-peer ego-dwindle


As you game-stalkt the unyielding scrub


Of your loudly private army-man day?

Son-
You betcha.

Fat-
Atta boy.

Son-
In my room.

Fat-
Mom’s got rhino in the pot, so…stop!

Son-
Yeah, dad?

Fat-
What’s that?

Son-
What’s what?

Fat-
That thing.

Son-
What thing?

Fat-
That thing on your face.

Son-
O, that. It’s nothing.

Fat-
I can see it’s nothing, but what is it?

Son-
Shouldn’t you be telling me what it is?

Fat-
Are you hot to join me in the bunker


For another fake history lesson


On the Treblinka Methodologies


As practiced by the fantasy brigade


Against our ancestors, the shrill fat fucks?

Son-
No, sir.

Fat-
Then identify that nothing.

Son-
It’s a vagina.

Fat-
A vagina.

Son-
A vagina.

Fat-
On your face.

Son-
On my face.

Fat-
A vagina on your…mother!

Son-
A vagina on my mother?

Fat-
Nunna your lip.

Son-
You mean, nunna my lips?

Fat-
Shut your mouth.

Mother enters.

Mot-
Sorry, father, but rhino takes a while.


O, hi, son.

Fat-
Don’t you see, mother?

Mot-
See what?

Fat-
On his face?

Mot-
I see nothing on his face.

Fat-
And?

Mot-
And so I’m blind as a fucking bat?

Fat-
Tell her what it is.

Mot-
No! Let me guess. A carpeted jellyfish.

Fat-
Can’t you see the mucous mysteries,


The bleak expositorial crevace,


The impractical tools, the fluffy wibbles?

Mot-
A watermelon raised by wolves?

Fat-
Can’t you see the plaguey clitoral hood?

Mot-
The pancreas of an inside-out barber?

Son-
It’s a vagina, mom.

Mot-
Is it really?


I can’t say I’ve ever seen one of those.

Fat-
Now you can, cuz it’s right there on his face!

Mot-
It’s not as blurry as I’d pictured it.

Son-
I got it from this goofy dude who lives


In a fit of grief.

Mot-
Is the vaginamum


Related to the chrysanthemum?

Son-
It’s a sex organ, mom.

Mot-
What, like a piano


That gets softer the harder you pound it?

Son-
No, mom. It’s the nothing between your legs.

Mot-
Well, of course. That’s why I’ve never seen one.


I only open my legs when I’m crying.

Fat-
What am I hearing? Mother? Aren’t you shockt?

Mot-
O, no. Doctor Phantom Billing replaced


My portable shock therapy gadget


With four sham holy tablets twice as needed.

Fat-
I mean aren’t you surprised by what you see?

Mot-
I say life’s much too short to be surprised.

Fat-
Your son has a vagina on his face!

Mot-
Then I’m just glad that he can lamely flash


The nothing of which I’m so richly bereft.

Fat-
Don’t you know what this means?

Mot-
He’s bad at math?

Enter daughter.


Dau-
Hey, mom. Hey, dad. Can’t stay for supper.


Some strange man is taking me into the woods


To step on saplings. Nice headcunt, dickhead.

Fat-
Stop or drop! No one is leaving this house


Til we’ve discusst this issue as a family!

Son-
This issue is already disgusted.

Mot-
What issue?

Fat-
The vagina on the face of our son issue!

Dau-
O, dad, you’re such a dud.


All the guys are wearing facial pussies.


My teacher, Mr. Faggott, even has one.

Fat-
That’s it! I’m invading the school board!

Mot-
I must agree with daughter, dear. What’s wrong


With a wet fuzzy nothing on your face,


Unless you’re concerned he’ll get heat-stroke


At the racist head-butting camp this summer?

Son-
It’s actually quite breathy once it’s shaved.

Fat-
Doesn’t anybody here know what kind


Of people wear vaginas on their faces?

Mot-
Pink people?

Dau-
Beaver people?

Son-
People people?

Fat-
Eskimos.

Mot-
My son’s an Eskimo?

Fat-
So it steams!

Son-
I am not an Eskimo.

Dau-
I think the proper term is Inuit.

Fat-
You shut up or I will stick you in it.

Mot-
O absent father, where did I go wrong?


Did my praise make him proud? Did my lessons


Lessen him? Did my care make him careless?


Did my love leave him desperate to be loved?


Did the clothes, food, and roof over his head


That I struggled to provide him provide


Him with a false sense of security,


A clothing fetish and no farming skills?


Did my tucking him into bed at night


Connect in his mind “night,” “bed,” and “tucking”?


Did my mothering make him childish?


O absent father, has my not knowing


What’s so wrong with being an Eskimo


Also led my son into not knowing


What’s so wrong with being an Eskimo?

Fat-
Mother! Are you telling me you don’t know


What’s so wrong with being an Eskimo?

Mot-
O, no, I know! But it’s so wrong, why not


Tell us again, so we can gasp again.

Fat-
Okay, I will. I’ll tell you what’s so wrong


With being an Eskimo. Eskimos


Are wrong.

Son-
I’m not an Eskimo.

Fat-
They live


Up north. They rub noses. They dance in groups.


They hunt bears. And the ones that live in town


Eat twinkies. They sleep in a family bed.


They consider the colon a delicacy.


They cruise around in long leather vessels


Just so they can stick their spears in blubber,


Spears, I might add, that are unprotected

And therefore susceptible to contact


With foreign flesh. They have like 40 words


For putting your peepy in your poopy.


They’re against global warming. They penetrate


The dark waste places. They’re active at night.


They have an odor. They catch diseases.


Their men grow mustaches, as do their women.


They pamper their dogs. They worship a dwarf


Called “Me Chop Down the Heartland Family Tree.”


They propagate subcultures. They wear beads.


They advocate special Eskimo rights.

They have taken a word that means “happy,”


Ooglakatonoboogamoogap!tang,


All to themselves, so now you can’t use it


Without getting beaten up in a bar.


When they get old, they just die. Third graders


Are watching as-if educational


Videos about their as-if lifestyle


Because there’s something as-if interesting


About how they live in as-if dwellings


That look like giant titties made of ice!


Igloo? No, I glue. Like “I glue my ass


To the tundra so you can’t drill for oil!”


Some of them try to blend in with humans


By living in houses, having children,


Or wearing trucker caps, but they can’t hide,


Because they wear vaginas on their faces!


And like that weren’t enough, here’s the bottom-line:


Hating Eskimos can make you very rich.

Mot-
Let’s go bash some Eskimos!

Dau-
Mom!

Mot-
Gently bash?

Son-
I’m not an Eskimo.

Mot-
How came these freaks


To fill our snow fields with their knuk-knuk-knuk?

Fat-
Some say they’re a cross between a penguin


And a mongoloid. Others say the gene


For eskimoality is carried


In the butt of the caribou, and when

Some lonely horny hunter skank tooketh


Him his vacation time therein it hooketh


Its codes to his posterity via


Said ungulate posteriority,

And now it stows away in my sperm ducts


Surviving because the Eskimo serves


Some purpose akin to sterile women


Helping their siblings to rear many young,


Though this requires you take changing diapers


For skinning seals and babysitting


Your niece for navigating by the stars. 


Still other far less fact-addicted folk


Blame unconscious lifestyle recruitment,


Claiming such seemingly disparate trends


As ice cream, kayaking, and winter coats


Mere mechanisms to entice the young


Onto the ice floes, where they’re then seduced


Into thinking it’s normal to shout “mush!”


At a bunch of bouncing husky bungules.

Mom-
But what does Gird say?

Fat-
Thank you, mother.


The Bubble states, “On the sexist day,


Gird rested.” Now, rested can mean “rested,”


Or, following Pastor Past, it can mean


“To eat so much at your father’s funeral


You shit your pants right there on the dance floor,”


And so, despite a damning disconnect


Between what that means and how we use it,


The filthy Eskimo did come to pass.

Dau-
What the fuck am I hearing?

Mom-
Daughter, please!


We don’t use the word “hearing” in this house.

Dau-
You’re so closed-minded, dad!

Fat-
“Open your mind”


Ain’t nuthin but Eskimo propaganda,


Cuz after opening, “refrigerate!”

Dau-
Okay, then I want you to prove to me


One way in which the Eskimos threaten


Our anti-Eskimo society.

Son-
I’m not an Eskimo.

Fat-
We are Africans.


African Rednecks. African Redneck


Intellectuals, to be somewhat exact.


Our basic unit is the family,


Or, depending how you plea, the cellblock.


Now, if there’s one thing on which all bushmen


Of the erudite honky stripe agree,


Save that greasy food cures social climbing,


It’s that the family must contain a man


And a woman and a fear of others.


Now, man’s purpose within this cribriform


Quarantine is to shoot his nail gun


Into woman, liketh she it or not,


That by these puncture wounds she grow bulbous.


Life demands, and by life I mean the kind


Of after-life that makes life worth living,


He dilute her pinkness with his donkey grey,


He sneeze in her soup, he snorkel her custard,


He cold-call her visceral reactions


With his bait-and-switch hidden charges screwball scheme,


There to dump the incrudation of himself


On a good day. For Gird sayeth, “Be fruitful


And comply,” not “Be fruity and make pies,”


Yet the Eskimo, not unlike alternative


Methods, under-steamed veggies, the post office,


And blaming pet lovers for pit bull attacks,


Do exactly that, and so they confuse


The pale tawny wise man, causing him


To shoot his nail gun into their faces,


So instead of pro you get amateur

Creation, woman-posing vaginal


Visages with supporous rivet welts,


Not the bliss of below average children.

Dau-
What? So you’re saying if everyone


Started wearing coochy do-rags on their kissers


We’d have no more of what we’ve come to love


As good enough for now?

Fat-
I am saying


That a good tight end can’t always tackle.

Mom-
If someone stutters, they should be a suspect


In the rightful death of wrongful smooth-talk.

Fat-
The only Eskimo I ever met


All acted like he had that kinda tongue


Could make a killing off a dead horse.

Mom-
But that don’t get Ol’ Glory up the pole!

Fat-
Every man holds in his prostate the scent


Of an ancient, shimmering, slimy mushroom,


Turgid in the shaft and flanged at the tip,


That beckons him to his brothers-in-arms


To tease the imperialist weenies,


But you don’t pull up on your snowmobile


And say, “Hey, little boy, want some fungi?


It’ll make ya see a hot spongy ass


On a cold hard honcho.”

Mom-
Fuck Eskimos!

Fat-
No, don’t fuck them, and don’t let them fuck you,


Which they will do if given special rights.

Son-
I’m not an Eskimo.

Dau-
As good Crustaceans,


Shouldn’t we hate the hook and not the hooker?

Fat-
We oughta hate the hooker for the hook.

Dau-
Yet sayeth He, “Love thy neighbor as thyself.”

Fat-
Yet sayeth Me, “I do not love myself.”

Dau-
I can’t believe you’re telling us to hate


A bunch of eye-ball eaters just because


They want to eat our eye-balls!

Mot-
Your father


Says “hate,” but he means, “morally despise,”


Which is, barring refutation, to love.


We love Eskimos, not for what they are,


But what they could be were they more like us.

Dau-
Should people not be free to be themselves?

Fat-
Hey, freedom isn’t free!

Mot-
Nor is it cheap,


Unless you get it at a discount,


With a coupon or a rebate, on sale,


Second hand, last year, pre-season, tax-free.

Fat-
Or handed down from slave- holding elders.

Mot-
But let’s say someone wants to shed some pounds.

Fat-
Something an Eskimo would never do.

Mot-
Nor would I, since health’s a liberal bias,


But let’s just say for no decent reason


Someone wants to shed some pounds. So they run,


But they’re free, so they don’t stop, so they die.


You were fat, now you’re dead. Gee, thanks, freedom.

Fat-
I’m all for freedom if it fits with my beliefs,


But shooting studs at toupeed cantaloupes…

Mot-
Or spreading Crisco on unwilling seniors

And rolling them in pet lint just so you

Can get that “fucking an old soul” sensation… 

Fat-
Well, it’s perverted!

Dau-
O, and why is that?

Mot-
Cuz it’s what perverts do!

Dau-
That’s circular!

Fat-
It’s what?

Dau-
It’s a circular argument.

Fat-
Now how can an argument have shape?


That’s like saying my opinions have an odor.

Mot-
And I would rather go in a circle


Than a line, cuz at least then I end up


Somewhere I’ve been before.

Dau-
You can’t define


Perverted as what perverts do.

Fat-
How else


Can you define it?

Dau-
I mean, you can’t say


Eskimos are perverts, and, therefore, wrong,


Cuz they’re perverted, which you hold as wrong,


Cuz that doesn’t prove perverts wrong except


By saying they are wrong, and that’s just wrong.

Fat-
So you’re saying too few wrongs don’t make a right?

Mot-
O yes they do! Cuz sometimes I’ll misdial


A number two times but get it right the third.

Fat-
You kids think you’re so smart, but your brains


Are half your mother’s and half your father’s,


Which makes you only half as smart as us!

Dau-
I wish I was an Eskimo so I


Could prove you wrong by rubbing an ice cube


On my perky nipples, then slurping it


In and out of my flush lips in a way


That’s not perverted!

Son-
Hey, speaking of not,


I’m not an Eskimo.

Mot-
O, you don’t know


How lucky you are not to have the luck


To get your wish. What if one of your friends,


Say, Doofus, who’s already so darn sad


What with the amniotic open bar


And Levitican home life, what if Doofus,


Instead of a mommy and a daddy


And a social worker and a parole


Officer and a special-needs tutor,


Had an Eskimo and an Eskimo?


True, in his case, he’d be much better off


Without the flogging and the tiny cage,


But you see what I mean? He’d be different,


And not just from grotesque facial scarring.


He’d feel different, and that’s not normal,


Cuz different means weird and weird’s not normal


And feeling things that other folks don’t feel


Is anti-social.

Fat-
Yes, society!


That’s the crux, whatever a crux is.


Our society must defend itself


From other societies, otherwise


You’ll see a drop in social sorta things,


Like productivity, which means less work,


Which means more people doing what they want,


Not what they have to.

Mot-
Which means fewer people


Having children because their life’s so bad


They want someone to have a better life.

Fat-
If we sanction Eskimo behavior,


That effectively ends discrimination,


Which is to discriminate, or to choose,


So, you see, it’s a choice, so choose again.

Mot-
And this time, please, choose right.

Fat-
Or lose your choice.

Dau-
Did I say your argument was circular? Like.


You two could talk bisecting tangents around


A possible certainty aberration.

Fat-
I want her out of public school before


She gets too smart to know when it’s just best


To be stupid.

Mot-
Doesn’t their school mascot


Look sorta like a walrus on welfare?

Fat-
Eskimo!

Son-
I’m not an Eskimo.

Fat-
Son, look at me. Not like that! Look at me


Like I could kill you if I had the time.


You might feel hip in your vagina face,


Or, as it were, you might feel like a hip,


But think about your country! What if this


Caught on amongst our military class?


Just how’s a man to fly an F-16


With hair pie in his eyes? One bazooka spark


And all that clitty litter’s goin up!


Separate douching tents, sloppy salutes,


Special anti-vulvic chafing helmets,


Hand grenades falling in, causing infection,


Or worse, arousal. How many man hours


Of active duty slaughter will be lost


To the wrong kind of bleeding? Will you sport


A Paul Bunyan tampon while attacking


A home you hope is hostile? Will you call

The President “Our Commander-in-Queef”? 

Fact is, vagina boy, that’s plain silly,


And silly is the death of a soldier.


No, son. Don’t confuse loving your country


With being a confused lovely cunt-tree.


Once the Eskimo agenda takes off,


The race of the pasty cocoa magi


Is done, no more gun racks on tricycles,


No gore on the flag, no mass extinctions,


No disposable dreams, no eyes bigger


Than stomachs, no line between poverty


And opportunity, no “I got mine,”


Just a weak little nation full of natives


Where women flap their yams all in your face


And scream, “You suck, but you can’t suck on these!”

Son-
Dad, I’m not an Eskimo.

Fat-
So you’ve said,


But I’m the light and you’re just an actor


With a mind-body ratio of less


Than one, so what the fuck do you know, hu?

Dau-
That’s it! I’m leaving this lamo scene,


Climbing into the backseat of a car


Driven by someone I don’t know or trust


And doing things I can’t really repeat


Cuz there at least I’m loved for how I look!

She puts a penis on her face and goes to exit.

Fat-
Stop! What’s that?

Dau-
What’s what?

Fat-
That thing.

Dau-
What thing?

Fat-
That thing on your face.

Dau-
O that? It’s nothing.

Mom-
One of these nothings is not like the other.

Son-
It looks like a penis.

Mom-
Or a well-fed tapeworm


With a bag of baby heads around its neck.

Fat-
Are you a…

Dau-
What? Am I a what?

Fat-
You know.

Dau-
No, dad, I don’t know, but why don’t you tell me?

Son-
I think it means she’s a statistician


Who crunches numbers just to create gaps


In our knowledge that can only be filled


By crunching more numbers, and so on


Into the vastly overfunded future.

Mot-
She’s a crooked hindu travel agent


Who books expensive touring packages


For retarded teachers from Wisconsin,


And when upon arrival they discover


That nothing they bought actually exists,


With 14 arms and flaming eyes, she clicks,


“You trip to India for existence?”

Fat-
It means she’s a fucking movie producer


Who gives good phone and gets all super busy


On the lowest common demographic!

Dau-
Or maybe I’m just one of those bad bitches


That likes to shame her papa by packing


More on her puss than he’s got in his pants.

Fat-
What my penis lacks in size it makes up for


In usability and free shipping.

Son-
I think it works on you. It hides your face


And pulls the attention off your body.

Dau-
You’re just jealous cuz my façade grants me


More purchasing power in the jobs market.

Son-
Did you just brush your cranial penis


Against my vaginal brain box?

Dau-
Maybe.

Son-
It felt sorta good.

Dau-
Yeah, it sorta did.

Son-
I wonder…

Dau-
You think…

Son-
I don’t know why not.

Dau-
It’s natural.

Son-
It’s sibling revelry.

Dau-
I am my brother’s bleeper.

Son-
Kiss me, sis.

Mot-
Aw, isn’t that cute? They’ve always been so close.

Fat-
I’ll get the stun gun, you grab the shackles!

Mother puts a botcht sex change operation on her face.

Mot-
Mama want some schnooky schnooky schnooky!

Fat-
Stop! What’s that?

Mot-
What’s what?

Fat-
That thing.

Mot-
What thing?

Fat-
That thing on your face.

Mot-
O, that. It’s something.

Son-
It looks like what you get if you insert


Baby mice into an atom smasher.

Dau-
I’d say it’s an iTunes Visualizer


For that song “Where the hell’s a naked man


S’posed to carry his wallet?”

Fat-
Mother, come clean.

Son-
Come clean? I doubt that thing can come at all.

Mot-
It’s a botch sex change operation.

Dau-
I’nt even gonna say what that makes you.

Fat-
It makes her my wife, at least in theory.

Mot-
I only wear it when you’re half asleep,


And even then, just long enough to feel


Its effects on my courage.

Fat-
Why did you


Attempt to change the gender of your thing?

Mot-
So you’d notice me.

Fat-
Yet you don’t wear it


In my presence?

Mot-
I’m afraid you’ll notice me.

Fat-
Take it off.

Mot-
Here, in front of the children?

Fat-
Take that thing off.

Mot-
I’ll miss the fun.

Fat-
Mother!


Family members face-fucking each other


Isn’t fun, it’s trompe-l’oeil.

Dau-
Taboo.

Fat-
Taboo.

Mot-
It’s a botcht sex change operation, dear.


The most it can do is heavy petting.

Fat-
Mothers and their children don’t heavy pet!

Son-
Unless they’re Eskimos.

Fat-
Are they?

Son-
No.

Mot-
Gee, I dunno, dear. All these crazy rules.

Fat-
Without rules, there would be no punishment,


And punishment is what the family’s for!

Mot-
But what about the connection between


Letting your children become what they want


And enjoying your wife for what she is?


I’m not sure a marriage can be healthy,


Fulfilling, dynamic, freedom-enthused,


Sexually gratifying for us both


Over the years unless you loosen up


And let who you’re with show you what they are,


And then try what you are on who you’re with.

Dau-
Gag me with a deep and poignant message.

Fat-
Now I get it! Now I see what this is!


Operation Manhood Demolition!


Hey, buddy, why so soft? Gee, I dunno.


Could be the femmo-fascist cattle call


Stampeding thru my domino theory


That wearing private things upon your face


Leaves ya limp as a lukewarm licorice whip!

Mot-
Some sexperts believe that facing your sex


Is a great way to see what it’s about.

Fat-
Do I need voodoo science telling me


That financial independence is good


For my sperm count? I’m the car of the future


And you’re a mistake swimming in coffee!

Son-
Might I suggest we just proceed as normal


Or is this a bad time for going nowhere?

Fat-
Take my advice, son. Let the ladies lunch.


Woman’s a prophetic mink – she prefers


Herself. To her, the penis is simply


The hardest part about being alone.


She calls ya baby cuz she wants a baby,



But just cuz ya call a pig succulent


Don’t mean ya want it shittin’ in your house.


Think feral cat after you’ve spillt the milk:


Let her lick the carpet or she’ll bite ya!

Mot-
Don’t listen to him, kids. He’s your father!

Fat-
Are you bucking my authority, dear?

Mot-
Now why would I do that, unless it’s all


A bunch of fucking bull!

Dau-
She droppin moms!

Son-
Ride em, cow-partly-transgendered-person!

Fat-
Thou madest our children genital heads


With thy sweet ambiguous emptiness!

Mot-
You sure know how to get around yourself.

Fat-
This entire conversation makes me sick.

Mot-
You are this entire conversation!

Fat-
I’m simply saying your odd tendencies


Of sporting faux-mukluks out of season


And networking with entertainment types


In tanning booths contributed to these


Neuro-sexual eroto-pilots


Steering their love-jets at the wrong hair-port.

Mot-
The glutton blames the waiter for the check!


You sales pitch! You diversion tactic!


You devil’s prayer! You chaperone on smut!


You finger-pointing thief of wedding rings!


I have tendencies? You’re such a cover girl


Your blush matches your bluff. But, please, do tell:


Weren’t you in the navy in Alaska?

Dau-
Petty seaman.

Son-
Second class.

Fat-
What of it?

Mot-
Weren’t you then transferred to Los Angeles?

Dau-
Howdy, sailor. Wanna man my vessel?

Mot-
And didn’t you then meld these two details


By pooling investors for a short film


Called “Okay, So I’m Fat and Brown and Ugly,”


About an Eskimo in Hollywood


Who can’t get any parts so he fulfills


His dream of being a star by lighting


Himself on fire and skydiving at night?

Fat-
That was art. This is funny business.

Dau-
Speaking of business, didn’t grandpappy


Come to this country with just a hiccup


Then earn enough money to buy a glass


Of water by making fur-lined parkas


For ski bunnies in spy flicks?

Fat-
My father


Was a man!

Mot-
He owned a toboggan!

Fat-
You ain’t just crosst the line; you snorted it.

Mot-
The only drug in me’s the crack in you.

Fat-
Woman, return to the flock.

Mot-
Blah blah blah.

Dau-
I smell some open wounds.

Son-
That’s probly me.

Mot-
Grab your ancestral toboggans, kids,


Cuz we’re hittin’ the slippery slope!

Dau-
No way out but down!

They start face fucking.

Fat-
So this is what you wanna do tonight?


Sunderfuck the family. Go nukular


On the nukular. Trash the one good thing


That ever came of lying to get laid.


Well, guess what? I will filibuster, cuz


I know the slippery slope and whence it leads,


And I’ll be damned if I will let my family


Hotdog it. Sure, it starts out small at first,


A little bunny hill, but pretty soon


Everybody’s rippin’ down black diamonds,


Jumpin’ mad moguls, runnin’ off-trail,


But the slope is slippery, and you’re cocky,

Or wackt on coke or schnappsy in your topsy,

So boom! You crash! Into the Jacuzzi


Where warm, tired giblets, without regard

For race or sex or species, rub-a-schlub


Under the influence of “holiday.”


Yes, sir, I know whence leads the slippery slope.


It leads to this, this kind of theater,


This kind of anti-family diatribe,


But think about it. What is the family?


I’ll tell you what it is, cuz unlike you


I’m in a family, which, despite all this,


Is exactly as it looks – super normal.


The family is our kiln of sturdy souls,


Our social boot camp, a trust we trust,


Our moral factory, our true stone wall,


The bond that holds creator to created.


Murder the family, murder the father,


Murder the father, murder the future,


Murder the future, murder my pension.


You wanna backstroke down the waterfall


And prove you got a head by smashing it,


Then welcome to your wish, where all your fixt


Ideas are broken bones. We’re falling now,


And I don’t mean in love. It’s worst things first


And worse things firster. Fuckin right I know


Whence leads the slippery slope – New York City,


The so-called greatest ghetto in the world,


And that’s one place my family will not go!

He puts on his Non-Gendered Baby Doll Genitalia Mask.

Mot/Dau-
What’s that?

Fat-
What’s what?

Mot/Dau-
That thing.

Fat-
What thing.

Mot/Dau-
That thing on your face!

Fat-
O, that. It’s everything.

Dau-
It’s a metaphor without an object.

Mot-
It’s the spitting image of decency!

Fat-
It’s my Non-Gendered Baby Doll Genitalia Mask.

Mom/Dau-
Rah rah!

Fat-
A mask that doesn’t cover my face.

Mot/Dau-
Rah rah!

Fat-
A mask that reveals by concealing.

Mot/Dau-
Rah rah!

Fat-
It is The Welcome Mask.

Dau-
Way to go, dad!

Mot-
Honey, you’re a winner!

Fat-
Thanks, dear. Hey, you know what I wanna do?

Mot/Dau-
Tell us, O father!

Fat-
I’d like to sit down


With my family at the dinner table


And enjoy myself.

The bell in the kitchen rings.

Mot-
Supper’s ready!

Dau-
Mmmm, rhino!

Fat-
Uh oh, we have a problem!

Mot-
I bet we’ll work it out as a family!

Fat-
I don’t believe Eskimos eat rhino.

Mot-
O I’m a failure!

Dau-
Try it, you’ll like it!

Son-
It’s okay, cuz I’m not an Eskimo.

All-
You’re not?

Fat-
Then what are you?

Son-
I’m a flower.

Dau-
Okay.

Son-
A pretty flower.

Mot-
That’s for sure.

Son-
A pretty, deadly flower.

Fat-
Go on.

Son-
Ever since I can remember, I’ve had


This urge to eat flies, no, not like a frog


Or a psychopath, but more like a plant,


A small carnivorous bog plant, a plant


That moves and digests, then I was watching


This nature special on the Everglades


And I saw it – there I was, on TV.


It didn’t look like me, but I knew it


When I saw it, and I said to myself,


Dionaea Muscipula, that’s me.


A venus fly trap. I’m a venus fly trap,


And for the first time ever, I felt free.


All my dreams of living a rooted life


In a tropical climate, my habit


Of suddenly clamping shut, all those times


I’d watch people swatting and disposing


Of flies in the most casual manner,


My feelings of loss, my mouth watering,


The ache in my gut, let me eat that fly!


It all made sense. I’m a fly-eating flower.


Once, some boys pinned me down and made me eat


A fly. Sure, I kickt and screamt, but deep


Inside I was like, “It’s so delicious!”


The taste, I will never forget the taste.


It hit a spot so primal, so damn good,


I knew I’d evermore desire to hit


That spot, to eat, like a killer flower,


Those air-born pests that turn our waste to life.


So now I wear this vagina on my face;


This is what I am. Yes, I’m a person,


But I’m also a flower that eats flies,


And maybe it’s silly, but this vagina


Makes me feel whole. No, I’m not really


A venus fly trap, but with this vagina


On my face, I feel like one, and maybe


I really am one, cuz as I see it


I might be other than I feel, but that


Is what I am to you, not what I am.


This vagina is the closest I can come


To looking like I feel, and sometimes,


If I don’t clean it for a few days, flies


Will actually gather on the outer lips,


And me, I’m like in heaven. We all wear


Transparent masks that point to inner things,


And what those inner things are, we don’t know,


But we all wear transparent masks that point


To inner things and the world just rolls along.

Dau-
Super weird, but cool.

Mot-
Cool by me.

Fat-
Me too.

Dau-
We might be fuckt up, but we’re a family.

Fat-
Let us sing.

The Eskimo behind the TV sings.
THE END

