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                            By Way of Introduction 

                           On Being and Becoming 

 

     “I think you’re very brave,” said G as the date for my public play-reading approached. 

“Why?” I asked. “It takes guts to come out like that, putting all your personal things out 

in front of everybody,” he replied. “Oh no,” I assured him. “The first six decades took 

guts–this is a piece of cake.” 

In fact, I had not embarked on the University of Minnesota’s Master of Liberal 

Studies (MLS) program with the intention of writing plays. I had planned to explore the 

berdache, or two-spirit people, among Native Americans, those individuals who lived 

and functioned in the “other” gender. I wanted to find out what being differently-

gendered meant in their lives and to their societies, and had already written papers to 

that end. But two things became clear, one linguistic and correctible, the other personal, 

demanding my attention.  First, according to sources like anthropologist Walter L. 

Williams and ethnohistorian Sabine Lang, berdache was a pejorative, used by white 

European explorers, and likely derived from an Arab word meaning male prostitute; it is 

currently in disfavor with Native Americans (Lang xii, Williams 9). Second, despite the 

rich material I was finding on two-spiritedness, it would be knowledge gained at a 

remove. What I wanted–what something inside me demanded–was a first-person 

exploration of my own two-spiritedness, my own transgenderism.  

I have written “A Word in Edgewise” for Lavender magazine for the past six 
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years. It is a column dealing basically with whatever I choose to write about, usually 

issues of interest to the Twin Cities GLBT (gay, lesbian, bisexual and transgender) 

communities. In the course of sifting through the media for new “thoughts,” I have been 

pleased to observe a steady improvement in the legal and social attitudes towards gays 

and lesbians. Despite continuing bigotry and resistance from the fundamentalist 

religious right and other areas, there is progress; as of this writing in May, 2012, for 

example, eight states and the District of Columbia have legalized same-sex marriage. 

However, I also take away the impression that transgenders and transsexuals are the 

“new kids on the block,” lagging perhaps fifteen to twenty years behind homosexuals in 

gaining public acceptance and obtaining the same civil rights and protections (for 

example, the as yet unsuccessful struggle to be included as a group with gays and 

lesbians within the Employment Non-Discrimination Act (ENDA). It is apparent to me 

that, like gays and lesbians before them, transgender and transsexual individuals also 

need to become more visible, more  “ordinary,” before they can be accepted by the 

general public. I changed my proposed MLS thesis to a theater project involving 

transgenderism. Specifically, my purpose would be to present the story of one 

transgender individual over time, revealing the character’s complexities and 

ordinariness. Since neither “transgender” nor “transsexual” are intuitive concepts–for 

hetero- or homosexual audiences, for whom, whatever their sexual predilections, 

gender is not a problem–I set about finding a vehicle that could speak directly to the 

reader or viewer. I needed to convince my audience that it is plausible for a sane, 

functioning person to be driven to change what would generally be considered to be his 
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or her very personhood.  

I have always believed in the power of the word, written and spoken, and in the 

power of individual story. Pre-literate peoples passed down tales that were later 

transcribed and continue to resonate today in the Homeric epics, in folktales, and in 

myth, but for an academic project I needed a suitable print platform. Books are beyond 

the scope of my time frame and ability, and, should I somehow produce such a wonder, 

I would wager hard cash that more people saw Tony Kushner’s The Intelligent 

Homosexual's Guide to Capitalism and Socialism With a Key to the Scriptures during its 

2009 world-opening run at the Guthrie Theater than would ever read my trans novel. 

Film would work; Transamerica, concerning a man seeking to legally transition to a 

woman, made it all the way to the Oscars in 2006, netting actress Felicity Huffman (a 

woman) a nomination for best actress for her performance as a man. 

I had no filmmaking possibilities, but in 2003, at a friend’s urging, I did write and 

submit a twenty-minute, one-act play to Stages, the National Transgender Theater 

Festival in New York City. It was accepted, and while Harvey Fierstein’s camp 

Hairspray, and Richard Greenberg’s gay baseball drama, Take Me Out, received raves 

on Broadway, E.B. Boatner’s transgender Wishes enjoyed a two-night run in the 

Bowery. Thinking back now on Wishes, which had been well-received at its modest 

production, I decided to put into practice my preaching on personally stepping up and 

coming out; my new project would expand Wishes into a trilogy, Changes in Time. (That 

title carried for me the double meaning of “over time” and “just in time.”) 

While not strictly autobiographical, Changes In Time focuses on three pivotal 
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events in the five-decade course of my character’s life. Age worked to my advantage 

here, since I could look back over the protagonist’s (nearly) entire life, although I did 

have to take temporal as well as dramatic liberties lest Changes feature a seventy-year-

old trans man and his one-hundred-eight-year-old father. The plays and my 

methodology in writing them will be discussed later, but I offer here brief synopses of the 

three, Wishes, Dresses, and Changes, by way of introduction. Each play is written to 

stand alone, or be part of a single three-act play in the manner of the above-mentioned 

Harvey Fierstein’s Torch Song Trilogy  (1978). 

Wishes introduces fourteen-year-old Rain (Lorraine) at the end of a summer  

camp season. She and an older friend, Court, have been attracted to one another and 

are saying a private goodbye. As Court tries to become physically affectionate, Rain 

recoils and the moment is shattered by anger and recrimination; Court is aware that she 

is a lesbian, Rain cannot yet name her “difference,” but each is appalled by the other’s 

reaction. 

Dresses finds Lorraine and her mother, Margaret, driving to a wedding at which 

Lorraine is slated to be a bridesmaid. She is thirty-five, still angry and trapped by 

societal constraints and medical ignorance, unaware of the possibility of “transgender.” 

Their arguments over Lorraine’s refusal to wear the eponymous dress escalate until 

Lorraine reaches the brink of self-awareness.   

Changes finds Lorraine–now a fiftyish Laurence, legally and socially gendered as 

male–talking with his father, Jordan, after Margaret’s memorial service. Laurence has 

reached a place of peace and acceptance in his own life, but he is still attempting to 
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breach his father’s near impregnable reserve.  

As I wrote, I could not escape the growing awareness that I was writing these 

pieces for myself as well as for an audience; that the information I was shaping was not 

merely in an effort to persuade others to take a closer look at a life outside their ken, but 

to allow myself as well to accept that my doppelgänger was “OK”–something I did not 

believe until the MLS program allowed me the time and space to delve into the 

transgender question. I worked to show through my character’s arc that being 

transgender is not a condition the affected person necessarily realizes and acts upon in 

a steady, seamless progression, but may emerge in fits and starts, requiring years or 

decades to achieve. I knew the reader or viewer also needed to be brought to 

understand that gender is separate from biological DNA, sexuality, or sexual preference. 

Homosexuality is still far clearer–if not always accepted–with its binary sexual choice. 

The ambiguity and variety of a transgender individual’s possibilities for gender and 

sexual choices bemuse and alarm many, rendering it more difficult for the average 

person to comprehend and embrace. In order to give the reader an overview of 

transgenders in the plural, before homing in on my protagonist, I will begin my 

discussion with a historical selection of individuals who may–or may not–have been 

transgender, and how they lived their lives in their particular cultures.  

As varied as a trans person’s presentation may be, so is the variety of our 

society’s disciplines that permeate the transgender individual’s existence, ranging from 

psychiatric diagnoses of mental illness to sociological questions of bathroom etiquette. 

This intricate web of interaction makes transgenderism an eminently suited topic for the 



6 

 

MLS program’s interdisciplinary approach. I will discuss these areas later, but they 

embrace anthropology, ethnology, medicine, psychiatry, technology, literature and the 

arts. I will stress and repeat an obvious fact: Context, the frame provided by a given 

time and culture, with its specific matrix of social mores, technological and medical 

advancement, and political climate, affects the ability not only of transgenders but of all 

citizens to pursue their lives as they see fit.  

Focusing first on the homosexual community, I will discuss the advances in our 

own society that have given gays and lesbians more rights–not special rights, but ones 

commensurate with non-gay citizens–and how the transgender community, for want of a 

better word for such a varied group, is now working its way through this same chain of 

acceptance. This section will include the anthropological, medical and psychiatric 

disciplines. There are many other gender questions, but I will deal with transgender and 

transsexual; beyond the scope of my knowledge or of this paper are the intersexed, who 

have both male and female biological features, and who will no doubt become future 

links in the acceptance chain (Preves 2-3).  

Moving closer to Changes in Time, I will next explore advances in the arts– 

literature, film and drama–each of which, since the end of the 1940s has seen the 

flowering of gay and lesbian creators and themes, and the more recent emergence of 

transgender authors, poets, playwrights, and actors (Bram). Continuing to narrow the 

focus of the discussion, I will describe my own background and the process of creating 

the plays–what I intended to express, the methods I used to achieve my aims, and what 

I feel I have accomplished, using excerpts from the plays to illustrate. Finally, I will 
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present reactions of audience members who attended the reading of Wishes and 

Dresses in November, 2011 at Minneapolis’s Playwrights’ Center. I view Changes in 

Time as a platform–a literal stage–upon which the viewer may observe, at a safe 

remove, a type of person whom he thinks he has never met before. Perhaps not; but I 

am reminded of the look on the face of an interviewee when, upon his saying, “I’ve 

never worked with gay people before,” I replied, “That you know of.” 

The purpose of Changes in Time is twofold: First, ideally, to change the mind of 

any audience member’s biased feelings against transgenders, or at least to provide 

opportunity for further consideration. Second, to open myself, as my friend G observed. 

When I forsook the berdache for myself, it was with the intention that I do what gays, 

lesbians or any “Other” must to become an integrated part of his society: step forward 

and state my name and claim my story, for my story, like every other’s, is a part of the 

whole and equally valid. 
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                                                            Chapter 1                                          

                    There Have Always Been Trangenders–Haven’t There? 

                                           

In 1946, Trinity College (Dublin) medical student Michael Dillon published Self: A 

Study in Ethics and Endocrinology.  His stated intention was “to put simply to the 

average reader the nature of certain parts of his body, the seven endocrine organs, 

parts which are somehow closely connected with his character, temperament and 

personality...” (4).  He then touched on “Homosexuality,” before homing in on what 

turned out to be his main concern, individuals who feel themselves to be the other sex. 

Remarkably, for his time, Dillon wrote,  

           

          These people have the most difficult life of all...There is therefore at present no 

popular understanding of the situation, nor is any remedy offered that might do 

any real good. Surely,” Dillon advocated, “where the mind cannot be made to fit 

the body, the body should be made to fit, approximately, at any rate to the mind, 

despite the prejudices of those who have not suffered these things, yet to suffer 

which they so readily condemn others. (51, 53) 

 

Pagan Kennedy’s  biography of Dillon, The First Man-Made Man, reveals the 

source of the young student’s passionate plea for understanding. “Michael” had been 

born “Laura” in 1915, and while living as a man, studying medicine in Dublin and 

composing Self, he was spending term breaks in England undergoing sex-change 
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operations with Sir Harold Gillies, the noted surgeon who had nearly singlehandedly 

created the field of reconstructive surgery, repairing shell-torn World War I veterans with 

his ground-breaking techniques. Starting in 1946, Gilles performed some thirteen 

intricate surgeries on Dillon, finally completing his “Michael” persona with a constructed 

penis in 1949 (Kennedy 80).  

Today, most people would feel confident in their ability to give a definition of 

“man” and “woman,” of “homosexual” and “lesbian,” and could probably name a few of 

the latter: Marcel Proust, Sappho, Gertrude Stein, Walt Whitman, Oscar Wilde, 

Liberace, Elton John–perhaps even King James I of England, whom enough 

fundamentalist Christians know to have been homosexual to shun his sanctioned 1611 

translation of the Bible.     

“Transgender,” however, is a nebulous concept, often used interchangeably with 

“transsexual,”  “hermaphrodite,”  “intersex,” or “transvestite,” (which will be defined in 

greater length in the following chapter) and is confusing and unnerving for hetero- and 

homosexuals alike, since neither of these groups reject their birth gender. One example: 

A gay friend, who knew I was transgender, said, “I don’t get it. I just don’t get it.” I 

replied, “You’re a gay man, aren’t you?” (“Yes.”) “And you’re happy going about your life 

as a gay man, aren’t you?” (“Yes.”) “Well, imagine you wake up tomorrow morning as a 

woman–and you’re going to have to stay that way for the rest of your life; dress, act, and 

live the part.” (Pause. “Oh.”)  

Since there are no hard and fast guidelines by which an outsider may detect a 

transgender person, it is impossible to say with certainty for how long the transgendered 
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have moved among us. However, I cannot believe that, just as there have been 

individuals attracted to same sex partners over the centuries, there have not also been 

individuals compromised and constrained, suffering the gender in which they were 

forced to live out their lives. Earlier than the late nineteenth-century, when the term was 

coined, those who loved others of their sex were not called homosexuals (nor their 

counterparts “heterosexuals”) although their proscribed behavior could be observed and 

dealt with–usually harshly–according to the prevailing laws. It is a far more difficult task 

to winkle out transgender persons in earlier times since there is no single way that trans 

people express or even reveal their gender dissatisfaction. To add to the confusion, if 

we could with certainty point out our transgender forebears, we would still have no way 

of knowing how they themselves would have expressed their perceptions of gender. 

One must be wary about applying modern terminology to human behavior in other eras 

since nearly every culture holds different frames of reference concerning God, nature, 

sexuality, and the proper way to hold a fork. Beliefs vary widely in our own time: 

Consider, for example, the divergence between historians today about what it signified a 

mere century-and-a-half ago that young lawyer Abraham Lincoln shared a bed with 

Joshua Speed, and later, as president, in First Lady Mary Todd Lincoln’s absence, with 

his bodyguard, Major David Derickson (Tripp 2,4,15).  

As the word itself indicates, transgenderism concerns a crossing of the gender 

border, but reveals nothing about sexuality. If I say, “I’m gay,” my listener may assume–

correctly that as a male I choose other men as my sexual partners. If I say, “I’m 

transgender,” the listener would need quite a bit more information to form an opinion. 
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Am I trying to say I am a female transitioning to male? A male transitioning to female? 

Am I just starting? Have I already arrived? And who do I prefer sexually?  Even after I 

state my lived gender, that I am now male or female, I have yet to divulge my sexual 

preference(s). Michael Dillon clearly knew what he wanted and did what he needed to 

obtain his maleness. Others pursue their lives with greater ambiguity, but with no less 

determination. One unifying trait that I found both in the literature and in myself is the 

power of the trans person’s imperative to live life in his correct gender, to whatever 

extent his society or culture permits. A small sampling of individuals one may consider 

to be transgender includes:  

Chevalier d’Eon (1728-1810). Notorious and notable in his time, Charles 

Geneviève Lois Auguste André Timothée de Beaumont wore women’s clothes for most 

of his remarkable life. Was he, as Marjorie Garber calls him in her Vested Interests: 

Cross-dressing & Cultural Anxiety, “the most famous transvestite in Western history,” or 

was he transgender? (259). As noted above, “transvestite” has been–and often still is–

used as a generic word for men or women wearing clothing the current societal norms 

do not deem proper for their sex, without questioning whether it is the cross-dressing in 

and of itself that appeals, or whether an individual is living his or her gender. How did 

the Chevalier self-identify? Did the thought “self-identification” ever enter his head? 

Could an eighteenth-century nobleman even comprehend the twenty-first century’s 

notion of “gender identity” or “gender dysphoria”? 

     We’wha the “Zuni man-woman” (1849–1896) was well known and respected 

by his people as a lhamana, or two-spirit individual, an honor among the Zuni. We’wha 
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dressed and lived as a woman and was proficient in women’s and men’s work. He was 

secure in himself since his society embraced and valued two-spirit individuals. Although 

the tallest and strongest member of his tribe, once his two-spirit orientation became 

apparent, he was raised by women and taught women’s tasks. He and his society 

accepted that role, and while there is no question that everyone in the tribe knew 

We’wha’s birth sex, all observed her female gender (Roscoe 49). We have no telling 

what being lhamana meant in our terms of transgender, but both the individual and his 

culture concurred that there was a productive place for her in their society. We’wha 

became something of a personality through the agency of anthropological writings (a 

typical Zuni household, the joke goes, consisted of a mother, father, children and 

anthropologist) and in 1866, the strapping “Zuni maiden” travelled to Washington, DC, 

where she demonstrated her weaving skills, used the ladies’ dressing rooms, and met 

President Grover Cleveland and other dignitaries (Roscoe 38-39, 49, 70).  

The Lakota tribes had their winktes, the Navajo their nadle, and other tribes their 

own two-spirits with their own particular functions within the tribe; Sabine Lang identifies 

some twenty-two such Native American tribes (290-91). There are of course exceptions, 

and not all Native American tribes held two-spirits in esteem which only underscores the 

difficulty one encounters attempting to determine what exactly transgender is and 

entails.  

Billy Tipton, née Dorothy Lucille Tipton (1914-1989), was an American jazz 

musician and bandleader who lived undetected as a man for over fifty years. There was 

considerable publicity and scandal–and shock for his coworkers, wives, and sons–when 
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it was discovered by paramedics as he lay dying that Tipton was a biological woman. 

Amazingly, Tipton had lived with five women and adopted three sons. His birth sex of 

necessity, according to his biographer, was known to a select few: two female cousins, 

who kept the secret, some early acquaintances, whom Tipton took care to avoid, his 

brother William, whose name he coopted, and perhaps one of his “wives.” Tipton 

shunned all contact with doctors, and during his final illness, destroyed all physical 

evidence such as chest bindings or sexual implements, leaving no written word of 

explanation. Was Tipton transgender, or did he live as a man because that was the only 

way to pursue his career at that point in time? True, the mid-twentieth century was not a 

good time to be a woman bandleader, but to have five quasi-marriages to trusting wives 

and to quasi-adopt (none of Tipton’s legal papers was ever filed) three boys who 

thought of Billy only as “Dad,” is going beyond the call of duty to hold a job (Middlebrook 

270-81). 

Virginia Prince (November 23, 1913 - May 2, 2009), born Charles Lowman, was 

an American transgender activist who published more than a hundred issues of 

Transvestia, a magazine for heterosexual male cross-dressers. Although living as what 

one might plausibly term a transgender individual, adopting the pseudonym Virginia 

Charles Prince, and preferring female pronouns, she avoided the words transgender 

and transsexual calling herself a “transgenderist,” asserting, “I live in a feminine gender 

but I have no desire to change my sex” (Docter 57). Prince’s idiosyncratic opinions 

concerning correct language and behavior (she remained adamantly against any 

surgical intervention, for herself or anyone else) is merely one example of the many 
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methods that people who behave in a manner that falls outside the accepted social 

parameters set by our own doctors, psychiatrists and ethnographers, use to resist 

clinical and legal classification.  

Charlotte von Mahlsdorf (1928–2002) was originally Lothar Berfelde in Berlin-

Mahlsdorf, Germany. Her autobiography, I Am My Own Wife, was the basis of American 

playwright Doug Wright’s eponymous one-character play in 2003. Like Virginia Prince, 

von Mahlsdorf did not take a surgical route but simply lived and presented as a woman.  

     What were these people to our twenty-first century perception? They all give 

indicators to the modern eye, but with the exception of We’wha, whose tribe offered a 

societal niche not only to We’wha but to other two-spirit people, and of Michael Dillon, 

the others went their own way with their own individual methods and degrees of gender 

expressions. Their intentions clearly cannot be as neatly pigeonholed as may those of 

homosexuals or lesbians who, while their clothing and lifestyles (their actual lifestyles, 

not their sexuality, which is innate) vary widely, have a congruent gender and a clear 

sexuality (Well, usually. How about our sixteenth president?). The question is, does it 

really matter what they are or were? Why do I bring these people into a discussion of 

why I wrote my plays? Transgender would not matter to the Zuni or to other cultures that 

have a place for otherness. However, the more rigid a person, the more rigid his society, 

the greater effort that individual and society will exert to define and control otherness in 

an effort to maintain “order” as they define that word. It is important to have otherness 

accepted, or at a minimum included within our society, for as Hanne Blank cogently puts 

it, “Assumptions of sexual orientation are never merely innocent perceptions, because 
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these perceptions shape behavior “ (xii). 

In parts of our country, even as the number of states legalizing same-sex 

marriage is growing, there is increased belaboring of the phrase “family values”–the 

near frantic insistence that marriage is, has always been and will be (Christian) God-

dictated, a union between one (biological) male and one (biological) female, and that 

that family structure has always been uniform, and should be constructed of these basic 

units. Not so. A close reading of the Bible alone puts paid to that idea, and in fact many 

cultures over the centuries have adapted family models to fit their members’ changing 

needs. To cite one example of a different approach to pairing, Allan A. Tulchin has 

written on affrèrement (roughly translated as “brotherment”) in late Medieval and 

Renaissance France.  

According to Tulchin, the affrèrement “was a contract that provided the legal 

foundation for non-nuclear households of many types,” including two men, adding that 

these contracts “shared many characteristics with marriage contracts, as legal writers at 

the time were well aware. The affrèrés agreed to form one household, commonly 

pledging to have but ‘one house, one hearth, and one purse’” (614). Their goods usually 

became joint property and they became one another’s heirs. “They also frequently 

testified that they entered into the contract because of their affection for one another,” 

Tulchin points out that affrèrements, like all contracts, “had to be sworn before a notary 

and required witnesses, commonly the friends of the affrèrés” (615). 

I read about the abovementioned individuals while researching the history of 

transgenderism and realized what I was seeing was not so much a united band of 
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brothers, but individuals who couldn’t–or wouldn’t–be categorized by social means or 

through genetic testing. Nor can the heterosexuals or homosexuals of earlier eras, for 

that matter, but they are now part of what Blank calls our “cultural doxa,” the “what 

everybody knows” information that is accepted as true by one and all and is sometimes 

promoted and used by those in power to form public opinion, such as, “homosexuals 

make bad parents” (25-27). 

Transgenderism, therefore, to my disappointment and relief does not offer a 

smooth, clear road to understanding, but the realization of its very inaccessibility made 

my own belated self-awareness less puzzling. Before discussing some of the 

transgender’s obstacles to finding and living a new life, I will offer a brief “gender 

lexicon.”  
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                                                 Chapter 2 

            The Nosology of Transgenderism, or, What’s Up, Doc? 

 

  The words we use today in the “everyone knows that” accepted sense–

“heterosexuality,” “homosexuality,” “transvestite,” “transsexual,” “transgender,”–are, in 

fact, of relatively recent origins. To put “recent” in a personal context, my grandfather, 

Franklin Pierce Boatner, was born in 1852, before the Civil War when these words did 

not exist.  

Not even “heterosexual.”  Historian Hanne Blanke found there were no 

“heterosexuals” (or “homosexuals”) until May 6, 1868, when Austro-Hungarian Karl 

Maria Kertbeny created those words and wrote them in a letter to Karl Ulrichs, as the 

two tried to work out problems in Paragraph 143 of the 1851 Prussian Penal Code. My 

grandfather in Mississippi, or a homesteader in Minnesota in 1858 would not have 

described himself as “heterosexual,” and while British gays of the early 1800s might 

have called themselves “mollies,” they would not have known “homosexual”  (Blank 17). 

When “heterosexual” did come into common usage some years later, it carried a 

different connotation than the one we ascribe to it. Among early definitions, Dorland’s 

Medical Dictionary of 1901 defined “heterosexual” as an “abnormal or perverted appetite 

towards the opposite sex,” which was continued into the 1923 Merriam-Webster New 

International Dictionary. It was not until Merriam-Webster’s 1934 edition that had it 

morphed to a more benign “manifestation of sexual passion for one of the opposite sex; 
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normal sexuality” (Blank 20).  

“Transvestism,” or cross-dressing, derives etymologically from the Latin trans, 

across, and vestis clothing. It has been and still is practiced in many cultures worldwide 

for a variety of reasons, shamanistic ritual, private desire, and theatrical entertainment 

among them. Peter Ackroyd’s Dressing Up: Transvestism and Drag: The History of an 

Obsession, offers 175 intriguing illustrations from many eras, including cross-dressed 

males on a fifth-century BC red-figure cup by Peithinos (52). Male transvestites are not 

transsexuals, notes Ackroyd and are “always aware of their male identity and it plays a 

major role in their activity.” All sexes and genders cross dress: think Joan of Arc and 

Milton Berle. “Drag”–very briefly–is a subset of transvestism and is “primarily a 

homosexual performance: most transvestites are heterosexual, often married and with 

children.” Ackroyd’s information is corroborated by the information reported by 

interviewer Amy Bloom in a chapter of her book, Normal, titled “Conservative Men in 

Conservative Dresses: Heterosexual Crossdressers” (Ackroyd 14: Bloom 51-98). 

The word “transvestism” was first used in 1925 by sexologist and activist Magnus 

Hirschfeld in Die Transvestiten; Hirschfeld assisted at early sex-change operations and 

referred to those patients not as “transsexuals,” but as “transvestites.” Earlier, in 1923, 

Havelock Elliis spoke of the practice in his book, Eonism, but chose, as his title 

indicates, to name the practice after the famed cross-dressing Chevalier. Sigmund 

Freud discussed the phenomenon but did not name it (Ackroyd 14,27). 

Vividly imaged by surrealist artist “Tina” as a tortured, conjoined male and female 

(reproduced in Meyerowitz, fig 4), the word ‘transsexual” first appeared in the 
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December, 1949 issue of Sexology. David Cauldwell’s article “Psychopathia 

Transexualis,” described these people as “hoping” to live in the other sex. This definition 

was accurate, as far as it went, but many individuals have since gone on from hope to 

reality, taking advantage–or not, as they chose–of the increasing strides in the medical 

sciences and plastic arts (surgery, endocrinology) to make their bodies physically 

conform to the sex and gender in which they live. Others preceded her, but in 1952, 

Christine Jorgensen, caught in an early surge of the media tsunami that engulfs us 

today, became America’s most famous transsexual (Meyrowitz 42-43). 

Jorgensen rode the media wave and maintained her public presence with 

sufficient aplomb that in the mid-1970s a story in the New York Times Magazine 

counted her–along with Dick Gregory, Ralph Nader and Gloria Steinem–among the 

“superstars invited to speak at public lecture series.” “Transsexual” and “transgender” 

are used interchangeably, neither one indicating whether the individual has had surgical 

intervention, although Jorgensen eventually advocated the use of “transgender,” 

explaining, “Gender is different than sexual preference. It doesn’t have to do with bed 

partners, it has to do with identity.” She articulated the very point transgender individuals 

are still attempting to make three decades after her death (Meyerowitz 281).  

“From the late nineteenth century on,” writes the author of How Sex Changed: A 

History of Transsexuality in the United States, “European and American sexologists had 

‘medicalized’ sexuality, transforming unconventional sexual behavior from sins requiring 

redemption to pathologies inviting cure” (Meyerowitz 170). It was in this medicalized 

context that the public was encouraged to regard gays, lesbians, transgenders and 
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transsexuals, and from this context that the “medicalized” have struggled to free 

themselves. 

Since the time of psychiatrists Sigmund Freud (1856-1939), Sándor Ferenczi 

(1873-1933), and Robert Stoller in the more recent 1960s (1924-1991), homosexuality 

was considered an illness, and was diagnosed as such in the second edition of the 

American Psychiatric Association’s (APA) Diagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental 

Disorders (DSM II) in 1968. Much effort was exerted by gay activists like gay 

psychiatrist Charles Silverstein (who read the presentation before the APA) before 

homosexuality was removed from the DSM III in 1973 allowing gays and lesbians to 

reenter the normal flow of human sexuality.  

This victory did not help transgenders and transsexuals, however, as they were 

written into the DSM III in 1980, where they remain, classified under Gender Identity 

Dysphoria (GID). The current DSM IV describes the qualifications to be met to incur this 

diagnosis:  

         There are two components of Gender Identity Disorder, both of which must be 

present to make the diagnosis. There must be evidence of a strong and 

persistent cross-gender identification, which is the desire to be, or the insistence 

that one is of the other sex (Criterion A). This cross-gender identification must not 

merely be a desire for any perceived cultural advantages of being the other sex. 

There must also be evidence of persistent discomfort about one’s assigned sex 

or a sense of inappropriateness in the gender role of that sex (Criterion B). The 

diagnosis is not made if the individual has a concurrent physical intersex 

condition (e.g., androgen insensitivity syndrome or congenital adrenal 

hyperplasia) (Criterion C). To make the diagnosis, there must be evidence of 

clinically significant distress or impairment in social, occupational, or other 
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important areas of functioning (Criteria D)” may be considered demeaning, or it 

can open the way for that person to receive the medical intervention they are 

seeking in the pursuit of identity. (DSM IV) 

 

The American Psychiatric Association thus effectively relegated to and maintains 

“transgender” as a pathology. Where, then, does that leave me and other trans people 

who do not accept the APA’s definition of our lives as illness? At this writing there are 

activist groups like GID Reform Advocates (gidreform.org) and others around the world 

working to have the GID diagnosis removed from the upcoming revised fifth edition of 

the DSM due out in May, 2013.  I believe that positive media exposure in the form of 

drama, literature and film can do its part to champion this cause, in what Dahlia Lithwick 

in a New Yorker piece, “Extreme Makeover,” termed the “Will and Grace” theory. 

Lithwick explains that “The openly gay characters demonstrated what social scientists 

have long known: the single most important indicator of one’s support for gay rights is 

whether one knows someone who is gay. In a pinch, it seems, a fellow on TV will do” 

(Lithwick 77). In the same fashion, I believe that the visibility of characters like 

Lorraine/Laurence in Changes in Time will also let an audience “know” a trans person. 

One more push for the removal of Gender Identity Dysphoria as a mental disorder.  

“What’s in a name?” asked Shakespeare’s Juliet. Everything. In our society 

everything–people, plants, planets–must be named before it can have an existence. A 

heretofore-unknown lizard found in a rain forest may have rubbed scales with the 

dinosaurs, but it is new to us, but it doesn’t exist for us until it has been given proper 

Latin names and taxonomic rank. But names are mutable and can be withdrawn as . 
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well as bestowed. Take the case of our sun’s ninth planet. Astronomers long ago 

predicted the existence of a “Planet X” beyond Neptune and it was found in 1930 and 

christened Pluto. But according to science writer Frasier Cain, “Instead of being the only 

planet in its region, like the rest of the solar system, Pluto and its moons are now known 

to be just a large example of a collection of objects called the Kuiper Belt, a region 

which extends beyond Neptune’s orbit some 55 astronomical units” (Cain, Universe 

Today). 

So now, by astronomy’s most recent definition, Pluto is not a planet, merely one 

of some 70,000 bits of Kuiper Belt debris–that earned their new existence by being 

named. Nevertheless, the chunk-of-rock-that-was-Pluto continues to circle the sun in its 

eons-old orbit, oblivious to its demotion to detritus. Like tiny Pluto, human sexual variety 

does not so much change over time as it is redefined, accepted or rejected in part or in 

whole through the lens of current society. “Heterosexual,” “homosexual,” “transgender,” 

are words that exist within the context of our particular society. They did not exist before 

the late nineteenth century and, inevitably, they will pass from common usage. 

As gays and lesbians were slowly emerging into the public eye in the latter half of 

the twentieth century, transgenders, with the exception of Christine Jorgensen, had yet 

to see the light of day in America. While Michael Dillon was undergoing multiple 

surgeries to become an entity that had no name, and I was discovering I didn’t want to 

wear dresses, play with dolls–be a girl, there was no social context within which to 

emerge. One didn’t talk about sex at all in polite society in the 1940s and 50s, nor was 

the vocabulary or grammar to do so readily available. It took First Lady Betty Ford’s 
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candid disclosures of her struggles with addiction and breast cancer in 1974–roughly 

the timeframe of Dresses–to open a window for these and other gender topics to be 

aired. Furthermore, the climate of the times would have afforded cold comfort for any 

youngster finding the courage to make a gender confession. Far removed from Magnus 

Hirschfield’s earlier empathetic approach, much of the existing literature echoed Robert 

Stoller, who as late as 1975 felt justified in writing:  

           My opinion about the treatment of adult transsexuals has not changed since I last 

wrote at any length about the subject in 1966. In the years since, there are still no 

published reports of any treatment that has successfully converted an adult 

transsexual male into a masculine, heterosexual person, or even into a less 

feminine person. (279)  

 

Stoller, who obviously did not entertain the idea of female transsexuals, quoted 

Freud (1905) and Ferenczi (1916) to bolster his assertion. The latter, in an essay titled, 

“The Nosology of Male Homosexuality,” had asserted, “Inversion is to be regarded as a 

condition incurable by analysis (or by any kind of psychotherapy at all)” (Ferenczi 305). 

Things hadn’t changed from the publication of “Nosology” in 1916 to Stoller’s writing in 

the 1970s. 

The fields of anthropology, sociology, and ethnology have been more open to the 

study of transgender individuals, although they, too, have found it difficult to pin down 

meanings when the variant individuals themselves use ambiguous gender language. 

Many subjects define similar behaviors differently. It is beyond the scope of this paper to 

cover all the material on transgenderism. However, two brief items from the work of 

anthropologists David Valentine and Don Kulick can help illustrate the difficulties 
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encountered.  

 Kulick followed a group of transgendered prostitutes in Brazil–travestis–who use 

hormones and inject literally liters of industrial silicone into their bodies to ply their trade, 

yet feel that a man who would wish to be a woman is “suffering from a psychosis.” 

Kulick elaborates: “They live with tough, muscular, macho males whom they treat like 

housewives. They stand out on the street at night wearing miniskirts and displaying their 

breasts, attracting males who want to be penetrated and be called female names by 

them. What, in the end, is the subjectivity of these complex, contradictory, and contrary 

individuals?” (191). 

     David Valentine, in New York, also encountered a broad and ambiguous 

range of ways his clients chose to describe themselves. Part of the title of one of his 

papers, “‘I Went to Bed with My Own Kind Once’: The Erasure of Desire in the Name of 

Identity,” is an example of a client’s verbal gymnastics: the client never did pin down 

exactly what was meant by “my own kind.” However extreme these behaviors seem 

from the outside, each group or individual has its reasons and rationales for its actions, 

and may claim a place in the human family.  

I am encouraged by the work of anthropologists, ethnologists, and sociologists 

who work to remain open-minded as they seek to learn about and understand gender-

variant people and to disseminate their findings.  The more knowledge the layperson 

gains about those who differ from him, the more likely he is to lean towards is to lean 

towards acceptance and inclusion of “others.” The medical and psychiatric professions 

in the United States wield a great deal of power over the lives of those whom they can 
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declare mentally ill and to whom they have the power to allow or deny medical 

treatments and corrective surgeries for transgender and transsexual individuals. Their 

determinations have further ramifications politically, influencing the laws that dictate 

whom one can marry–or not– and whether one will be protected from discrimination and 

harassment in the workplace.  

     As scientific knowledge and technology increases, human sexual expression 

is being seen to encompass more than an either-or dichotomy, I have encountered, at 

office visits, forms that offer more than “M” and “F” choices. Newtonian and Cartesian 

certainties are bending to quantum physics, where one finds “nonlocality”–situations 

where everything does not work in a predictable manner, where “the universe and the 

way it works are not quite as tidy as scientists used to think…At this level of reality 

nothing was guaranteed; scientists had to be content with only being able to bet on the 

odds” (McTaggart xiv, 10-11).  

I believe there is more untidiness to come, as humans and their behaviors are 

found to be even more diffuse and ambiguous. Just as now you may know a person 

without being able to divine his gender, and his gender without knowing his sexual 

preference, there may be gradations yet to discover–Kuiper Belts instead of Plutos– 

uncertainties that can be terrifying–or liberating. 
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                                          Chapter 3 

          

           And the Word Was Transgender: Trans in Print, Film, Theater 

 

The emergence of a strong body of gay literature in the late 1940s paved the 

way, I believe, for an easier entrance of a trans presence into the arts today. Before 

1948, gays were visible enough around the edges of mainstream (straight) culture for 

mystery writer Raymond Chandler to hold them up for ridicule and make snide remarks 

with the reader’s complicity. Narrator Phillip Marlow smirks, “I took my dark glasses off 

and tapped them delicately on the inside of my left wrist. If you can weigh a hundred 

and ninety pounds and look like a fairy, I was doing my best” (Chandler 46). Fictional 

homosexuals were visible, but remained fictional pariahs, always fair game and 

expendable. The homophobia that pervaded most of the twentieth century kept gay 

authors effectively in the closet, and publishers’ codes forbade them from dealing with 

gay themes directly or featuring protagonists who led fulfilling, partnered lives.  

Christopher Bram’s Eminent Outlaws: The Gay Writers Who Changed America, 

makes it clear just how high a price was paid by Gore Vidal, Tennessee Williams, 

Truman Capote, James Baldwin and others–icons now– who fought for recognition in a 

world that dared not let them speak their names in print. Until Gore Vidal’s 1948 

breakthrough novel, The City and the Pillar, the life of a homosexual character was 

frequently nasty, brutish and short. Vidal for the first time offered a healthy, handsome 

protagonist, and despite violence at the novel’s end, Bram notes, “Yet the rest of the 



27 

 

novel is often tartly matter-of-fact, offering sharp snapshots of American gay life in 

Hollywood and New York in the 1940s” (7). February, 1950, ushered in the McCarthy 

witch hunt years, his minions blacklisting not only suspected communists but 

homosexuals as well–despite the J. Edgar Hoovers and Roy Cohns lurking in the 

woodpile. But McCarthyism passed while gay writers kept writing, and in 1968 a 

shocking, all-gay play, The Boys in the Band, burst into life off-Broadway.  

Mart Crowley’s play–bare-bones summary–centers around nine friends at a 

birthday party, and the introduction of a mean party game. The only producer that would 

touch it was Richard Barr, who had produced Edward Albee’s (another gay writer) 

Who’s Afraid of Virginia Woolf. Nevertheless, it was “quickly cast despite the fears of 

actors and (more often) their agents about playing gay characters.” Despite some critics’ 

sniping, the play is about friendship rather than gayness per se. As Bram emphasizes; 

“Boys in the Band engages in the same kind of truth telling that straight lays of the era 

did, yet most reviewers forgot that and spoke as if only homosexuals were unhappy” 

(139,142). 

In 1978, Armisted Maupin’s novel, Tales of the City, became a smash hit. Maupin 

himself was gay, but his characters showed about the same percentage of straight to 

gay as San Francisco’s demographic itself. Tales was composed of Maupin’s collected 

humor columns that had appeared in the San Francisco Chronicle. The action centered 

around the motley collection of friends inhabiting 28 Barbary Lane, a Russian Hill 

mansion divided into apartments presided over by the free-wheeling, pot-toking, fifty-ish 

Anna Madrigal. In “The Anagram,” at the end of volume two, the reader discovers that 
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Anna is not only transgender, but the father of Mona, another principal character. “Girl?” 

gasped Mona. “You’re a woman!” Mrs. Madrigal shook her head. “You’re a woman, 

dear. I’m a girl. And proud of it.” Mona smiled. “My own goddam father…a sexist!” 

(Maupin 335). The whole scene is shocking–and endearing. Bram unknowingly 

reinforces Lithwick’s “Will and Grace” theory here:  “Anna Madrigal is so entirely herself 

that her sex change feels secondary. She is literature’s first nonthreatening, 

nonsuffering, three-dimensional androgyne” –loved through all eight volumes (191-92). 

Homosexual and lesbian characters are still far more widely represented than 

transgenders in literature, drama and cinema, the concept of “transgender” still terra 

incognita for most theater audiences. But trans presences are gaining ground, and have 

scored some significant successes.  In his New York Times review of 4 December, 

2003, critic Bruce Weber noted, “Of all the peculiar entries in the Broadway derby this 

fall, perhaps the most peculiar is Doug Wright's fascinating one-actor play starring 

Jefferson Mays, I Am My Own Wife.” He went on to compare the play to the then newly-

opened Golda’s Balcony, which Weber noted had both a known actress and a large 

Jewish audience. 

“I Am My Own Wife has neither of those advantages,” Weber pointedly wrote, 

“and you have to wonder, how many visitors from the heartland of America will be eager 

to pass up the bling-bling of a Broadway musical for this quiet, dramatic tale about an 

East German transvestite played by an unknown male actor speaking in heavily 

accented English and wearing a black dress and a string of pearls?” 
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After a bit more equivocation, however, Weber ceded, “I Am My Own Wife is the 

most stirring new work to appear on Broadway this fall. With nothing to recommend it 

but a story that is both moving and intellectually absorbing, a staging that is both careful 

and lovely and a performance that is a true tour de force, we should all hope that 

theatergoers prove that it belongs there.” Enough Midwesterners–and others–did come  

so that I Am My Own Wife won the 2004 Tony Award for Best Play. 

While Wife centered on the admittedly eccentric and unique personality of 

Charlotte von Mahlsdorf and was drawn from Mahlsdorf’s eponymous memoir, Jane 

Anderson’s 2002 Looking for Normal is set firmly in America’s Heartland 

. The play opens as Roy, a John Deere factory employee, twenty-five years married with 

two children, tells his wife and their pastor that he is a woman trapped in a man’s body–

and wants a sex change. The dialogue between the parents and children skillfully–and 

without didacticism–examines the meanings of marriage, family and Roy’s imperative to 

be himself. 

Both I Am My Own Wife and Looking for Normal have been performed in 

Minneapolis (between 2006 and 2011) to great acclaim, as well as David Henry 

Hwang’s M Butterfly on the Guthrie main stage in 2010, which concerned a French 

diplomat’s twenty-year liaison with a man he believed was a woman. The films Boys 

Don’t Cry  (1999) and The Crying Game (1992) brought the existence of transgender 

individuals forcefully–and sometimes distastefully–into a broader public eye, earning 

Oscars for Hillary Swank in the first for her portrayal of the doomed Brandon Teena, a 
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young trans man raped and murdered when his biological sex was discovered, and for 

best screenplay for the Crying Game, a thriller set against a background of the IRA.  

Most of the films that are being made about transgenders offer reasonably 

healthy, more optimistic views of the protagonists’ lives; the violence in Boys Don’t Cry 

was necessary due to the biographical aspects of Brandon Teena’s story, but was 

presented as a plea for compassion and understanding. Transamerica and Looking for 

Normal both deal with adults seeking a sex change and both echo two of the main 

themes in Changes in Time, that is, the overriding imperative for the transgender 

individual to become and live as him/herself, and the difficulty in doing so in a society 

where there are no words to express his needs. Literature and drama prove an 

especially fertile ground for presenting a sympathetic protagonist, and these two films 

portray the characters as human, acting within a circle of friends and family who care for 

them.  

Transamerica was played as a comedy/drama and won an Academy Award Best 

Actress nomination for Felicity Huffman playing Bree, the pre-op character. Interestingly, 

a woman was chosen to play the “male” lead, illustrating the ongoing ambivalence 

concerning the subject of gender and transitioning. Hollywood wasn’t ready to have, 

say, Brad Pitt in the role, not knowing what risks a leading male star would encounter 

And being seen as gender variant–not far removed from 1968 when actors and agents 

worried about “playing gay” in Boys in the Band. Still, that an indie rather than a 

mainstream film, with a woman as the male lead, made it to the Oscars at all is 

noteworthy.  
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The dramatic process has been used since antiquity to convey story and 

character, in great part, writes historian Diarmaid MacCullough, “Because of its 

immediacy theatre, even more that philosophy, confronts and crystalizes the most 

profound dilemmas in human life, and it may provide perverse comfort in revealing that 

dilemmas have no solutions…” (14). Aristotle analyzed drama circa 335 BCE in his 

Poetics. There he defined the tragic plot as single-threaded, requiring as its subject “the 

intermediate kind of persona, a man not preeminently virtuous and just, whose 

misfortune, however, is brought upon him not by vice and depravity but by some error of 

judgment, of the number of those in enjoyment of great reputation and prosperity.” He 

cites Oedipus and Thyestes among the examples of such men (238-39). Aristotle then 

states that comedy involves a “double story (like the Odyssey), and an opposite issue 

for the good and the bad personages.” Although noting such comic plots had popular 

appeal, Aristotle maintained that was due to the “weakness of the audiences.”  He 

concluded, “But the pleasure is not that of Tragedy. It belongs rather to Comedy, where 

the bitterest enemies in the piece (e.g. Orestes and Aegisthus) walk off good friends in 

the end, with no slaying of anyone by anyone” (239).  

By Aristotelian protocol, I am writing Comedy;  I intend to end not in downfall or 

death, but in healing and strengthening of my central character. Trans people can see 

another trans life on stage, facing and surmounting difficulties, others may simply see a 

trans–albeit fictional–individual for the first time and presented in a non-threatening 

manner. Changes in Time was decades in the creation, and I parry jibes about my being 

a “late starter” explaining that, in fact, I spent my first six decades “doing research                      
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                                                Chapter 4 

          The Child is Father to the Man: Life as Realization 

 

For some reason my father, an uprooted Mississippian in West Hartford, 

Connecticut, subscribed to the New York Daily News, a paper that covered crime, 

scandal, and juvenile delinquency with a relish not shared by our staid Hartford Courant 

and Times papers.  A tabloid, it was easier for me to handle than the standard papers. 

And it had comics. Thus it was, on December 1, 1952, I was privy to the News’s front 

page, all-caps banner headline: “EX-GI BECOMES BLONDE BEAUTY: OPERATIONS 

TRANSFORM BRONX YOUTH.” It sounds like a bad joke now, but far from being 

titillated or horrified by Christine Jorgensen’s story, my eleven-year-old self was simply 

baffled that a man would willingly chose to become a woman. Here before my eyes was 

groundbreaking news, but I didn’t make the mental connection that any of it could 

pertain to me. 

I had known for some time that all was not as it should be in my world, from the 

moment my mother announced that I had to give up my boy’s swim trunks for a girl’s 

swimsuit. That dictum constituted a considerable shock, for the episode of the trunks 

was the first thing that surfaced in my mind a lifetime later when I was asked to write a 

short memoir for the 2004 “Coming Out” issue of Lavender. (The trunks were lovely; 

buttery yellow decorated with gray sharks and green palm trees.) George Jorgensen 

was fifteen years older than me, though only twenty-three when he went to Denmark to 
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transition. He had been searching for years through medical libraries and with various 

doctors and psychologists and discovered that he was not going to be assisted through 

this country’s medical system (Jorgensen 68-86). My own unknowingness was not 

simply a question of my youth. Even today I hear older gays say they were unsure of 

their actual sexuality, or, if they were, had been so horrified and shamed by what they 

were told about homosexuality that they retreated and slammed the “closet door.” It is 

not surprising that being wrongly gendered, something even more outré than gay, would 

never have been mentioned at all. 

        I remembered my summer camp seasons from 1953 to ‘57 with great fondness 

and had long intended to write up some episodes for what would now be called a “YA” 

or young adult book. I can see now that I was tiptoeing around the real issue to avoid 

facing my own gender questions. My coming out, however, was definitively 

accomplished in June of 2009, when I attended my fiftieth high school reunion and was 

introduced as Ethan to the entire Loomis Chaffee class of 1959. Afterwards I wrote an 

essay for the alumni bulletin in which I voiced some fifty-year-old terrors: “Back when 

classmates were choosing the perfect frock for Debbie’s Sweet Sixteen party, I was 

brooding over the prospect of dying and being buried for eternity in a dress” (Boatner 

28). By that reunion, of course, I had had some practice in coming out of hiding when 

Wishes was performed in New York City in 2003, but that occurred a half-continent 

away before an audience of strangers. 

      When I decided to present my plays in fulfillment of the Master of Liberal Studies 

degree, my first concern was that I would be perceived as transgender when I 
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presented them publicly. Well, yes. But I was becoming more and more aware that 

Wishes was just part of what I had to say. I needed to follow my character from her 

fourteen-year-old-girl self (Rain) through what I now understood from my own 

experience was a sea change into becoming Laurence, a well-adjusted–gender 

euphoric, if you will– adult male.  

Instead of a single, full-length play, I chose to follow Wishes with two more short 

one-acts, with Lorraine or Laurence interacting with only one other character. I felt this 

structure would be simpler to cast and mount, and therefore more tempting to a 

potential producer or director. The two-character structure would serve important 

psychological functions as well. First, I wanted situations likely to resonate with all types 

of audience members. Wishes involved Rain and a friend; Dresses, Lorraine and her 

Mother; Changes, Laurence and his father. Peers are perhaps a teen’s most powerful 

influence, while the child-parent dynamic touches everyone, of any race, creed, or 

gender. Second, each play is purposely set in a confined space, to add to the intensity 

and inescapability of the characters’ interactions. While I wanted the action to be 

intense, I also wanted to inject humor. How well I achieved that aim can be seen in 

some of the audience reactions quoted later. 

I encountered a number of difficulties in constructing the plots. The events in 

Wishes, for example, never occurred. The real-life Rain and Court were simply friends. 

The title comes from the camp opening ceremony. Each camper, seated in a circle in 

the darkened rec hall, held a lit candle, made a wish, then blew out the flame. I wished 

that “Court”–whom I had just met–and I were brothers. Boys. While the play was an 
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invention, all the details–the sloppy “Adios” banner, the Dutch boy and girl figurines, the 

counselor who knocks down Rain–are real. The time frame is accurate, as was Rain’s 

being about to enter a girl’s prep school with a butch haircut. 

Time was the problem in Dresses and Wishes, both in the actual ages of the 

characters and because in real life neither of my parents lived to meet Ethan. My 

parents were born a month apart in 1903. My father died in 1983 and my mother in 

1987. Like Lorraine, I was an only child, but I didn’t start to transition until I was sixty-

one. Thus neither of those plays actually “happened” either. I don’t have an inkling of 

how Mother or Dad would have reacted to Ethan. They might have kept on cross-

emoting in their usual fashion, like southern-accented characters in a Noel Coward play; 

they might have thrown conniption fits, or, in Mother’s case, snatched up a pad and 

pencil starting a list of where she would need to have my name changed. 

As I fretted, I realized that historical accuracy was not the point. I was not writing 

a memoir. My task was to convey to an audience Lorraine-Laurence’s imperative to 

claim himself, and to show how these parents–Margaret and Jordan–reacted. Changes 

in Time was intended in part to lay to rest some of my personal demons–a fictional 

exorcism–but more importantly, to offer some connection for other transgenders and an 

introduction to a believable transgender individual for others perhaps less receptive to 

gender ambiguity,  

In order to give a professional reading of the first two plays, I asked Anne 

Bertram, a local playwright (St. Luke’s, Mother of Frankenstein), producer, and director 

with the Twin Cities’ Theatre Unbound, to help me find suitable actors. She chose four 
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women who knew one another through their theater work; Katie Willer, Brigid Kelley, 

Stacey Poirier and Muriel J. Bonertz (Appendix 1), who readily accepted and were given 

copies of their scripts to start reading. A few weeks later we had two evenings of 

rehearsals, one play each night with two to three run-throughs. Timothy Cope, director 

and stage manager, hosted the rehearsals since his home was centrally located–and  

had a fireplace.  

Wishes was read first, and taught me the value of true stagecraft. Anne had cast 

Katie Willer as Rain, and Brigid Kelley as Court, but the two had gotten together earlier 

and decided each one preferred the other part. I did what I had been instructed to do: 

keep mum. Timothy told them to go ahead, and they did the run-through. It was 

amazing for me to sit in the background by the fire hearing words that I had written–just 

little black marks on the pages–spoken by characters I had created.  

After they finished and we had taken a little break, Timothy said, “Now switch 

roles and let’s read it with you in the characters Anne cast you in.” They agreed and 

started in. The effect was electric. While they each physically resembled the other part, 

their voices and emotions were perfectly suited for the original casting. The reading was 

raised to another level, and everyone knew it. When they finished, Timothy just said, “I 

think we’ll keep the original casting.” 

In Dresses, Stacey Poirier played Lorraine and Muriel J. Bonertz read Margaret. 

The two had worked together before, and their temperaments as the characters worked 

beautifully together. Especially moving, almost eerie, was to hear the character 

Margaret–“my” mother, speaking to “me.”  
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It was an eye-opener to watch Timothy, who received his MFA in Playwriting here 

at the University of Minnesota, work in his field of expertise. After each reading, he 

would made suggestions to the actors which were clear and concise, firm without being 

controlling. The effect was to energize rather than subdue the actors, and to enhance 

the plays. I joked afterwards, “Wow! I wish I’d written those!” 

Wishes and Dresses, as well as the third component, Changes, are designed to 

show how Lorraine grows in understanding, how she makes decisions on the evidence 

she has, what she will and will not accept for her life, and the moments dramatized were 

selected to highlight three such turning points. In Wishes, the girls’ private goodbye 

celebration is going well until Court, who sees their relationship as romantic, attempts to 

embrace Rain. 

 (They have their snacks and joke and give each other gifts. Court’s is a set of dogtags 
on a chain. Rain backs up to her so that Court can fasten the chain around her neck. 
(COURT pulls RAIN tight against her. Her hands trace RAIN’s skin from her temples 
down her neck and along her jaw. She kneads RAIN’s shoulders, then leans forward 
and puts her cheek against RAIN’s, embracing her with her arms around RAIN’s chest. 
COURT turns RAIN’s head further and kisses her.) 
 
        RAIN  
 Hey! What are you doing? Cut it out!   
 
(RAIN tries to pull forward, but for a few moments COURT holds her tight, her cheek 
pressed against RAIN’s) 
 
        RAIN 
 
 What was that for? I thought you weren’t going to let me go! 
 
(COURT slides down off the table and moves towards RAIN)  
 
       COURT 
                               
And what if I hadn’t!  Wouldn’t you have liked that?  Really? 
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(Rain is thrown totally off balance and her rejection of what for Court has been a difficult 
declaration to make, precipitates an argument between the two.) 
 
                                             RAIN  
                               
But this…I don’t think of you this way…I think of you more…more like a brother…  
 
                                             COURT  
                               
Bullshit. You haven’t been acting like I’m your brother. Not like my brothers act, anyway. 
 
(RAIN, agitated, looks down and reaches toward the candle)  
 
                                             RAIN 
                               
Not like a brother.  No, that’s not it…  
 
(She turns the plate slowly, looking into the candle’s flame)  
 
               RAIN 
                                   
…like -- another guy. I wished that night, at the Campfire, and I was going to tell you 
tonight, that I wish that you were another guy. 
 
                                            COURT  
                               
Another guy? In case you haven’t noticed, Kid, we’re neither of us “guys,” butch cuts or 
not. 
 
(As they try to understand what is happening, the exchange grows more heated.) 
 
                                            COURT  
                           
I thought you wanted what I do…Now I don’t even know what to say to you, Rain. What 
can I say to you now?  
 
                                              RAIN  
                               
What do you say to me any day? What you say to a friend. 
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                                               COURT  
                              
Are we really friends?  I don’t even know what you are. You can’t ever be a boy – you’d 
be a freak if you tried!  
Is that what you want? 
 
(RAIN, angry, stands up for herself)   
 
           RAIN 
                                
What makes me a freak any more than you? You’re telling me you like girls – that’s so 
normal? And how am I any different than when I walked in here? Are you any different? 
 
                                                 COURT 
I’m sure different from you!  
 
                                                   RAIN  
 
Yeah – and you’re telling me you’re different from everyone else here, too. How does 
that make you any better – or normal? 
 

There is no happy ending to this play. Neither girl has a way to bridge the chasm 

between them. Nor do they want to. Rain is alone at the end, as Court storms out. 

In many ways Lorraine’s situation has not changed in Dresses. She’s older, has 

been married–very briefly–but still does not know exactly what’s wrong, a confusion not 

as silly or simplistic as it might seem. Gender and sexual preference are two different 

and not necessarily congruent parts of every person’s makeup. While Lorraine is male 

gendered, she is also, unlike many female-to-male trans people, sexually oriented 

toward males. This scene with Lorraine and her mother, Margaret, hints at this seeming 

paradox.  

                                             Margaret 
 
We were so relieved when you finally married…  
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                                               Lorraine 
 
Two years less two days. Maybe we shouldn’t have done it on Halloween. We plain 
shouldn’t have done it. He was crazy, and he expected me to be… to be a…wife.  
 
                                               Margaret 
 
Well for heaven’s sake, Lorraine, that’s what women do. They marry men and become 
wives and take care of their husbands… 
                                                                                   
                                                Lorraine 
 
And have babies. Go ahead, I know that’s what you’re thinking. 
 
                                                Margaret 
 
Aren’t you ever curious? 
 
                                                Lorraine 
 
Curious? 
 
                                                Margaret 
 
About what it’s like to have a baby. I thought I should have one, and here you are! 
 
                                                Lorraine 
 
(Pause) You had me out of curiosity? Why didn’t you have any more, then? Curiosity 
satisfied? Was it worth it?  
 
                                                Margaret 
 
Don’t be like that, dear. 
 
(MARGARET tears up and pulls out a handkerchief) 
                                                 
                                                Lorraine 
 
Oh, for God’s sake, don’t cry.  
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Margaret keeps pressing Lorraine to pull over at a HoJo’s and change into the 

dress (lying in the back seat). Lorraine pulls over, yanks the car to a stop, reaches back 

and tears up the dress in front of Margaret (producing a dramatic and audible rending of 

yellow rags at the reading). Despite, or perhaps because of, the violence of Lorraine’s 

action, mother and daughter see one another with clearer eyes. A bridge has been 

crossed, and the play ends on an upbeat with a humorous remark by Lorraine. 

Laurence and his father, Jordan, dominate Changes. They are meeting at the 

funeral home after Margaret’s death for a private family viewing. She is to be cremated 

directly afterwards. Jordan arrives late, after Margaret has been removed from the 

parlor. The two begin to exchange heated words, and Jordan calls Laurence “Lorraine.” 

Laurence corrects him. Jordan makes light of the slip and chides Laurence for being 

angry over such a minor thing. Laurence replies: 

                                      Laurence 

I’m not angry. I’m telling you this once and I want you to listen. I’ve been Laurence for 
nearly six years now. Even Mom got it. I don’t by any stretch look like a “Lorraine”–my 
voice, my beard. Slip on a pronoun occasionally, fine. I’ve done it myself. But if you 
won’t use my name, now, then you’re willfully ignoring the me that’s standing here in 
front of you–the me that’s always wanted to be your son–deliberately refusing to accept 
me. It’s not about you, Dad. You don’t define me any more. I’ve stopped letting you. 
This isn’t anger–it’s my life. I love you; I accept you; I want you to be a part of my life, 
your Caesar’s Gallic Wars and all. The question is: Do you want me? Because I’m not 
going to not be me. 
 

The verdict on their future is still out at the end of this play, but Laurence now has 

himself and can go ahead with confidence, able to abide by whatever decision Jordan 

makes. Changes was not complete at the time of the Playwrights’ Center reading, but 

audience responses to the others were enthusiastic and I quote several of them in the 
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following chapter that either picked out the very points that I wished to make or offered a 

number of solid criticisms and suggestions for my consideration. 
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                                                       Chapter 5 

 
                         Smell of the Greasepaint, Roar of the Crowd 

 
  

As the 7 PM “curtain” neared, the reading room was filled to near capacity with 

an audience of my loyal friends, theater acquaintances whose work I had first heard 

here, members of my writing “Salon,” several of my former professors, and interested 

others drawn by the MLS department’s e-mailed notices. Timothy, Katie (Rain) and 

Brigid (Court) were seated at music stands that held the scripts. I waited at the rear of 

the house (next to the cider and treats), ready to push the “On” button of my brand new 

Canon camcorder. Button pressed, camera humming on its tripod, I walked to the front, 

welcomed the audience, thanked Timothy, the late Charles Nolte and my friend Jimmy 

Fikes for their encouragement of my endeavors, and retreated to my station by the 

Canon.  

The room was a rather bleak oblong, lit by long fluorescent lamps and filled with 

folding chairs; but once the actors began to speak, I could feel the audience’s attention 

being drawn to them and Wishes sprang to life. The play felt even livelier to me now 

than it had in rehearsal as the two young women absorbing the ambient energy played 

to the live audience. There was laughter at appropriate moments, and from my vantage 

point, I could observe the audience and saw that they were paying close attention to the 

actors.  
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At the finish, after a satisfying round of applause, Katie and Brigid traded places 

with Stacey (Lorraine) and Muriel (Margaret) and Dresses began. I was already 

delighted with Anne Bertram’s casting choices, but Muriel, as Lorraine’s mother, stole 

the show. None of the actors wore costumes, and they simply sat in a row reading their 

parts. But Muriel, hair pulled back in a bun, dressy scarf around her shoulders while 

emitting “put-upon-mother” gestures and sighs, totally became Margaret. At one 

moment, as Margaret and Lorraine sang “It’s a Long Way to Tipperary” together, I got 

teary-eyed. Her effect on the audience was evident by the numerous remarks made 

afterward to me by audience members. Laura Lively, a writer friend who had read the 

manuscript and demurred “I don’t read plays well,” wrote, “I felt pity for Lorraine’s 

mom…something I didn’t feel when just reading it.” This was a particularly gratifying 

response, since I had not wanted to create–in any of the plays–a black-and white, good-

bad dichotomy between “my” character and her friend or parents.   

Twenty-eight people came, and as I had requested, most wrote comments and 

responses. Several said they would like time to think over the performances, and up to a 

week later I was still receiving considered, lengthy notes.  The responses I quote here 

are those that specifically mention aspects of the characters and actions that I had been 

at pains to develop. Most were not signed, but I have given citations where available.  

Following the readings, local playwright Daniel Pinkerton (Do You Want to Know 

a Secret?; YARRRH! The Lusty, Busty Pirate Musical) joined Timothy and me across 

the street at Pizza Luce, where we discussed the plays over cold beers. He later sent a 

substantial commentary, which I quote in part: 
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First of all, let me congratulate you again on two fine short plays that 
entertained me in their entirety. I must say again that I preferred the second, 
Dresses. In fact, I would call it a small masterpiece. The tone, both serious and 
witty, is carefully controlled, the characters are sharply drawn, and their dance of 
love and misunderstanding is really brilliant. My hat is off to you. I wouldn't 
change a word. 

The first play, Wishes, while also a good play, had a couple of minor flaws 
that made it a little bit less effective. While not at all didactic, it was nonetheless 
earnest, a quality I don't care much for. What breaks up earnestness? Humor. I 
think there are several opportunities that you miss.  

The biggest is the conflict between the young lesbian and the young 
transgender girl. There is a delicious irony here–that a t-girl would consider a 
lesbian to be weird or icky, and vice versa. The debate about "normality" is, on 
the one hand, serious, but on the other hand, funny. It would take a very minor 
adjustment to bring out the irony and make the audience laugh about a very 
serious point; just a little rephrasing and changes in timing. This also leads to my 
second point: that they're teenagers, not adults. Let their immaturity show a little 
more. Let us be rueful about what it was to be young and think we knew 
everything. 
 
I will certainly consider Pinkerton’s comment about the necessity for more humor. 

I feel that it is important to get across how earth-shaking a moment for both girls to 

discover that they are not at all in sync about their feelings–indeed, about their very 

beings. While the humor quotient may be upped, I want to be careful not to play the 

scene for laughs. Dresses can have more overt humor because like two seasoned 

actors, Lorraine and Margaret–daughter and mother–have rehearsed and refined their 

parts over the years like an old vaudeville team. The stakes are still high, but I feel 

humor is more appropriate here than with the more fragile teens. 

It was clear that some of the responders had intimate knowledge of transgenderism, 

while others had none at all. In the first category was: 

 
Oh my gosh, that was my life!  Thank you. Loved it. Reminded me of Fried Green 
Tomatoes, Dorothy Allison, and the movie If These Walls Could Talk 2 
      Andy Loon 



46 

 

 
At the other end of the spectrum were these two comments: 

 
It is amazing to me how someone can write something totally foreign to me and I 
am totally able to be a real part of the story. Wishes was a great lead, and 
dresses sold the Mercedes. I can’t wait for the third and look forward to see them 
at the Jungle [Theatre]. 

and: 
Thank you for the depth and complexity in these pieces. I initially thought I was in 
for an “overtold coming out story” but am pleasantly surprised, impressed, 
entertained. The societal acceptance of what passes for normal and how you 
capture the evolution of the acceptance is sublime. 
 

Others commented on what they felt were inappropriate usages of slang or 

anachronisms like a reference to Imelda Marcos’s shoes (which indicated at least a 

close attention to the reading). These comments were a help–some I will use, and 

others I will rework to clarify my intention. Another comment read: 

          The acting brought the plays to life and presented the character of Lorraine as 
very believable …Lorraine’s short marriage seems unnecessary and jars a little 
with her consistent character. Needs more contextual background to be included. 
Good portrayal of strong emotions, also good smart dialogue. 

 

The observation about Lorraine’s brief marriage is perceptive, and I agree that I 

need to add more contextual background. Her marriage is consistent, however, with 

gender not always being congruent with sexuality. Lorraine is not a male attracted to 

women, nor is she a lesbian. The very fact that she has been sexually attracted to 

males has prevented her from having a more timely understanding of her problem. This 

ambiguous aspect of gender will need to be (subtly) clarified in the play. 

One of the attendees was Claire Avitable, Artistic Director of the Twenty Percent 

Theatre Company here in the Twin Cities. The Company’s mission is, in part, to 

“produce new and progressive work by female, transgender, and gender-queer theatre 
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artists, while also supporting the same gender minorities artistically behind-the-

scenes.Avitabile’s comment read: 

EB – this is incredible (and I’m fussy). Absolutely cannot wait for #3 and will 
FIGHT for production rights when the whole show is ready for the stage. 
 

It is always pleasing to get “good press,” but I was surprised by how almost every 

attendee took the time to give me written feedback. One can always, after attending a 

friend’s ho-hum performance, make a graceful exit with  “Had a great time!” or, 

“Interesting!” (I’ve done it myself), so I was pleasantly taken aback at the degree of 

enthusiasm and support shown and the amount of consideration that had gone into the 

comments. Matthew A. Everett, another local playwright (Jason and Medea: Rubicon 

Waltz; But Not for Love), covered both sides of the comment paper and remarked in 

part: 

           Both pieces are very finely wrought. Precise in detail to give a feeling for the 
period and a woman’s place in society 

          The girls in Wishes were full of the intensity of youth, and grappling with feelings 
they didn’t have words for. 

           Normally exposition can be clunky but each detail seemed to emerge here in 
both plays naturally, serving dual purposes of illuminating character and timing 
and moving the story forward. 

 

I was touched and delighted that people I know who write plays, write them in the   

plural and have written them for years, took the time to write about and make solid 

observations on my work. Matthew singled out many of the very things I had wanted to 

bring to the viewers’ attention and in a way that was not, to use his word, “clunky.”  

I am aware that the plays are not “finished”–no play ever really is, given the 

whims of producers, directors, and the times; but one possible refinement I will look at 
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carefully is the humor: Dan wanted more (YARRRH! is a musical with a foul-mouthed 

puppet and accordion accompaniment, something to factor in in his criticism), while 

Matthew wrote:  

       The humor is a great tool to tell a complete tale in an accessible way. But it 
       is never a joke at the expense of anyone. It comes naturally from  
       character and situation. 

 
Several people said they were eager to see the third play. Changes is nearing 

completion, and I have been in touch with Avitabile about the offer for Twenty Percent to 

mount the trilogy in the spring of 2013. There will be time to tweak the three plays in the 

intervening several months, to clarify and strengthen, so that Changes in Time will form 

a unity and reach a wider and equally enthusiastic audience here in my home town. 
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                                                    Curtain Call 

 
 

 
I hazard that had I performed a word-frequency count on this paper–at least 

before pruning–that discounting indefinite articles, I would have discovered a plethora of 

“realizes.” Often when I was striving to convey a particularly telling personal experience, 

I would feel a little shiver of comprehension and typed, “I realized…” “Realize,” in fact, 

cropped up so frequently that I realized (that word again!) that the phrase represented 

more than a vocabulary deficiency or overlooked redundancy on my part, but rather the 

clarification of my life through a series of epiphanies.  

One of the questions on the application form for the MLS program was, “Why are 

you applying for this program now?” I replied, “Because I was too chicken in 1963.” This 

was not a smart-alecky retort, but the truth. When I was graduated from Harvard in that 

year, a hefty percentage of my friends were heading off to grad school in a variety of 

disciplines. Only then did I realize (you see?) that I had no remotely plausible field in 

which to apply to any grad school, even had I wanted to. In fact, I must confess, the 

very thought of embarking on “higher higher education” terrified me. 

So, I slouched out into the world, working over the years as a histological 

technician, computer card puncher, freelance photographer, writer and photographer at 

the Harvard University Gazette, owner of The Million Year Picnic comic book store, LPN 

in a nursing home in  Alabama, and Managing Editor of Lavender Magazine in 

Minneapolis. 

One day, an interviewee for a Lavender article mentioned having just received 
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his MLS degree here at the University. Intrigued by the idea of a specifically 

interdisciplinary program, I called Connie Hessburg in the Continuing Education 

department who met with me and, over coffee, detailed what was involved. I had a 

scant two weeks before the next term began to gather my Harvard transcript and other 

required material. Connie shepherded me through my application throes, and–no good 

deed goes unpunished–all the other labyrinthine twists and turns of departmental 

protocol and university policy–right to graduation. 

Thus, my completion of the MLS program, my trilogy and the accompanying 

Process Paper, has double import for me. First, simply immersing myself in the rigors of 

classroom work–actually doing the work–allowed me to see that I could go back in time 

and earn that graduate degree. This knowledge has been enormously empowering, to 

the point that I feel I can at last strike the epithet “Chicken” from my internal resumé.  

Second, creating my project Changes in Time was a great step forward for me 

while living in my new life. While I was taking my courses I was also finishing my 

transition to Ethan from my previous self (portrayed by Rain and Lorraine in the plays). I 

wanted to be more open about that aspect of myself and realized (again) that I wanted 

to go something beyond myself and to create a work that might, if not inspire, at least 

show other trans people that they are not alone. In today’s more open gender climate, 

many younger people are already not as isolated as I was, but many still remain so, and 

my thought and intention has been to make Changes in Time a visible resource. 

So the program, beyond the merely academic, became a lesson in researching 

myself–that unexplored territory. I had always been very careful to write at one remove: 

"One says," “One might do,” but now it was time to commit to, "I say," “I do.” Back in the 
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late ‘70s or early ‘80s, a friend who was then editor of Yacht Magazine asked me to 

write an article about a Boston ship's clock manufacturer. I researched, wrote and 

submitted it, and had it returned summarily with a note: "Fine, now put in the Ethan." (Of 

course, he used my then-name) It should have been apparent that if I wouldn’t allow 

any of myself to leak out while just writing about clocks, it was I who was too tightly 

wound. 

Among the meanings of “Process” found in the Compact Edition of the Oxford 

English Dictionary (OED) are: “Onward movement in space, procession, progress; 

development; degree of progress or advance; the act of proceeding or coming forth 

from a source.” Thinking about process as a combination of motion over a period of time 

might eventually lead the more mathematically inclined to develop a quantifying 

equation such as: P= MT. Personally, I consider that the MLS program has greatly 

accelerated my personal changes which had  been evolving along a geological time 

scale. Keeping hidden was deeply ingrained. Miss Hayes, my first grade teacher called 

my mother in to school because I refused to be singled out to sit in the front row with the 

best readers, and wouldn’t budge from the back row. [Mother:  “Let him (sic) sit in the 

back row.”] 

I know that part of my hiding instinct stemmed in part from my parents daily 

pyrotechnics–it was prudent to lie doggo–and in part from my certainty that I had 

nothing of value to offer, or that what I did have was being done better by others. As I 

grew older, gender problems no doubt contributed to my reluctance to be in the 

foreground, but as I began to transition, it was not a matter of secrecy–in fact, I couldn’t 

have kept it secret. I was named Managing Editor of Lavender the day before I flew to 
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Amsterdam on vacation, and it was there, on the hotel Wi-fi, that I read with alarm 

Lavender’s illustrated piece announcing that E.B. Boatner had been named the 

magazine's first transgender editor. Outed to twenty-five thousand readers in one fell 

swoop. 

No, my reticence about transgender stemmed more from the fact that I wanted 

people to know Ethan as a person first, rather than forming judgments from a single 

factor. Just as it would be foolish for a young woman to announce in a job interview at a 

legal firm to share, "And during college I was a pole-dancer at the Gaiety. " Some 

things, once said, leave an indelible image. 

Thus, after years of hiding, using “One” instead of “I,” a vital part of my renewed 

personal process and progress blossomed in the classroom. The more I, spoke up in 

class, the more I wrote and received decent grades on what I had written, the more 

aware I became of my potential to do more–and better. Thus the internal and external 

geographies of process work hand in hand. 

The trilogy required a direct and as detached as possible investigation of my own 

transgenderism. Although the plays are fiction rather than memoir, they needed to be 

authentic to make the characters “play” to an audience. Until I could tap my feelings, I 

would not convey my message effectively. Researching transgenderism for this paper 

helped to loosen some creative constraints since I started by keeping things comfortably 

at one remove then allowed myself to enter the narration more as the project became 

more personal to me. It has become incrementally easier to bring up and present 

personal feelings. Collectively, the three plays take my character from adolescence up 

into the present time. My intention was to engage a mixed audience, of any gender or 
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sexual orientation. I could not have written Changes in Time in 1963, since I would have 

lived only the Wishes third of the trilogy. In 2012 I will have celebrated my 71st birthday 

six days before Commencement, and can say that I brought to my work a lifetime of 

experience–if not expertise–to share with my audience. 

Although I can’t speak to future success with Changes in Time, the written 

comments that I quoted above from my initial audience and the many others 

unpublished here, show that I attained my goal of reaching a variety of 

individuals. Particularly gratifying was the one who said I had made a subject totally 

foreign to him, accessible. 

I am not anticipating at this time in my life that an advanced degree will bring a 

deluge of job offers, but on the other hand, Changes in Time has brought one offer of 

production at Twenty Percent Theatre here in Minneapolis. While I would never have 

anticipated this in my wildest dreams when applying for the MLS program, I now see 

(realize, again) that creative writing is something I have also gained the courage to do. 

Playwrights are probably only slightly better remunerated than professional lyric poets, 

but seeing with my own eyes the idea that my words could be brought to life by living 

people in front of a living audience was most exciting.  

My successful completion of the MLS program has made a very significant 

change for the better in my personal outlook and my future expectations for myself:  I 

feel invigorated, ready–and able–to initiate and pursue new projects. I shall think of one 

of my favorite authors, P.G. Wodehouse who died at ninety-three working on Sunset at 

Blandings, his last–his ninety-ninth–novel.  
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                                    Changes in Time  
 
 
                                                  Who 
 
Wishes  Rain and Court, two girls at summer camp 
 
 
Dresses  Lorraine McGowan and her mother, Margaret McGowan 
 
 
Changes  Laurence McGowan and his father, Jordan McGowan 
 
  
                                                     When 
 
The plays take place over time from 1955 to a less specific near present. Rain is the 
younger Lorraine, and Laurence is–was–Lorraine. 
 
                                                     Where 
 
Wishes takes place in Maine at a camp on Lake Cobboseecontee. Dresses and 
Changes unfold in and around Hartford, Connecticut. 
  
  
                            
 
 
 

 

 

 



60 

 

                                                   WISHES 
 
 
                                                          
 Scene: The Crafts shop at a summer camp in Maine, near the end of the season, 1955.  
A single room, a doorway with a faint light from the door area. There is a large 
worktable, a few stools and a display table with a ceramic platter on a stand, and 
various camper’s projects.  
 
Across the back wall is tacked a long sheet of brown butcher’s paper with bedraggled 
poster-paint cacti, sombreros, etc., and a large, wobbly “ADIOS” written in script.  
 
COURT, a seventeen year-old girl wearing jeans, sneakers and a white T-shirt under a 
long-sleeved bomber-style jacket is pacing about the room. Her hair is cropped in a 
home-style butch cut. There is a little light coming in from the window to the left, but she 
is waiting in near darkness.  There is the sound of a downpour outside. On the table are 
a couple of brown paper bags and some bottles of Coke.  
 
Footsteps are heard outside, ascending a flight of wooden stairs.  RAIN, a fourteen 
year-old girl, darts in. She is holding a bulky package in the crook of her  arm. She runs 
a hand though her own cropped hair and shakes the water off like a wet animal.   

                                                 Court  
      

 Goddammit! What took you so long?   
 
          Rain 

 
Glad to see you, too. Turn on the light, will you? No one will be coming out in this 
weather. 
        
She unwraps the package and puts it on the table.  COURT flips on the light. 

  
                                        Court 

 
 If you hadn’t given me the key I’d have been standing out there in the rain all this time.    
 

                                       
 
                                      Rain  

                              
 That’s why I gave you the key, dummy – in case I had trouble getting away. 
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(RAIN is wearing only a T-shirt, and she is shivering. COURT takes off her jacket and 
hands it to RAIN.)  
 
          Court      
                             
Well?  
 
(RAIN, putting on the jacket.)  
 
            Rain 
                              
 You only had to come upstairs, I had to sneak all the way up the hill from the cabin. I 
was just about to leave when I saw the counselor over on the Juniors’ deck. Just 
standing there, looking over my way. Carla knows I’ve been sneaking out and she’s 
determined to catch me. A little late, I’d say 
 
                          Court 
 
(Laughs)  Another couple of weeks around you and they’d have to carry poor Carla off 
in a net. Warmer? 
 
                     Rain  
 
(Rubbing her arms) Yeah. Thanks. This is such a neat jacket!  
 

                                       Court  
                              
 So you’ve said. I’ve had that thing forever -- 
 

                                       Rain  
                               
Your dad’s college jacket – I know. 
 

                                      Court  
 
(Pulling a candle out of her bag) Sorry I snapped – I was so afraid you couldn’t  
 make it – or wouldn’t want to – and I’ve been dying to have some time alone with you. 
Just the two of us.  Did you bring your candle?    

    Rain 

(Fishing a candle out of her backpack.)  

Of course – Your wish is my command… 
(Rain makes a sweeping, courtly bow.) 
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                                  Court 
                              
 I didn’t know you at the first Campfire, or I’d of made my wish then. I wanted to   
 have our own private ceremony now, before we have to leave. 
   
    Rain 
                               
Me too…  
 
RAIN opens her own parcel and begins setting out various tins and little glass bottles. 
With a flourish she produces paper napkins, real forks, and several institutional type 
plastic plates) 
 

                                Court  
(Picking up one of the pale green melamine plates and fanning it at RAIN.) 
 A contribution from the dining hall?  
 

                                 Rain  
                               
So they can enjoy our party vicariously.  
 
                                           Court 
                              
 Mmmm?  
 
RAIN hands over a little plate to COURT and takes out a box of matches. As she melts 
the base of her candle and sets it on her plate, she explains) 
 
                                            Rain 
                               
 Enjoy this in absentia --without messing up our private party with their presence. 
 
COURT laughs as she sets her candle on her plate. 
 
                                                 
                                            Court 
                               
 I get it -- your fancy way of saying “kiss off!” 
                    
COURT strikes another match and lights RAIN’s candle. She passes over the matchbox 
and RAIN lights COURT’s candle. They look at one another over the lit candles for a 
few moments.) 
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    Court 
                               
I wish we could stay together just like this -- always, Kid… 
 
       Rain 
                               
Oh, I wish we could too… 
 
(They are silent for a few more moments. The rain continues to pelt down outside.)   
                                               

                                 Rain  
                               
And I wish… that…   
 
(RAIN hesitates, suddenly reticent and uncharacteristically shy.  COURT leans forward, 
eager to hear RAIN’s wish)     
 
     Court 
                              
 Yeah? 
 
     Rain 
                              
 I’ll tell you in a minute. .  Let’s dish this stuff  up first. I skipped the shit on a shingle 
tonight, and I’m starved. 
 
(COURT reaches for two bottles of Coke and a bottle opener on the back of the table, 
hands one together with the opener to RAIN. RAIN opens her Coke and hands the 
opener back. COURT opens a bottle, holds it out and clinks it against RAIN’s.)   
 
    Court 
                              
 Whatever you say, Pup – Cheers! 
 
    Rain 
                                
Cheers!  
     
(RAIN nods towards the crafts display)  
 
    Rain 
                               
Hand me Pru’s masterpiece, will you?  
 



64 

 

(COURT retrieves the platter from the display table and sets it down gingerly in front of 
RAIN. As the conversation continues, RAIN opens little bottles and jars and sets hem 
out on the platter, arranges napkins, etc. COURT sets out her own offerings of peanut 
butter, cookies, potato chips, etc. Both sip on their Cokes.) 
 
    Court  
                              
 Pru will kill you if you break that.   
 

                                 Rain 
                              
 No she won’t. Miss Prudence has been putty in my hands ever since I didn’t rat on her.  
 

                                 Court  
                              
 After knocking you down? Why didn’t you? That made me so mad I -- 

                                         Rain 

(Dismissive gesture)  That poor twink was born a nervous 
wreck. Not cut out to be a camp counselor, that’s for sure. My breaking the Dutch girls 
was simply the last straw.  
 

                                  Court  
                               
Just dropping…  
 

                                  Rain 
 

I never could stand those Dutch boy and girl sets–him holding flowers behind his 
back, her bending over, waiting to be kissed… 

 
                                 Court  
     So, they’re lame – no big deal.  

 
                                 Rain  

                              
Not to you, maybe – you didn’t have to spend all summer plaiting lanyards and 
painting dopey little kissing figurines. 
 

                               Court  
                              
 Woah! – I thought you liked all that artsy-fartsy stuff.  
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                                  Rain  
                               
Sure – on my terms, but my ideas of “creative” and theirs don’t quite jibe. Things 
brightened up when I found out that our folks get billed for every project we finish, but 
not for ones that break. 

                                           Court  
                             
 Enter Rain’s “Modern Art” period. 
 
(RAIN walks over to the display table and picks up a lumpy pot, holding it up before her 
in one outstretched hand, like Yorick’s skull.)  
 
              Rain 
                              
 Pru thought it was the greatest thing since sliced bread when I salvaged what was left 
of this vase and made it into a -- whatever. Fired it up and put it in the Art show. 
(Mutters) As though my folks would deign to drive all the way up to Maine themselves to 
pick me up and actually ever see it…  
 

                                Court   
                              
So, what was the big deal, then, for either of you? Every kid in the camp must  
 have made a set of those figures, why not you? 
 

                                 Rain  
                              
 Well, I tried to, Court – twice…, but–it was the saddest thing–both of my little 
 Dutch girls slipped and fell…. Smashed to smithereens–dead as doornails…  
 
(COURT folds her arms and waits patiently.) 
 
                       
 
 
                                               Rain 
                              
As luck would have it, Pru came back just as I let go of Number Two… I had her out at 
arm’s length, so this time I couldn’t claim she’d just slipped… 
  
          Court 
                               
And she knocked you down for that? The fucking bitch! Why didn’t you want to tell me 
what happened then?  
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(Rain, setting the pot back down and walking back to the table)  
  
                                              Rain 
                              
She started yelling, then gave me a little push. I tripped and fell down on my butt. Pru 
was so scared she about wet her shorts, but I thought it was kind of funny, even while I 
was flat on the floor. 
 

                                   Court  
                               
I’da knocked the shit out of her if I’d been there. 
 
                           Rain 
                               
Exactly. Pru’s not mean, Court – just crazy. I didn’t plan to make her hysterical. Didn’t 
even want her to know I’d dropped it on purpose. No one would even have known if 
Duksie hadn’t been there and run to spread it around. I told Mr. Considine that Duksie 
was wrong – that I just slipped.  

 
                                    Court      

                              
You let her off too easy. 
 
        Rain 
                              
Come on – Pru doesn’t need “Assault” on her college record. We actually kind of 
became friends after that–that’s how I got the key, remember? 
 
(RAIN reaches into the knapsack and pulls out two paper-wrapped Dutch boy figurines.)  

     

                                               Rain 
                               
Besides…I finished them up and slipped them in the kiln when Pru wasn’t looking. 
 
       Court 
                               
Well, I’ll be dipped… And you painted their pants purple. 
 
(RAIN goes back to the table and sets them on either side of the display.) 
 
        Rain 
                               
I wanted them here with us at our party. 



67 

 

   
                                               Court 
                              
 Ya’ know, I think Pru may not be the only crazy one around here. 
 
                                                Rain 
                              
Give it a rest – let’s eat! 
 
(RAIN offers the platter of jars and tins to COURT. COURT sniffs and recoils.)  
  

 
                                     Court  

                               
What is that stuff? 
 

                                     Rain 
                               
Toy food from my folks’ care packages.  
 
         Court 
                               
That’s what you eat back East? 
      
                                                  Rain  
        
I was weaned on hors d’oeuvre. I spent my formative years hiding in the kitchen stealing 
anchovy olives and caviar from their party I’ve been saving these for our farewell party.  
 

                                      Court   
                              
I hate the word, “farewell.” It stinks the summer has to end… and that you have to go 
away…You’ll be in Connecticut eating caviar and I’ll be back in Iowa on the damn farm. 
 
                                     Rain  
                              
I love that photo of you standing on the tractor. I keep it in my wallet. You look so 
strong… 
 
          Court 
                               
Well, like my Dad always says, “If you’re going to grow up dumb, you’d better grow up 
strong.” 
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         Rain 
                               
Don’t hand me that, “Aw, Shucks,” stuff, Court. You’re plenty smart.  And from what you 
tell me about your dad, he’s pretty sharp, too.    
 
                                                Court 
                               
The two of us together don’t have your words. 
 
         Rain 
                              
Hide in your room reading as much as I have and anyone would have a big vocabulary. 
I’d give anything if  my dad spent as much time with me as yours does – we had two 
fishing trips in Canada, but then… 
     
                                               Court     
                               
Yeah, my dad’s an all-right guy. With four boys ahead of me–I guess that’s 
what he knew how to raise, so I lucked out. But a farm’s not as much fun as it looks to 
an outsider. It’s a lot of hard work. Hell. I’m going to miss you, Pup. 

 
 
                                      Rain   

                               
I’ll miss you too. This is the best summer I’ve ever had–the best any time…You’re about 
the first person I’ve really been able to talk to… Who knows what I feel… 
 

                                      Court   
                              
Probably because I’m the only one who ignores your big words and laughs at your 
jokes…I think they’re all afraid of both of us–just for different reasons.  
 

                                      Rain 
                              
You’re the only one who gets my jokes. Y’ know – we do laugh a lot. Not much of  
 that at the family manse.  Not much fun at all. 
 
(COURT picks up one item then another, reading the labels aloud) 
 
                        Court 
                               
Anchovy stuffed olives…. Pat de… 
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                                       Rain   
                               
Paté. De foie gras…  Goose liver…  
 
(COURT spreads some on a cracker. Bites into it then sets it down hastily; reaches for 
the peanut butter and crackers. RAIN looks back to the swath of poster-painted brown 
paper tacked up above her head. She tilts her head from one side to the other gazing at 
it. Speaks over her shoulder.)  
 
         Rain 

I gotta have fun while I can, Court, then it’s back to the asylum…  I’ve had more fun with 
you than anyone–ever… 
 
(COURT, looking past her at the banner) 
 
       Court 
                               
You’re outta luck, Kid – that’s never going to look any better.  
 

                                 
 
                                     Rain  

 
(Wounded)  What do you mean? 
 

                                     Court 
                             
I mean that sign of yours is the Godawfulist ugly piece of shit I’ve ever seen.  
 

                                   Rain       
 
(With only partially mock injury) Some pal you are–you’re supposed to 
praise me and tell me it’s great. You want to give a little kid a complex or something? 
Ruin my creativity? I could be scarred for life. 
 

                                 Court  
                               
We all could be scarred for life – that thing will haunt our dreams till we’re old and thirty. 
And cut the “little kid” crap; you’re fourteen going on forty in that head of yours.  
 
(RAIN squints up at the banner) 
 
         Rain 
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It doesn’t improve up close, does it.  It looked a lot better in my head than it does on 
paper… Maybe it’ll look smaller in the dining hall. 
                               

                                Court  
                               
A lot smaller, let’s hope.  Why’d you volunteer to do it anyway? 
 

                                Rain 
                               
I hated the Banquet Committee’s insipid design. I should have kept my mouth shut - not 
bragged I could make a better one…  
                                                   

                                Court 
                               
Yeah – Don’t I remember you adding, “With one hand tied behind my back…”?  
Well, it sure looks like that’s how you did it. You’re usually smarter than that.  
 
    Rain 
                               
You’re lucky -- you never care what anyone else thinks.  I envy that.   
 
    Court 
                              
Sure I do. I care what you think. It’s just that most other people don’t matter a damn to 
me. 
 
(Sees RAIN is genuinely concerned) 
                               
    Court   
                                
Cheer up, Pup, nobody will notice it once they’re gobbling down cake and punch.  
And what do you care anyway?  It’s still your banner that will be at the banquet.  
 
    Rain 
                                
I just wish I were as good as you at not caring. 
 
    Court 
                               
Once you care what anybody thinks, Kid, they’ve got you by the short hairs.   
 
(COURT comes up behind RAIN and pats her on her shorn head)  
 



71 

 

    Court 
                              
 And speaking of short hairs… What about this? You’re going to start that swank girl’s 
prep school when you go back.  
 
(COURT pats RAIN again, this time more of a caress.  RAIN, reaching up, touches 
COURT’s hand, and COURT pulls her hand away.)  
 
     Rain 
                               
Clarion Hall? I’ll be the only freshman with a can of Butch Wax.  But I won’t  
ever have to set foot in the place;  Mother will kill me instantly when she sees this.  
 
(RAIN holds up an imaginary mirror, primping; she bares her teeth, grinning at her 
“image”)  
    Rain 
                              
  
And I’d do it again in a minute!  
 
(They go back and sit at the table, continue snacking. COURT looks at her candle.) 
 
    Court 
                             
I wish you’d come out and visit me a Christmas…I’ve got my ‘54 Merc convertible – we 
could have a blast! 
 

                                 Rain 
                               
I wish I could, but… 
 

                                 Court  
                               
Then, you can! You’d like my Dad – maybe even my brothers. My folks won’t mind. 
     
                                              Rain 
                               
Maybe yours wouldn’t; mine would. Christmas is one of our obligatory nightmare rituals. 
 

                                  Court 
                               
They want you home for Christmas? Then we could make it Thanksgiving – or over New 
Year’s. How ‘bout it! 
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                                   Rain   
                               
You don’t get it -- They don’t particularly want me home with them, but I can guarantee 
you they they don’t want me off having fun with anyone else. 
 
(RAIN rubs her scalp) 
                                              Rain 
                               I’ll bet what’s left of my hair on it.  
 

                                   Court  
                               
Wow! That’s creepy! Well, they can’t spoil tonight. 
 
(COURT tries another cracker and spread.)  
                                            
                                              Court  
                               
Y’know – that pat stuff isn’t so bad after all. 
 

                                   Rain  
                   

See --even a yokel can be educated… 
 

                                  Court  
                               
Ho, ho, ho…   
                                         
 (RAIN reaches out and rubs COURT’s head)  
 
      Rain 
                               
And what about you? What are your folks going to say about my half of our  
crew cut competition? 
 

                                   Court  
                               
I’ll just tell Dad you bet me I wouldn’t do it, and like him, I couldn’t resist a bet. He’ll kick 
up a ruckus, but he’ll laugh. Mother’ll hate it, but she follows his lead. Mom’s resigned; 
hasn’t tried to rope me into a dress for a long while now.  
 

                                   Rain 
                               
Lucky you. My mother still makes me go to Miss Mary Alice’s Saturday night  
formal dance classes. 
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(COURT, looking Rain over)  
 
     Court 
                               
Y’know?  I bet you’d look really cute all decked out… 
 
 (RAIN slams down her Coke bottle, jumps off the stool and begins to pace around the 
room.)  

    Rain 
                             
Do you know how much I hate those dances? And dresses? Last winter I wore  
 my flannel pajama bottoms under my gown  when it got really cold. And what kind of 
idiot dreamed up high heels? And stockings and… I’d have gone crazy long ago if it 
weren’t for Bill.  
 
(COURT, an edge to her voice)  
 
    Court 
                               
Bill?  
    

                                 Rain  
                               
My friend Bill – he hates the dances as much as I do. We decided our mothers  
belong to a society cabal and are offering us up as child sacrifices.   
 

                                 Court 
                               
You’ve never mentioned a Bill….  Tell me all!   
 
(COURT is trying to sound light, but she is serious) 
 

 
                                 Rain  

                               
Never occurred to me to. He’s just, Bill–as out of it as I am. The girls think he’s  
a sissy and the boys think I’m... well, who knows what they think. I hide in the 
“powder room” as much as I can and read war novels. I’m buried in Mailer’s Naked and 
the Dead, they giggle and powder their noses… 
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                                 Court 
                              
 And this Bill? 
 

                                 Rain  
                              
My lifeline. He’s got a brain and a sense of humor. We go to “art” films–that is, when we 
can get someone to drive us 10 miles to the only theater that shows them. We read the 
same books… He calls me “Darling Mouse” – 
 
(COURT, unable to hide her agitation)  
 
    Court 
                               
He’s your boyfriend? 
 
    Rain 
                               
No! And I’m not anybody’s girlfriend. Bill is just…Bill. We read aloud to each 
other –Edward Gorey, Jerome K. Jerome… 
 
(RAIN, sees COURT’s uncomprehending look) 
 
… funny guys…at least we think they’re funny…And one time we practically caused a 
riot at the Y when we swapped clothes and went to a Valentine’s Dance together. 
 
(COURT, abruptly changing the subject.)  
 
    Court 
                               
I’ve got something for you, Kid. 
 
(RAIN, intrigued, stops talking and moves to COURT’s side.)               
                                                  
                                           Rain 
                               
What is it? 
 
(COURT reaches in her jeans pocket and takes out a silver disc on a chain)  
 
    Court 
                               
Dogtags–well, not real dogtags, the kind you make in a machine in Woolworth’s.  
Made it for you on our Boothbay trip. 
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(RAIN takes it out of her hand and holds it up to the light, reads)  
     
                Rain 
                               
“To Rain–2Sweet 2Be 4Gotten;” “Good Luck” Neat!  This will be my talisman! 
 
                                           Court 
                               
Your what?   
 
                                             
 
                                             Rain 
                               
My good luck charm. Something powerful to make my wishes come true. 

 
                                 Court          

                              
Whatever.  But I didn’t want to leave everything up to wishing. See? It’s got my name 
and phone number on the other side. I don’t want you to forget me.  
 
(COURT takes it out of RAIN’s hands and hitches up onto the table)  

                                            Court 
                              
 Here – turn around.  
 
(RAIN turns around obediently and offers her neck.  COURT, nervous, fumbles with the 
catch and the chain and medallion fall on the floor. RAIN drops down to retrieve them 
and when she raises up, she smacks her shoulder painfully against the heavy wooden 
table top.) 
 

                                 Rain  
                               
Owww! Dammit!  
 
(RAIN rubs her shoulder vigorously) 
 

                                  Court 
                               
Aw, kid, I’m sorry! Give me that.  
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(COURT takes the chain and draws RAIN between her knees. COURT fastens the 
chain around RAIN’s neck, then begins to rub RAIN’s shoulders)  
 
        Court 
                               
Better? 
 
(RAIN, shutting her eyes)  
 
         Rain 
                               
Ohhh… Yeah.  That feels great!  
 
(They are silent a few moments, RAIN lost in the rub, and COURT lost in RAIN) 
 

                                      Rain   
                               
This is about the only thing my Mom and I do together. If I kind of back 
 up to her while she’s listening to the radio or something, she’ll start rubbing my back. 
Maw Maw, my grandmother, does that, too.  
 
(COURT, her voice huskier)  
 
                                                Court 
 
I don’t feel like your mother. R your grandmother, either. 
 
                                                 Rain 
                               
(Playfully) Well then, who do you feel like, oh mighty Courtney? 
 
(COURT, snaps to) 
 
                                               Court 
                               
Don’t ever call me that again!  You want me to start calling you “Lorraine”? 
 
(RAIN, hastily, realizing she’s gone too far, that COURT really does hate “Courtney”)   
 
        Rain 
                              
No, no, you stay Court and I’ll stay Rain, thanks. 
 
(COURT, pulling RAIN back tighter into the V of her legs)  
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       Court 
                               
Relax; close your eyes.  
 
(Starts to massage RAIN’s temples in long slow strokes, her forefingers starting across 
Rain’s closed eyelids, then her eyebrows, then with all her fingers across her temples. 
RAIN leans back against COURT.)  
 

                                   Court  
                               
Move forward just a sec.  
 
(COURT begins to take her jacket off RAIN, and RAIN, caught in the moment, 
wordlessly helps her. COURT’s jacket falls to the floor.) 
  

                              Rain  
                              
 Don’t stop… 
 

                              Court   
                               
I won’t. I don’t intend to… God, you smell good! 
 
(COURT pulls RAIN tight against her. Her hands trace RAIN’s skin from her temples 
down her neck and along her jaw. She kneads RAIN’s shoulders, then leans forward 
and puts her cheek against RAIN’s, embracing her with her arms around RAIN’s chest. 
COURT turns RAIN’s head further and kisses her.) 
 
    Rain  
                               
Hey! What are you doing? Cut it out!   
 
(RAIN tries to pull forward, but for a few moments COURT holds her tight, her cheek 
pressed against RAIN’s) 

    Rain 
                              
 What was that for? I thought you weren’t going to let me go! 
 
(COURT slides down off the table and moves towards RAIN)  
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                                             Court 
                               
And what if I hadn’t!  Wouldn’t you have liked that? Really? 
 
(RAIN, overwhelmed, somewhere between anger, laughter and tears.)  
 
      Rain 
                               
You’ve never done that before–not even the nights I snuck up and got in bed with you!   
    
                                             Court 
                                
And you don’t think that wasn’t hell on me? 
 

                                   Rain 
                               
I didn’t think anything – I just liked being with you. Besides Bill, you’re the  
only real friend I’ve ever had.  We didn’t do anything wrong–we were right there in the 
same room as the rest of the Seniorettes. 
 

                                   Court        
                               
You don’t think the others noticed? You coming up to see me… Why do  you think they 
started calling you Pup? 

 
                                    Rain 

                              
I… I thought it was ‘cause you all are so much older than me. I kinda liked it. 
 

                                    Court 
                               
But you don’t know what they started to call me…   
 
        Rain 
                               
What? You never told me anything about it… 
 
        Court 
                              
That doesn’t matter now. I made it clear to them that if anyone–anyone–spread that any 
further, I’d personally beat the crap out of them.  They believed me, thank God! When I 
told you not to come up again at night, that they might catch you out, that wasn’t it at 
all…well, I didn’t want that to happen either, but I said it ‘cause I couldn’t stand to have 
you that near and not be able to hold you, to touch you…  
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(RAIN recoils, shocked)  

       Rain 
                               
But you call me “Pup”… 
                                    

                                    Court 
                               
Well, yeah. I didn’t dislike it – I just didn’t want them using it. 
 

                                    Rain  
                               
But this… I don’t think of you this way…I think of you more…more like a brother…  
 

                                    Court 
                              
Bullshit. You haven’t been acting like I’m your brother. Not like my brothers 
 act, anyway. 
 
(RAIN, agitated, looks down and reaches toward the candle)  
 
       Rain 
                              
Not like a brother.  No, that’s not it…  
 
(She turns the plate slowly, looking into the candle’s flame)  
 
       Rain 
                              
 …like–another guy. I wished that night, at the Campfire, and I was going to tell you  
tonight, that I wish that you were another guy. 
 

                                  Court  
                              
 Another guy? In case you haven’t noticed, Kid, we’re neither of us “guys,” butch cuts or 
not. 
 
  (RAIN, switching her tone abruptly)  
     
                                              Rain 
                              
 I brought you a gift, too, Court.   
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                                   Court 
                              
What? Are you listening to anything I’m saying? Rain–I love you. I want you. Do 
 you know what I mean? 

 
 
                                     Rain  

                               
And you’re just what I’d want – if you were a guy…  
 
(COURT, angry and disgusted)  
 
       Court 
                              
Then you’re just like all the other boycrazies here–you want a boyfriend. So–just go on 
to your dances and get one. Get your Bill, why don’t  you? What’s the big deal? 
 
(RAIN, plunging on)  
 
                                               Rain 
                              
…and I want to be a boyfriend…  
 
(RAIN hesitates, goes over to the art display and begins to pick up and put down the 
pieces.)   
        Rain 
                               
That’s what I wanted to tell you… My wish … What I wanted to show you with my 
present…  
 
(RAIN reaches back into the bag and brings out a cardboard folder- opens it and holds it 
toward COURT. There is a photograph inside. Still staring at RAIN, COURT takes it and 
looks at it. COURT smiles despite herself)  

        Rain 
 
It’s us – the one Thergie took the day got our crewcuts… 
 
 (Now that RAIN has started explaining, she is compelled to keep on going.)   
 

        Rain 
                               
Yeah—don’t we look great? That’s the first time I’ve ever really seen me.  
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Me, like I should’ve been…Like I want to be. A guy … with another guy… 
 
(COURT throws the photo down on the table)  
     
                                              Court 
                               
That’s nuts! First of all, you’re not with another guy – you’re with  me.  
 

                                    Rain  
                               
But you… 
 

                                   Court  
                              
And what if it were a guy? What would that make you?  

 
                                    Rain 

                               
I thought you’d understand... 
 
       Court 
                   
Two guys… You’d have to be… queer… 
     
(COURT snatches up the photo and looks at again) 
 
       Court     
                               
I don’t even know what you mean. If you want to be with guys, just go date them!  
 
      Rain 
                              I thought you knew… 
 
                                             Court  
                               
How would anyone know that? That’s the weirdest thing I ever heard. I thought you 
knew how I feel about you!   
 

                                   Rain  
 
(Stunned)  You thought I liked girls? 
 

                                   Court 
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You liked me! 
 

 
                                   Rain  

                               
I still do!  But I never said… I wished… 
 

                                  Court  
                              
 I thought you wanted what I do… Now I don’t even know what to say to  
 you, Rain. What can I say to you now?  
 

                                  Rain  
                              
 What do you say to me any day? What you say to a friend. 
 

                                  Court  
                               
Are we really friends?  I don’t even know what you are. You can’t ever 
be a boy–you’d be a freak if you tried. Is that what you want? 
 
(RAIN, angry, stands up for herself)   
 
       Rain 
                               
What makes me a freak any more than you? You’re telling me you like girls–that’s so 
normal? And how am I any different than when I walked in here? Are you any different? 
 
                                              Court 
                               
I’m sure different from you!  
 

                                    Rain 
                               
Yeah–and you’re telling me you’re different from everyone else here, too. How does that 
make you any better – or normal? 
 

                                   Court   
                               
Not so different–how about those cooks? Have you ever really watched 
Dottie and Jacksie together? Off alone in their cabin for hours? Or a few 
 of the counselors? I could tell you some things! 
 
(They stand toe-to-toe, now. COURT swipes her eyes, brushing away tears of rage.)   
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                                  Court 

                              
 I’m not a guy just because that’s what you want me to be. It’s like I’m just  
 something you  made up in that crazy head of yours.  
 
(COURT gives RAIN a push. RAIN staggers back a step, then catches her balance.)  

         Rain 
                               
You going to try the Pru approach? Solve it by knocking me down? And  
 you call me crazy?  
 

                                 Court  
                               
That’s it.  I’ll do something I’ll regret. 
 
(COURT walks over to the door, opens it and stands, looking back at RAIN. RAIN, 
angry and at the same time wanting to keep COURT there, looks at the jacket on the 
floor)  
 
    Rain 
 
Your jacket -- You’ll get soaked. 
 

                                 Court  
                               
I’ve only got to go downstairs -- remember?  Keep it. I was going to give it to you… 
and…and I don’t want it back now, anyway.  
 
(COURT pauses, also doesn’t want to see the inevitable ending.)   
 
    Court 
Shit. 

 
                                  Rain  

                     
 Court… 
 
(COURT, tightly)  
     Court 
                               
So long, Pup.  
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(COURT turns and leaves. The sound of her footsteps going down the stairs. The door 
is left open; sound of rain outside. RAIN swipes at her eyes but does not cry)  

      Rain 
                               
Damn… damn… damn… I should never have said anything.  To anyone. 
 
(Still looking at the door)  
 
    Rain                               
 
Adios. 
 
(RAIN surveys the room, looking at the mess. She tugs at the medallion chain then lets 
it be. She picks up COURT’s jacket and shrugs into it, settling it onto her shoulders, 
smoothing down the sleeves.  She goes to the craft table and picks up the Dutch boys. 
She carries them over to the worktable and very deliberately places the figurines in front 
of her candle, facing one another, bowing and kissing. RAIN steps back and looks at 
them a moment. She blows out COURT’s candle. She straightens up and looks at the 
table for a moment, then turns and walks out the open door. Lights down to the sound of 
the downpour and RAIN’s footsteps on the wooden stairs. Figurines on the table alone 
are illuminated in the flickering candle light.)  
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                                                     DRESSES 
 
 
Scene: A car outside a house. MARGARET, mother of LORRAINE, is waiting 
impatiently in the passenger seat. They are to attend the wedding in a couple of hours 
of MARGARET’s niece–and LORRAINE’s cousin–LETITIA. Margaret is dressed 
appropriately for a wedding of the period–early to mid-1970s–with hat and gloves. 
 
                                                     Margaret 
 
Lorraine?  Lorraine!    
 
                                                     Lorraine 
Coming, Mother. 
 
 (A door slams and LORRAINE appears in linen slacks and button-down shirt, sleeves 
rolled. She slings a yellow dress into the back seat and gets behind the wheel.)  
 
                                                    Margaret 
What’s that? 
                                                    
                                                    Lorraine 
 
What’s what? 
                                                   Margaret 
 
You’re not even dressed. 
 
 
                                                    Lorraine 
I’m dressed, mother.                                      
 
                                                    Margaret 
 
You’re not wearing that to the wedding… 
                                     
                                                     Lorraine 
 
There’s the dress. I hate driving in a dress. There’s a HoJo’s just before Lettie’s turn off. 
I’ll change in the restroom. 
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                                               Margaret 
 
Well, if that isn’t the tackiest… 
                                         
                                             Lorraine 
 
I’ve got to back out of the driveway – give me a second to concentrate. I’d hate to run 
over a dog and not be able to make it to the wedding. There. Now what were you 
saying? 
 
                                             Margaret 
 
Your smart mouth will be the death of me. You get that from your father, you know. I 
wasn’t brought up to talk that way. Maw-Maw would have snatched me bald-headed if 
I’d talked to her like you do me. 
 
                                             Lorraine 
 
And why isn’t Dad coming? How did he manage to get out of this? 
 
                                              Margaret 
 
“Get out of”? You act as though it was a chore to put on a dress and celebrate your 
cousin’s wedding. He’s got a meeting. 
 
                                             Lorraine 
 
He’s got a meeting with a golf ball, you mean. 
 
                                              Margaret 
 
There you go again. Sarcasm doesn’t become a young lady, Lorraine.  
 
                                              Lorraine 
 
Mother, even you will have to admit that 35 is pushing the boundaries of young . 
Eighteen, twenty-three, maybe, at a stretch… 
                                        
                                              Margaret 
 
You’re never too old to be polite. Your cousin- 
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                                                Lorraine 
 
Yes, my cousin Letitia and her third wedding. Is she going to wear white again –and 
have the kids as flower girl and ring-bearer? 
 
                                               Margaret 
 
She’s a good mother, Lorraine. She hasn’t made the best choice in men, but she’s a 
good mother to those children. Now if you… 
 
                                               Lorraine 
 
She ran off at 17 with a saxophone player, and the second one was usually parked on 
the couch watching TV. He tried to grab me once-  What’s this guy do?   
 
                                               Margaret 
Grab you?  
 
                                               Lorraine 
Tried to. He’d been drinking. I punched him so hard he saw stars. After that tedious 
Thanksgiving dinner–just after their second one was born.  Poor Letitia was running 
herself ragged trying to be the perfect hostess. 
 
                                              Margaret 
 
Why didn’t you tell me? You never– 
 
                                                Lorraine 
 
Why?  You’d never have believed me.  
 
                                               Margaret 
 
That dress is going to get all crumpled the way you’ve thrown it back there. 
                                                 
                                               Lorraine 
 
It’s ugly. 
 
                                              Margaret 
What do you mean?  
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                                                Lorraine 
 
Am I not speaking English? I mean, it’s ugly. It’s yellow. 
                                                
                                              Margaret 
 
Yellow’s my favorite color. 
 
 (Half beat)                             Lorraine 
 
Yes, well, you look good in yellow, and you look good in dresses, just like  you look 
good in any foolish hat you put on. 
 
                                                Margaret 
 
Why thank you, dear. Maw-Maw always made us wear hats. 
 
                                                Lorraine 
 
Well, I look like Bozo the clown when I put one on, and yellow makes me look like I’m 
dying. Dead. 
 
                                                Margaret 
 
Really, Lorraine, I wish you wouldn’t insist on belittling yourself. You could be a very 
pretty– 
 
                                                Lorraine 
 
Yes, mother. “A very pretty girl.” And I could also be a tennis champ or golf pro 
according to Dad if I’d only joined the golf club. 
 
                                                Margaret 
 
You know, he’s only got your best interests in mind – as do I. Anyway, there’s no real 
future for a girl of your background in sports.  Watch out! 
 
                                                 
                                              
                                                 Lorraine 
 
I see the dog. I see the little kid running after him – they’re a block away. Calm down, 
we've got an hour to go. 
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(Pause)                                      Margaret 
 
I don’t like the way you jammed that dress back there. I went to a lot of trouble to order 
that dress in the exact color Letitia specified you bride’s maids were to wear. 
 
                                                 Lorraine 
 
Bride’s maids… I want to be neither bride nor maid, Mother. Especially Letitia’s.  
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
It just means you’re her attendant, dear, on her special day. 
 
                                               Lorraine 
 
Do you suppose they get a little less special the more you rack up? Fourth? Fifth? What 
would you give as a fifth first anniversary present? Not that I’ll be giving her one. Unless 
she’d like this dress. 
 
                                               Margaret 
 
Oh, stop, Lorraine.  It’ll be over soon enough, and we didn’t promise to stay over night 
like they wanted. Why are you being so childish about putting on a dress for an hour, 
anyway? You’re being even more unbearable than when you debuted at the Holly Ball. 
 
                                                Lorraine 
 
You never did understand how ghastly that whole thing was for me, did you? 
 
                                                Margaret 
 
Oh, not that again…                                               
                                                                                          
                                                Lorraine 
 
Yes, that again.  The fact that you never consider how I hate being put on display like 
that. Every now and then I look at that photo of Dad and me marching in the cotillion, 
looking like hunted animals… 
 
                                                Margaret 
 
I thought you both looked just splendid – except for that haircut of yours. 
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                                                Lorraine 
 
Kind of like the way it’s cut now. 
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
It was a bit longer, as I recall. 
                       
                                                Lorraine 
 
What Dad refers to as my “jailhouse cut.” 
                                                
                                                Margaret 
 
He always loved you in your braids and bangs.  
 
                                                Lorraine 
 
When I was 8. I was wearing those in my favorite photo about then, the one Bobby 
Parker took with my Brownie camera.  
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
Really? I don’t remember. 
 
                                                Lorraine 
 
No, you never liked that one. I had on my striped t-shirt and jeans, and my black, hi-
topped sneakers. And that lanyard I braided at camp–and the garrison belt  
Dad brought me back from the Alamo. Now, that’s me. 
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
That was you, dear – nearly 27 years ago, now. Things change. 
 
                                                Lorraine 
 
Do they? You and dad still argue. Well, I’ve gotten bigger…older… 
 
                                                Margaret 
 
You two stopped going off on those fishing trips to Canada leaving me at home. 
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                                                  Lorraine 
 
You hated fishing even down in our pond.  You never wanted to go fishing, or get your 
hair wet swimming, even a walk in the woods. 
 
                                                  Margaret 
 
I hated being left alone for two long weeks. 
 
                                                  Lorraine 
 
That’s why you had my braids cut and made me get a permanent. 
 
                                                  Margaret 
 
I knew your father wasn’t going to be brushing your hair and plaiting it out there in the 
wild. You looked very pretty with that perm. 
 
                                                   Lorraine 
 
I can still smell those nasty chemicals… 
 
                                                   Margaret 
 
(Surprise) You always liked going to the beauty shop with me. 
                                                  
                                                   Lorraine 
 
That was different – I could look at the New Yorker cartoons…Charles Addams. 
Anyway. I got older and I started making Dad nervous. 
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
Jordan, nervous?  
                                             
                                                 Lorraine 
 
Like kittens growing up into cats. They aren’t cute any more. He just acted …nervous 
around me, didn’t enjoy being with me. It was like he’d left me, even though we lived in 
the same house. Then I was off at prep school, and that was that. 
                                               
                                                 Margaret 
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You two were always leaving me. He still does, and now you live up there in Boston. 
 
                                                 Lorraine 
 
People grow up and live their own lives. 
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
But you’re not married–there’s no reason you have to be a hundred miles away just to 
have a bookstore. If you were married and had kids, and he had a job there, that might 
be a reason. But that little shop of yours… 
 
                                                Lorraine 
 
That “little shop” keeps me fed–and free. If I moved back here you’d have my life 
planned out to the Nth degree. 
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
Don’t be silly - you could do what you want. You’d have your own room, and food, all 
rent-free. 
 
                                                Lorraine 
 
You hate that I stay up late and roam around the house. You hate that I sleep late in the 
morning. You hate my clothes. You hate– 
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
Well, it wouldn’t hurt you to get up a bit earlier- 
 
                                                 
 
                                                 
                                                Lorraine 
 
Mother!  Let’s just get this production over with and let me get back to Boston. I’ve got a 
sale over this next week, and I want to be sure the guys have everything arranged the 
way I told them. 
 
                                                Margaret 
 
You’re like having a second husband. 
 



93 

 

                                             
 
                                                  Lorraine 
 
Because I have a life? 
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
Because you have to have your own way every minute. Look at today – all you have to 
do is put on that dress and be pleasant. 
 
                                                Lorraine 
 
I can be pleasant in pants. 
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
Then why did you agree to do this in the first place? 
                                               
                                                Lorraine 
 
If you’ll remember, I didn’t. I was on vacation, and you told Laura I’d be delighted to be 
one of the bridesmaids. I’d have thought you’d remembered our Holly Ball ordeal. You 
vowed you’d never make me do anything ever again in Hartford society. 
                                             
                                                 Margaret 
 
And I haven’t. This is family. One little favor to Laura and Letitia. 
 
                                                 Lorraine 
 
You hardly speak to Laura. You knocked her silly with your purse last year. At least 
that’s what she told me – What was that all about?  
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
Nothing. You know how Laura exaggerates… 
 
                                                Lorraine 
 
You flattened her with your purse.  She had a terrific shiner. I saw it. 
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                                                Margaret 
 
We’d had a few cocktails, and–You know, I’d never had a drink until your father started 
insisting on cocktails before dinner. 
 
                                                Lorraine 
 
You’re saying Dad forced you to drink? You both seemed to like them well enough – 
you never refused Daddy’s “little dividend” at the bottom of the shaker. I did love those 
martini olives. 
                                             
                                                Margaret 
 
You were a peculiar child – always liked the martini olives and whatever we had at our 
parties. I’d catch you eating anchovy paste out of the tube. 
 
                                                Lorraine 
 
It’s the salt. Still love it. I used to like your “cocktail hour.” I’d build card houses on the 
rug and play with the globe. Uncle Waldo showed me how to find Portugal. 
                                              
                                                Margaret 
 
He was in the diplomatic corps there back in the 40s. Now, Waldo could toss back a 
martini... 
                                             
                                                 Lorraine 
 
It was gold…Portugal.  
                                                                                                                                
                                               Margaret 
 
You loved to sing back then. (MARGARET begins, and LORRAINE joins in) It’s a long 
way to Tipperary / It’s a long way I know. / It's a long way to Tipperary   /To the sweetest 
girl I know!  / Goodbye Piccadilly, Farewell Leicester Square! /  It's a long long way to 
Tipperary, /  But my heart's right there.  
 
                                                Lorraine 
 
I was the only kid in kindergarten who had a repertoire of World War I songs and knew 
the story of the Titanic by heart. Dad was furious when Miss Parisse had never heard of 
the Titanic and thought he’d made it up. 
 
                                                 Margaret 
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(Pause) You were always such a good child–then you went to camp. 
 
                                                
                                                  Lorraine 
 
(Thank God!) A whole two months away from home... 
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
You liked all those strange girls. That one girl– 
 
                                                Lorraine 
 
Court?  I know you thought I liked her in a way I didn’t. 
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
Well, you… I was worried. 
 
                                                 Lorraine 
 
I know. That I was a lesbian.  
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
I wish you wouldn’t use that kind of language, Lorraine. 
                                               
                                                 Lorraine 
 
“Lesbian” isn’t a curse word, and I’m not remotely interested in girls. 
 
                                                  
                                                 Margaret 
 
We were so relieved when you finally married…  
 
                                                Lorraine 
 
Two years less two days. Maybe we shouldn’t have done it on Halloween. We plain 
shouldn’t have done it. He was crazy, and he expected me to be… to be a…wife.  
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                                                   Margaret 
 
Well for heaven’s sake, Lorraine, that’s what women do. They marry men and become 
wives and take care of their husbands… 
                                              
                                               
                                                 Lorraine 
 
And have babies. Go ahead, I know that’s what you’re thinking. 
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
Aren’t you ever curious? 
 
                                                Lorraine 
 
Curious? 
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
About what it’s like to have a baby. I thought I should have one, and here you are! 
 
                                                Lorraine 
 
(Pause) You had me out of curiosity? Why didn’t you have any more, then? Curiosity 
satisfied? Was it worth it?  
 
                                                Margaret 
 
Don’t be like that, dear. 
 
(MARGARET tears up and pulls out a handkerchief) 
                                                 
                                                Lorraine 
 
Oh, for God’s sake, don’t cry. Just tell me I was perfect and everything you wanted and 
you didn’t need another. 
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
Well, there was one before you, but… 
 
                                                 Lorraine 
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What!? 
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
I had a miscarriage. It was your father’s fault… 
 
                                                 
                                                 Lorraine 
 
(Pause) Don’t you dare stop there – 
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
He made me go to a party that night, I didn’t want to … 
 
                                                Lorraine 
 
A party wouldn’t make you miscarry– 
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
It did. You came a couple of years later. 
 
                                                 Lorraine 
 
A boy or a girl? Do you know? 
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
They told me it was too soon to tell, but your father says the doctor told him it was a 
boy. 
 
                                                 Lorraine 
 
A boy…  What happened? 
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
We came home late. I was very tired and that night I woke up with a lot of pain and…I 
don’t want to talk about it now. 
 
                                                 Lorraine 
 
A boy.  Did you try again right away? 
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                                                Margaret 
 
I said I don’t want to talk about it. Why would you ask that, anyway? 
 
                                                Lorraine 
 
Why? Dad really wanted a boy, didn’t he… 
                                                  
                                                 Margaret 
 
We never talked about it after that, so don’t let’s you and me start in on it. You were 
healthy right from the start. Spent your time kicking and trying to get away it felt like. I 
always thought you were angry about something even then. 
Once you were born, you spent your time running away–down to the pond, off in the 
woods, away doing something with your father. He got his little boy and I was left sitting 
in the house. 
 
                                                 Lorraine 
 
What did you just say? 
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
He got a little pal… 
 
                                                 Lorraine 
 
That’s not what you said.      
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
I meant little pal – but he treated you more like a boy. Maybe that’s where you got it 
from.  And, when you did come in, you’d be flopped on your floor with your comic books. 
I saw you at dinner, and then you were back up in your room. 
 
                                                Lorraine 
 
It was quieter – I could barely hear you all… 
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
Look at that dress back there – it’s fallen on the floor. Pull over and pick it up – I can’t 
reach it from here. 
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Lorraine pulls over, yanks on the brake and gets out. Crams the dress into a different 
shape. 
 
                                              
                                                Lorraine 
 
There. 
                                    
                                                Margaret 
 
No – you fold it up neatly. Honestly – that dress cost a fortune and you’re treating it like 
a rag; it’ll be a wreck when we get there. What is the matter with you? What will it cost 
you to wear it for an hour and act like a normal young woman at her cousin’s wedding? 
 
                                                 Lorraine 
 
More than you realize.  Any more than you realized about the Ball.  
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
It was an honor to be asked, and I thought it would be good thing for you to come out–to 
be introduced to Hartford society. Why are you always so hateful to me? I’ve always 
tried to do whatever you wanted–buying boy’s dungarees at G. Fox… having to face the 
salesladies, making them let you try them on in the girl’s department when they wouldn’t 
let you use the boy’s dressing rooms. And those high black sneakers… 
                                                 
                                                 Lorraine 
 
Didn’t that give you some clue that I wouldn’t want to be dressed up in a white gown and 
paraded in something called the “Holly Ball”? All that really meant was that I was an 
available female. 
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
Oh really, Lorraine.  It meant “available female” back in the dark ages when I came out–
you girls were all were headed for college. Can’t you ever give in? You don’t have to live 
in a white gown–you don’t have to wear a dress every day. But for a few hours?  
 
                                                Lorraine 
 
You never give in either, you know. You’re doing it right now. Laura has seen me 
wearing jeans all my life. Why should she be surprised if I show up in slacks today?   
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                                                 Margaret 
 
You’re supposed to be one of the bridesmaids. 
 
                                                
                                                   Lorraine 
 
Only because you pressured her–don’t try to tell me you didn’t. Letitia doesn’t even like 
me. She has her four cliquey girlfriends to dress up and I’ll literally be a fifth wheel. 
They’d be better off without me and you know it. Admit it–you’re still trying to make 
points and impress people here in town.                                    
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
You can be the most exasperating person, Lorraine. Why are you fighting me every inch 
of the way? I only… 
 
(MARGARET starts to cry again) 
 
                                                   Lorraine 
 
Mom, stop it! I’m not really fighting you. I love you…but we’re – different. You like this 
stuff. I didn’t really mean it, when I said you just wanted to impress people. You do in a 
way, but it’s how all of you act. 
 
                                                  Margaret 
 
(Bridles at the word, tears forgotten)   Act?  
 
                                                  Lorraine 
 
Let me finish. I’ve watched you all my life. You like the getting dressed up, the going out 
and everything that’s involved. You love getting your nails done. You loved Peggy and 
Mr. John doing your hair every week. When you were in the hospital on oxygen with 
pneumonia, you were more worried about missing your Saturday morning appointment 
than dying… 
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
You think it’s silly, but I like being pampered and fussed over. I like to look well groomed 
and be well-dressed.  
 
                                                Lorraine 
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And you always are. I’m proud of you. But it’s always been so important to you to make 
me be you. It makes me so mad I could spit. 
 
                                                  
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
Why are you so angry all the time? What do you want?  
                                      
                                                 Lorraine 
 
I don’t know, exactly. You’d think I would by now, but… I just know I don’t like…being 
me. 
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
What on earth! 
 
                                                  Lorraine 
 
I never should have been a girl.  
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
But what in the world can you do about that? You can’t just change and be a boy–a 
man. You already dress like one most of the time–all I’m asking you to do today is put 
on a dress this once for the wedding.  
                                                
                                                 Lorraine 
 
That’s once too many.  What do you know about it anyway? You’ve got closets full of 
dresses and more shoes than Imelda Marcos. You love being a female. 
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
I’ve never not wanted to be a woman. And I assumed I’d get married. You were 
supposed to. Not just supposed to, you had to, or you weren’t anybody. But there was a 
price… You have no idea what it was like for Maw-Maw. She’d been a beautiful girl, 
popular – you’ve seen that swatch of hair she cut and kept in her dresser wrapped in 
paper? Long, thick, auburn…absolutely gorgeous. Then she married your granddad–he 
was gorgeous too, black wavy hair and blue, blue eyes–then found herself trapped with 
four children and a traveling salesman husband away most of the time. Have I ever laid 
a hand on you?  Have I? Well maybe a smack or two on your bottom, but she’d go into 
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wild rages and lay about her with anything – brush, switch, a piece of kindling…And 
always at me, the oldest, never the others. 
 
                                                Lorraine 
 
(Horrified, takes eyes from road to MARGARET, swerves, recovers) Oh my God!           
                                                   
                                               Margaret 
 
I did love all the hats and the shoes and the dressing up. When we were small, Maw-
maw gave each of us girls a doll and a trunk full of all kinds of outfits she’d sewn – 
pieced out of her own old dresses and whatever. Remember that little trunk she sent 
you one Christmas? I never dared tell her you didn’t play with dolls. 
 
                                                Lorraine 
 
(Taking in what MARGARET has said) I did love anything miniature–dollhouses, tiny 
furniture, that dark green velour coat and matching hat–so perfect. I’ve just never 
wanted to mother anything–missed that natural instinct. 
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
I’m not so sure it’s a natural instinct, dear. Your great-aunt used to say Maw-maw only 
had children to make fun of them. We kids thought that wasn’t far wrong.                                          
 
                                                Lorraine 
 
But you’re saying you had me–us, now–out of curiosity? Would you have stopped with 
that one, if he had lived? If it was a boy? 
 
                                                Margaret 
 
Well, he didn’t live, did he? How would I know? … and then, Dr. Rakow said  having a 
baby would bring your father and me together. It didn’t. 
 
                                                 Lorraine 
 
I didn’t work? I was a failure before I could crawl?  Did you want me? 
 
                                                 Margaret 
 
You’re what we got, how could we know anything different?  
 
(MARGARET sees LORRAINE’s horrified glance and hurries on) 
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Of course we both loved you, dear. Love you. Look –there’s the HoJo’s sign. Pull over. 
You’ve got to get ready. 
 
                                                
                                                    Lorraine 
 
But – Oh hell. I’ve got to pee anyway. 
 
(Lorraine turns and pulls up into a parking place. Gets out.)                                
                                              
                                                 Margaret 
 
Don’t forget your dress! 
 
(Furious, Lorraine turns back, yanks the back door open and snatches the dress out.) 
 
                                          Lorraine 
 
The dress. The goddamn dress. Here– 
 
(LORRAINE begins ripping it in great swathes while MARGARET stares open-
mouthed.)  
There’s the dress. I’m not going to wear that dress or any other one. Ever. Tell them it 
doesn’t fit right– 
 
(She wads the pieces up and shoves them back inside onto MARGARET’s lap.) 
 
Tell them I’m a boy and I don’t wear dresses–ever! I’m going to go pee. 
 
(LORRAINE strides off into the HoJo’s. MARGARET sits stunned, then begins running 
the bits of ruined dress through her fingers, finally folding them as best she can and 
placing them in the back seat. She fidgets, looks through her purse, peers out the 
window. Lorraine returns, yanks open the door and they pull out of the HoJo’s.)  
 
                                               Lorraine 
 
Don’t say a word. Not one word. 
 
 (Long Pause)                        Margaret 
  
 Laura has a mean mouth… 
 
                                              



104 

 

                                                 Lorraine 
 
What?                                          
  
                                                Margaret 
  
That’s why I hit her. 
                                 
                                             
 
Who’s she trashing now? 
 
                                                Margaret 
 
Not me.  (Glances over at Lorraine and stops.) 
                                             
                                             Lorraine 
 
Me…?  
                                              Margaret 
 
Never mind. She won’t do it again.  
 
(They drive on in silence, LORRAINE white-knuckling the wheel, MARGARET glancing 
apprehensively at her, back at the dress and at her daughter again.) 
 
You’re scaring me, Lorraine. You really mean all this.  
 
         Lorraine 
 
I do. It’s something inside. Like some women need to have a baby–not just out of 
curiosity. Look at Letitia. That’s all she’s talked about since she was a little bitty kid, how 
she was going to get married and have a boy and a girl, what their names would be….  
Bored me to death, but she had what I’m talking about. That need. Without even 
knowing what it was. She’d have had them, husbands or no.  
                                                 
                                                Margaret 
 
But what will you do. How can you live? You can already go out with boys, marry them – 
why do you need to be one?  How can you? 
 
                                                Lorraine 
 



105 

 

I don’t know. I’m scared too, Mom…but something’s got to change. I can’t do this 
anymore.  
 
                                                 
 
                                                   Margaret 
 
How…why…? 
                                
                                                 
 
                                                   Lorraine                  
 
It just happens – like your miscarriage. That wasn’t your fault – it wasn’t dad’s fault– 
unless you’re saying he did something to harm you. Did he?   
        
                                                 Margaret 
 
No… 
                                                   Lorraine 
 
So where’s the blame? It just happened. It does, you know, to a number of first 
pregnancies. 
                 
                                                   Margaret 
 
You know a lot about birthing babies for someone who doesn’t want one. You don’t, do 
you? 
                                                   
                                                    Lorraine  
 
That would be the icing on the cake. I’d have a hard time being a guy if I were pregnant, 
wouldn’t I?  
 
(LORRAINE turns into a driveway, brings the car to a halt.) 
                                          
We’re here.  What am I going to tell Laura…? 
 
 (MARGARET glances in the back seat at the clump of yellow rags, reaches over and 
pats Lorraine’s cheek. Still shaken by what she’s learned, she hesitates, then opens her 
door and gets out. Straightens, appearing more resolved.) 
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                                                      Margaret                                                                   
 
I’ll handle Laura.                                                                                            
 
                                                  Lorraine 
 
(Smiles slightly for the first time. Opens her door and calls to MARGARET as she gets 
out, too-) 
 
 Don’t forget your purse… 
 
 
Curtain 
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                                                 CHANGES 
 
 
LAURENCE McGOWAN is sitting in an empty viewing room in a funeral home. His 
mother, Margaret, has recently died and he was to meet his father, JORDAN, for a last 
moment together with her before Margaret was taken for cremation. There is a long 
table from which the casket was removed, several other tables with flowers, boxes of 
tissues, a carafe and water glasses. A loveseat and several chairs. JORDAN rushes in, 
looks around, annoyed. 
 
                                                   Jordan 
 
Where is she? 
   
                                                 Laurence 
 
She’s gone. 
 
                                                  Jordan 
 
Don’t be smart–I know she’s gone, but where is she now? She was supposed to be 
here… 
                             
                                                 Laurence 
 
No, you were supposed to be here. Somewhere between one and two-thirty. It’s three-
ten, now. And mother? In the fire, I presume. She was scheduled for three. Laura and 
her gang were here earlier. I thought I’d better wait for you. 
                                  
                                                   Jordan 
 
Well, goddammit. 
 
                                                   Laurence 
 
I told you the viewing was till two, even though it was two-thirty. I thought that was 
enough slack. 
 
LAURENCE pulls out his iPhone. 
     
                                                  Laurence 
 
I took a photo for you. For us. 
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(JORDAN moves closer so he can see. They are now shoulder to shoulder, both in dark 
suits and subdued ties. LAURENCE puts his free arm around JORDAN’s shoulders–he 
looks up, startled, then back at the image.) 
 
                                                   Jordan 
 
She does look striking in those blue robes. 
 
                                                  Laurence 
 
Yale blue. I don’t think the folks here ever had a request to dress a “loved one” in 
doctoral gowns. It was the one thing she asked me to do, and the closest she ever 
came to mentioning dying. Idiots here kept whining about the mortarboard–I said, “just 
set it over her hands.” 
                                       
                                                  Jordan 
 
I don’t think she ever considered dying.  
 
                                                  Laurence 
 
(Pause) That always bothered you, didn’t it, that she went back and got another 
degree–a doctorate. 
 
                                                  Jordan 
 
Well, she didn’t just go to school–college–she moved down to New Haven for months. 
Could’ve stayed right here at Trinity… 
 
                                                  Laurence 
 
But it was easier on both of you, wasn’t it? And you and I had a lot of fun; you had help 
in to do most of the cooking and cleaning. I remember some good times. You could let 
the dog in.                
                    
                                                  Jordan 
 
Hand me one of those glasses. (JORDAN pulls a silver flask out of his inside jacket 
pocket) You want some? 
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                                                  Laurence 
 
(Holds out two glasses) Sure. (JORDAN pours, returns the flask then takes his glass. 
They drink) 
                                                Jordan 
 
Thanks for handling all this. 
 
                                               Laurence 
 
I wanted it to get done… 
 
                                                Jordan 
 
Oh?  
 
                                               Laurence 
 
You’re not so hot at this kind of thing… 
 
                                               Jordan 
 
(waits) 
 
                                              Laurence 
 
Personal stuff–especially concerning mother. That write-up you did for the papers… 
“Margaret Middleton McGowan, wife of Jordan, noted…” it went on at some length 
about you. 
 
                                               Jordan 
 
You rewrote it. Read pretty well…I’d forgotten how much she did around town. You 
could talk with her–I couldn’t. 
                                
                                              Laurence 
 
She’d talk; you wouldn’t listen. I know–it worked the other way, too. I lived with stereo 
speakers before they were invented. But yes, we got so we could talk; you know she 
wasn’t easy. I’d sit with her and sometimes drift off and imagine what I’d do if the two of 
you two died together–a car wreck or something. What I’d write on your tombstone.             
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                                               Jordan 
     
Oh?                                                                               
 
                                               Laurence 
 
First I saw, “Margaret and Jordan McGowan.” Next, I saw that with a big “X” chiseled 
through it and “Jordan and Margaret McGowan” inscribed underneath… 
 
                                                Jordan 
 
Don’t stop now. 
                                              Laurence 
 
Finally, under those, “The McGowans,” and your dates. 
                        
                                               Jordan 
 
(Laughs uneasily) Probably a good choice. You know how competitive she was… 
 
                                               Laurence 
 
(Rolls his eyes but holds his tongue) What are you going to do now?                  
               
                                               Jordan 
 
I’m going to get a dog.  
                             
                                               Laurence 
 
One door closes and another opens, eh? 
 
                                                Jordan 
 
Not replacing her, for crap’s sake…She never allowed Pal in the house, so I never got 
another dog when he died. Now I can–while I’m still able to enjoy him. You know we’re 
both still living on borrowed time. 
 
                                                Laurence 
 
The fire.  
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                                                  Jordan 
 
The Hartford Circus Fire.              
 
                                                  Laurence 
 
I still see the end of the tent collapsing–you had me slung over your shoulder–feel that 
incredible wave of heat roll out at us when the canvas hit the ground.  
                            
                                                   Jordan 
 
When we were still inside you said, “Daddy, it’s hot. We’d better go home.” I wondered if 
we never would get home. You didn’t cry then you did later because you’d seen the 
American flag at the peak fall into the flames.… It haunted me that they never identified 
that child-Little Miss 1565.  
       
                                                  Laurence 
 
I saw that photo in the paper the next day–I don’t know why you all left it out for me to 
see it…I knew then that little kids could be lost.  
 
                                                   Jordan 
 
There was a terrible scene that night at dinner. I asked for some radishes from the 
garden and Margaret flew into a rage. She’d nearly lost us both that afternoon, and here 
she was in a fury over radishes.  
 
                                                  Laurence 
 
She never mentioned that. She did tell me she’d been working that day. That someone 
came in with the news that the circus tent had burned down and that they were taking 
the bodies to the Armory. She was frantic, didn’t know what to do, but thought if we’d 
made it she’d better be home. I can’t imagine what she went through waiting. Maybe 
anything–a radish, a glass of milk–would have tipped her over that night? 
                                    
                                                    Jordan 
 
I always said she was strung high… 
 
                                                   Laurence 
 
What do you feel about losing her? 
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                                                     Jordan 
 
(Looking past LAURENCE, remembering) You don’t know how much I worried about 
you after that. When you begged to ride your bike to school in first grade…I followed you 
in the car the first time. I tried to give you anything you wanted, anything I could. 
                                                   
                                                   Laurence     
 
I know, but those were just things…  
 
                                                    Jordan 
 
Things were something I could do. I worried you and the bike–I worried about that old 
car of yours–still do. 
 
                                                  Laurence 
 
I know. When you were in the hospital so sick with pneumonia that one time–I came to 
see you–you grabbed my hand and kept asking about “her” having “good shoes.” I 
thought it was the fever, then I remembered you always called tires “shoes.” I was 
touched…I cried. I never cry. I was so afraid you were going to die… 
                        
                                                   Jordan 
 
Not then, not yet. 
 
                                                  Laurence 
 
Mom said your father was pretty strict. What did you feel when he died? 
 
                                                   Jordan 
 
I didn’t… 
 
                                                 Laurence  
 
You didn’t feel anything? 
 
                                                  Jordan 
 
(Rising anger rather than sadness in JORDAN’s tone) I didn’t know he’d died. No one 
told me until after the funeral. They said later they wanted to “spare” me. I never got a 
chance to say good-by when he was ill or to go to the funeral. 
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                                                 Laurence 
 
And mom? 
                           
                                                   Jordan 
 
Your mother was a very bright woman, but, as you know…strung high. She left all the 
practical stuff to me, didn’t even want to tell me how much money she had every year so 
I could file the taxes. She’d be angry when I bought her stamps, as though they were 
still seven cents and I was cheating her. Out of stamp money… I’ve always been afraid 
I’d go first and you’d think you had to live with her. I wanted to tell you I didn’t expect 
that, but things turned out differently. 
 
                                                 Laurence 
 
That didn’t answer my question… 
  
                                                  Jordan 
 
Lorraine… 
 
                                                 Laurence 
 
Dad! There–is–no–more Lorraine. It’s Laurence. 
 
                                                 Jordan 
 
Oh, you know how hard it is for me to remember…                   
                                    
                                                 Laurence 
 
Don’t hand me that. You can remember every piece of armor the centurions wore and 
every strategic move Julius Caesar ever made. You can remember “Laurence.” I’m 
legally Laurence now – on my license, my passport, my birth certificate… 
 
                                                  Jordan 
 
Your birth certificate? 
 
                                        
                                                    
 
 



114 

 

                                                      Laurence 
 
Yeah. Its amended and sealed, just like an old juvenile record. What you have here now 
is “baby boy Laurence Jordan McGowan.”  You’d have to get a court order to find 
anything else. 
                                             
                                                        Jordan 
 
Son-of-a-bitch. Well, you don’t have to get angry about it, I only… Jordan? 
 
                                                        Laurence 
 
Yes, Jordan. You’re my dad. Like father like son, you know. And don’t use the “I only” 
bit. That won’t work any more 
 
(JORDAN starts to speak, but LAURENCE continues) 
 
                                                   Laurence 
 
Look; I’m not angry. Really. But I’m telling you this and I want you to listen. I’ve been 
Laurence for nearly six years now. Even Mom finally got it. I don’t by any stretch look 
like a “Lorraine” anymore–my voice, my beard. Slip on a pronoun occasionally, fine. I’ve 
done it myself. But if you won’t use my name, now, then you’re willfully ignoring 
me…deliberately refusing to accept me. It’s not about you, Dad. You don’t define me 
any more. I’ve stopped letting you. That’s not anger–that’s my life. I love you; I accept 
you; I want you to be a part of my life, Caesar’s Gallic Wars, and Kipling dinner table 
recitations and all. The question is: Do you want me? Because I’m not going to not be 
me. 
 
                                                      Jordan 
 
(JORDAN has been getting increasingly agitated as LAURENCE talks) You wait a 
goddamn minute! I’ve lost my wife and my daughter. I lost Margaret a long time ago– 
she went to live somewhere in her own head, and my daughter Lorraine–she might as 
well have died in that fire–been Little Miss 1565. I’ve lost so many…(Softly) I killed 
Mother. 
 
(JORDAN breaks off, remains silent, gazing into space) 
 
                                                     Laurence 
 
(Astounded ) You killed…my mother? 
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                                                       Jordan 
 
She told me I’d killed Mother... 
 
                                                      Laurence 
 
Who? 
 
                                                      Jordan 
 
(Wakes to the present) Sister. My sister May. 
 
                                                      Laurence 
 
She’s long dead. How could she say you killed Mom? 
 
                                                       Jordan 
 
She said I’d killed our mother. She always believed that, right up until she died. 
 
                                                      Laurence  
 
What happened? You’ve never talked much about–there were a bunch…you were the- 
 
                                                       Jordan 
 
Eleventh. May was nearly thirty when I was born, and Mother died when I was around 
two. I remember a kind of darkness in the house–that was all. Except May took it into 
her head it was my fault, since Mother never really recovered her strength after having 
me. May rarely spoke to me–avoided me, until that last night. 
 
(LAURENCE holds himself back. This is a lot from JORDAN) 
 
(JORDAN takes another deep swallow of his drink then, still looking out somewhere 
else, starts talking again) 
 
                                                     Jordan 
 
It was the night before my high school graduation. I was excited, nervous. May was 
keeping her distance, as usual, and then suddenly came to me and gave me a jackknife 
and a pocket watch. She told she was proud of me–didn’t give me a hug or kiss–then 
went up into her room. (Pause) She was dead in her bed the next morning. Not even 
Father knew what had happened, and he was a doctor. 
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                                                     Laurence 
 
No note? Nothing? 
 
                                                         Jordan 
 
No. Here – (JORDAN holds out the flask and pours) 
 
(There is another silence, each preoccupied with his thoughts) 
 
                                                          Jordan 
 
Madge died in childbirth when I was fourteen…I was her special pet…My brothers Dan 
and Frank died young…Yandell shot himself…I’ve lost so many. I couldn’t have borne 
losing you. 
 
                                                        Laurence 
 
But you haven’t lost me and you always wanted a boy. I know. You were forever looking 
at me and shaking your head saying, “This branch of the McGowan line ends with me.” 
 
                                                        Jordan 
 
Of course I’d have loved to have a son. Every man–at least in my day–wanted a son to 
carry on his name, But I wouldn’t have traded you for anything. I loved teaching you, 
seeing everything through your eyes, the woods, the pond and the creatures… You 
were so quick, and bright–not afraid of anything. You were just a toddler when a visitor 
picked you up and pointed up into a tree and said, “Look at the pretty flowers!” You 
looked disdainful and said, “Those aren’t flowers, they’re blossoms.” 
 
                                                   Laurence 
 
I probably didn’t get picked up much. But that’s what I don’t get–the pond, hunting for 
turtles– going fishing in Canada. Those were some of the best times of my life – then 
everything just stopped. We never went back to Canada. I thought you wanted a boy–I 
tried to be the son you wanted. 
 
                                                    Jordan 
 
But you don’t know what it’s like. I saw you just born–you had a head of black hair like a 
little Eskimo. You were you and it was a shock to lose Lorraine. I’ve never been 
‘disgusted’ with Laurence, but I haven’t got over grieving Lorraine. She can’t be just 
swapped out. Not to her daddy. 
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                                                     Laurence  
Mother managed OK.   
 
                                                      Jordan 
 
Your mother was not…attuned to other people. Is all this why you… 
 
                                                     Laurence   
 
Changed? Lord no! (laughs) Dad! You don’t just try on another sex like a new coat! Dad! 
I was always that way. It just didn’t make any difference when I was little, we just did 
stuff. There wasn’t really any way to talk about it back then, anyway, not just in our 
weird family. Now little guys three and four know they’re the wrong gender. I had no real 
clue. I knew a blossom from a flower but I didn’t have the word gender, much less 
“gender dysphoria.” But I wanted so much to be what you wanted.  One day we were 
doing things together, the next I looked around and you were gone…even though you 
were still there at the dinner able reciting poetry. 
              
                                                    Jordan 
 
I was there…as much as I could be. 
 
                                                    Laurence 
 
As much as you could be…and then there was some kind of wall. We could have fun 
when I was little…outside…even with all the fighting in the house. Why didn’t we ever 
go back to Canada? 
       
                                                     Jordan 
 
You didn’t want to. 
                  
                                                     Laurence 
 
That’s not so! I loved the woods, fishing together, the kerosene lanterns at night. 
 
                                                     Jordan 
 
When I mentioned it a third year, you got all sulky–acted like you didn’t want to go. 
That’s why I found that camp for you. I thought Maine could be a bit like Canada and get 
you out of the house for the summer. You said you liked it. 
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                                                      Laurence 
 
I did, but it wasn’t the same as being up in the wild, the Northern Lights, hearing the 
wolves howl... I went and looked up Benny Pulp Siding not long ago there was actually 
a site. Benny’s on a list of Canadian ghost towns now. Isn’t it weird to have part of our 
past a ghost town? 
 
                                                       Jordan 
 
Most of my past is a ghost town.  
                           
                                                      Laurence 
 
I would have gone back–to Canada, I mean–but I thought I was going to be a girl by 
then, and I didn’t want to go back as a girl. 
 
                                                    Jordan 
 
(Exasperated) You were a girl then. What the hell do you mean?  
 
                                                  Laurence 
 
When we were leaving the base camp the last time, coming back in the launch to 
Benny, I was curled under the front deck mourning. I knew I’d probably have my period 
by the next year and that I couldn’t come back. Don’t make that face! You just shrivel up 
when anything to do with sex comes up. 
    
                                                    Jordan 
 
Whatever made you a think a thing like that? And why would that stop you? Women 
travel all over the world all the time–even back then. Jesus. I never can figure you out. 
 
                                                   Laurence 
 
I never said it was real–it was my reality. I’d been a…a generic kid till then. I felt having 
to being a “real” girl as cutting me off from everything else. Fun. You. I didn’t want to mix 
Canada with that. I didn’t have the words for it then, still don’t, but being up there with 
the water and the silence–we never fought, though you’d get kind of testy if I caught a 
bigger fish or your fancy new nylon line tangled and my old Shakespeare reel kept on 
working… 
 
                                                 Jordan 
 
You’re always accusing me of being competitive, but you were pretty kee 
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                                                  Laurence 
 
Well, my point is, that we were there like–pals–maybe not quite equals, but I could be 
me. Whatever I thought that was. And I knew that was going to change. If I had to be a 
girl, I determined I’d just shut everything down. As it turned out, I didn’t get my period till 
I was about thirteen, but other things were changing. 
    
                                                   Jordan 
 
You were growing up. You were changing from a girl to– 
 
                           
                                                 Laurence 
 
–to the very thing I didn’t want to be. A woman.  
 
                                                   Jordan 
 
You started withdrawing. I hated that, didn’t know what to do. You were all I had–she 
and I couldn’t talk–and I was losing you without knowing why. I backed off, too. 
 
                                                  Laurence 
 
I thought it was because I was a girl. Becoming a woman. 
   
                                                  Jordan 
 
And all the time you wanted – (stops, looking embarrassed) When did you know what 
you wanted? 
 
                                                 Laurence 
 
I can’t say I when I understood –I had no real clue. I knew a blossom from a flower but I 
didn’t have the word gender. But I do remember the first time I knew something was 
very wrong–when mother said I had to get rid of my swim trunks and get a girl’s “bathing 
suit.” I loved those trunks–yellow with green palm trees and gray sharks. I can’t imagine 
her choosing them–I must have seen them and pitched a hissy fit till she bought them. 
                                                
                                                     Jordan 
 
Just a pair of swim trunks? 
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                                                 Laurence 
 
Not just. I was eight years old, but I felt like some dark door was opening and I knew 
had to go through it and could never come out again. I didn’t have siblings, so I never 
saw other kids naked, but I knew the differences – you had that set of books that 
showed all of everything from the eyeballs to the – well. They were on a lower shelf that 
I could reach, and I really pored over them. But that’s not the same as believing it 
applied to me.  
   
                                                   Jordan 
 
Fritz Kahn’s Man in Structure and Function. Great books. You never said anything 
about any of this. 
 
                                                  Laurence 
 
Kids don’t. And in our house it was best to keep a low profile. I must be an amazingly 
slow study… Once when I was wearing only shorts some kids on the playground 
pointed to my bare chest told me I was going to have “things up there.” I was mortified. I 
finally realized that I had to be a girl, that there wasn’t anything I could do about it. 
 
                                                  Jordan 
 
There isn’t…(LAURENCE throws him a black look) There wasn’t… I’m sorry. I still don’t 
really understand. I figured you were a tomboy… Lots of girls are. 
 
                                                 Laurence 
 
Yeah. And sometimes they’re more.  
                                
(JORDAN doesn’t respond so LAURENCE continues)  It all still upsets you, doesn’t it. 
                    
                                                  Jordan 
 
I could protect you when you were little…even from the fire … You’re the one thing I had 
and I was terrified of losing you. You can’t know what it’s like if you haven’t had children. 
(Reaches out and touches the edge of LAURENCE’s left ear)  
We both have that bump. I always knew you were mine. 
 
                                               Laurence 
 
You didn’t think – 
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                                                   Jordan 
 
No, no. I knew you were my child, but I have that same little bump and Father did, too.                                        
 
(Another silence. JORDAN finds his glass empty, pours more)  
 
                                                    Jordan 
 
She was always angry about something.  
 
                                                   Laurence 
 
You didn’t always help. 
 
(JORDAN frowns) 
 
                                                 Laurence 
 
Go on. You knew exactly how to make her madder, and you’d do it no matter what the 
consequences. Made me want to scream.  
 
                                                  Jordan 
 
She had a lot of problems. 
 
                                                  Laurence 
 
Each one of you took me aside and said the other one should see a shrink. Then when I 
did, later on, you acted like I’d done something taboo. 
 
                                                Jordan 
 
Was that about… (JORDAN  becomes visibly uncomfortable, stops) 
 
                                               Laurence 
 
About being Laurence? No, or not directly, anyway. It was a long time before I could put 
that into words I could accept and get out. And what was there to say? That I hated 
being a girl? How do you bring that up at dinner when mother’s complaining about 
something and you’re reciting Kipling?  
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                                                   Jordan 
 
What could I have done? 
 
                                                  Laurence 
 
Exactly: Nothing. Or, exactly nothing. I was still thrashing around in my mid-thirties 
without a clue of what was what. 
 
                                                   Jordan 
             
You spent all your time reading–didn’t you ever see anytihng? You’re the only person I 
know like you. 
 
                                                  Laurence 
 
The only person you know of. I read exactly one book that had lesbians in it and I knew I 
wasn’t that. I read about Christine Jorgensen when I was eleven, but she had turned 
into a girl. You had queer people working for you way back–mother could always spot 
them, you couldn’t. 
                              
                                                   Jordan 
 
Well, I knew Miss Baron and Miss Dunbar were close, and so were Emily and Julia…  
                                 
                                                  Laurence 
 
Whatever. I liked them, but they were women, exactly what I didn’t want to be, gay or 
straight. (Longish pause) Why’ve you avoided talking to me when I come to visit. You 
always kept that photo of me fishing off the dock on your desk–I’m not much different 
from that kid. By the way–you should be proud of me; I’m finally exercising like you’ve 
been at me to do for years. I’ve joined a gym, swim most every day. 
 
                                                       Jordan 
 
It’s hard for me to imagine… 
                                                     
                                                     Laurence 
 
Me swimming? I loved swimming down at the pond–remember? You taught me when I 
was tiny. 
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                                                      Jordan 
 
…hard to imagine your life day to day.  The gym …doesn’t anybody notice?  
 
                                                     Laurence 
 
Notice what, for heaven’s sake?  
 
                                                      Jordan 
 
You use the men’s locker room–don’t you? 
 
                                                    Laurence 
 
Oh, Lord. Yes, but I don’t prance around buck naked. I sit down and take off my shoes 
and socks, slide off my pants and underwear, and slide on my trunks, take off my shirt 
that’s been hanging down over my lap. Get out and reverse the procedure. No big deal. 
Most guys would rather be caught dead than staring at another guy, anyway. You used 
to say if you looked official and went about your business, everyone would accept what 
you’re doing. And you know what? It’s true. But you didn’t answer my question. Why’d 
you stop calling me when you came up to Boston.  
                            
                                                      Jordan 
 
You know how jealous your mother was. 
 
                                                    Laurence 
 
She was jealous, but that still doesn’t cut it. Several times you’d slip and mention having 
come to Boston for some business thing then realize, and say something like, “I didn’t 
have time to call.” Bullshit. Both of you spent your lives sneaking around on each other 
– “Don’t tell your father this,” “Don’t tell your mother that,” surely you could have called 
and said you’d be in town on such and such a date and we could have lunch or dinner 
before you went back. There’s something else. I wasn’t even Laurence then. 
 
                                                   Jordan 
 
I didn’t want us to be rushed. I was usually going up for some meeting… 
         
                                                 Laurence 
 
So you’d rather not see me at all? I doubt your meetings ran all day and into the 
evening.  
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                                                 Jordan 
 
I didn’t know how to talk to you all grown up. 
 
                                               Laurence 
 
Because I could answer back? Had different opinions?  (JORDAN remains silent) 
Before you retired, you always hung around with guys that worked for you. You always 
had more education, more power, could tell them what to do. Not the one or two but you 
fished or golfed with, but even with those guys you were playing, not much real 
interaction. 
 
                                                Jordan 
 
She never liked any of them. Really hated Lew. 
 
                                               Laurence 
 
Well, she never liked any of my friends, either. She told me once they were just after my 
money–I was twelve. I had no money. She was angry every time you gave your 
nephews or nieces birthday money. But I’m talking about the guys you spent the most 
time with, Jack and Robert, who worked for you, you’ve got to admit, there was an 
imbalance of power there. What you wanted, happened. 
 
                                                    Jordan 
 
You analyze things too much.  
        
                                                   Laurence 
 
And mother complained I was “too logical.” But you didn’t answer me. When I was in 
college, you’d tell Billy to drive me up to Boston, and he would. I was embarrassed and 
apologized the first time, but he told me he had friends there. Said not to mess it up–it 
was a great gig to be paid for a free trip, and I wasn’t any trouble. 
 
                                                    Jordan 
 
No, you never were any trouble. Not when you were little; not even when you were a 
teenager. 
 
                                                 Laurence 
 
There wasn’t room for me to make trouble. You two took up all the oxygen in the house.  
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                                                    Jordan 
 
You pretty much hid in your room. 
 
                                                  Laurence 
 
Then I got back form camp one summer and you’d moved up to the third floor, the old 
maid’s quarters. Two rooms and a bath. I never knew if I’d been given a treat or sent to 
Coventry. 
 
                                                  Jordan 
 
She took it into her head to do that, and I saw that it got done. Who knows what she 
was thinking. Maybe she saw something I didn’t. Did you tell her anything–about you?  
 
                                                  Laurence 
 
No, another of those non-dinner-table-topics.  
                                   
                                                 Jordan 
 
What did get you started, then? 
 
                                                 Laurence 
 
Sometime after college. Time had a piece about in-and-out tubal ligations with a 
laparascope. I’d never heard of a laparascope, but I put the magazine down and called 
my doctor. He didn’t want to do it, so I went to Mass General and saw a doc there. He 
performed it a couple of weeks later, and the pregnancy problem was over. 
 
                                                   Jordan 
 
But that wasn’t changing– 
  
                                                  Laurence 
 
Much later, I picked up some gay mag in Boston, and it talked about “GLBTs.” First time 
I’d ever seen the “T” talked about anywhere. Then, when I worked doing intake in a 
medical office, I asked one young woman if she’d had any surgeries. She said breast 
reduction, and when I said, “Cancer?” she said, “Oh, no. They were just too big.” I said, 
“You can just get that done?” “Sure.” Bingo. One thing led to another. 
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                                                    Jordan 
 
It’s all just so….strange. Doesn’t it feel like you’re pretending to be a man? 
 
                                                    Laurence 
 
No, I feel like I spent all those years pretending to be a girl. A woman–I have trouble 
even using that word about myself. Funny thing. I enjoy womens’ company more now 
that I don’t have to put on a mask. 
 
                                                 Jordan 
 
You like women now? 
                  
                                                Laurence 
 
Not that way, Dad. There’re more layers than you think. Just accept that instead of an 
angry daughter you’ve got a relatively contented gay son. There’s that look again… 
                                               
                                                  Jordan 
 
Now what?                        
                                                 Laurence 
 
I’m attracted to guys. I always was–that’s why it took so long for the penny to drop. Aunt 
Laura said when after she “met” Laurence that it was stupid for me to have gotten 
married. I suppose, but I did love him as far as I knew, and it did get him out of the draft, 
but having to be a wife was awful. 
 
                                                  Jordan 
 
I’m not sure I’m taking all this in. 
 
                                                 Laurence 
 
Took me a while, and I’m living it. I’ll give you the full court press some other time.  
                                                  
                                                   Jordan 
 
I’m more interested in whatever you are. Did you do the right thing? 
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                                                 Laurence 
 
Mother was all wrought up for a while, then one day she said, “You know, we haven’t 
had a fight in months!” We looked at each other and both started laughing. Trust me. I 
did the right thing. 
 
                                                   Jordan 
 
You gave me a turn when you followed me into the men’s room at the airport, though. 
                             
                                                   Laurence 
 
I use a stall. And you don’t stand right next to a guy at the urinal and stare at him, do 
you? 
 
                                                    Jordan 
 
Hell no.       
                                            
                                                  Laurence 
 
Same thing. No one notices me. I have to admit, It was a little unnerving at first, Like the 
gym. Besides, all my paper say I’m a male 
                              
                                                   Jordan 
 
What’ll you do if someone does notice? What’ll you say? 
 
                                                  Laurence 
 
“I must have left it in my other pants.” 
   
                                                   Jordan 
 
Your mouth… I suppose it can get you out of trouble as easily as it can get you in. I 
think only time I ever remember you really getting furious was when old Mr. Gallino and 
his sons were there to dedicate our new fireplace they’d built. You scared me to death–
you’d never talked to me like that before. 
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                                                  Laurence 
 
I don’t remember what you first said–you were praising me to them, and then you had to 
add, “Not bad for a girl…” I’d never been so angry. Enraged, hurt, disconnected… I had 
to get out or I would have said something I’d have regretted. 
 
                                                    Jordan 
 
It took me hours to find you, and you’d had a lot to drink. Asked me if I loved you–that 
cut deep. Of course I loved you. Love you. 
 
                               
                                                    Laurence 
 
I don’t think you realized how that sounded. That nothing I did would be as good as a 
boy could have done. You wouldn’t have to be trans to be hurt…offended…by that. 
 
                                                    Jordan 
 
When’s the memorial service?  
                                                 
                                                     Laurence 
 
Thursday. At 10:30. We’ll ride over together so we’ll be on time. I chose a lacquered box 
for the ashes and set all that up, but the director said it’d take about three days before 
they can release her. I got a nice metallic blue–as near a Yale blue as they had. I’ve got 
to run–I have an appointment with the lawyer at 4:30. 
 
                                                     Jordan 
 
Why she made you her executor… 
 
                                                    Laurence 
 
Dad, she probably didn’t want to burden you with all that. Or, maybe she was just being 
Mother. You have all the money, anyway, her estate is pretty small. I’m not sure why 
she chose me, either. This male isn’t good at math. I left your number with a couple of 
people so I wouldn’t miss any calls. I’m expecting the minister and a couple of others. I’ll 
be back at the house after. We can go out to dinner. 
 
(LAURENCE sets his glass down) 
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                                                    Jordan 
 
Are you happy?  Do you have friends? 
 
                                                  Laurence 
 
You think I’m friendless? 
 
                                                  Jordan 
 
No, no…of course not. I just… 
 
                                                 Laurence 
 
Just what? 
 
                                                  Jordan 
 
Well, Minneapolis is a new town for you, and you’re… 
 
                                                Laurence 
 
New?                                        
                                               
                                                Jordan 
 
I’m digging myself in deeper, aren’t I… 
                     
                                                Laurence 
 
I’m just giving you a hard time. I know you’re confused. It all is new to me, so why 
shouldn’t you be confused too. But it’s right. Years ago, Lorraine would get hassled for 
going into the ladies’ room. As Laurence, I’ve never had any guy give me a second look. 
Not that that’s always a good thing. 
 
                                                  Jordan 
 
Oh? 
                                                 Laurence 
 
Remember–way back–I had to assure mother I wasn’t interested in girls? I’m still not. 
So that leaves… 
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                                                  Jordan 
 
(Stares) 
                                                
                                                 Laurence 
 
Yes, men. But obviously a DYI guy is not what they’re looking for. To answer your first 
question, yes, I have a number of friends, but no romance. So we don’t have to go into 
that any further. I was always better at friends, anyway. You remember my stellar social 
life in high school. 
 
                                                 Jordan 
 
You spent a lot of time with Bill, I remember. 
 
                                                 Laurence 
 
Yes. He runs an antique shop in London, now. His mom once told me she always knew 
he was safe when he was with me. Bill and Rain–the city’s two safest teenagers. Well, I 
like Minneapolis. You might think of moving out that way. You and the dog. We’ll talk in 
the next few days before I go back.  
 
(LAURENCE moves towards JORDAN, who starts to put out his hand, then, as 
LAURENCE moves in closer, submits to a hug.) 
 
                                                 Laurence 
 
I’ve gotta run. Why don’t you stay a few moments. Finish your drink. Say goodbye to 
mom. 
 
(LAURENCE exits) 
 
(JORDAN finishes his drink. Sets the glass down and turns about looking at the flowers 
and at the spot where Margaret had been. JORDAN’ s phone rings. He fumbles it out, 
obviously not comfortable with it) 
 
                                                  Jordan 
 
McGowan here. No, that’s her son. (Pauses, holds the phone out for a moment then 
speaks in a positive voice) My son: Laurence Jordan McGowan. Hang on and I’ll see if I 
can figure out how to look up his number on this thing. (Begins fiddling with his iPhone) 
 
Curtain 
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