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reverie: /rev-uh-ree / (n). 1. A state of being pleasantly lost 
in one’s thoughts; a daydream.

So you can get stuck in tragedy like Wagner and the Nazis, the 
tragedy of realizing that trying to escape the web of fate is the 
web of fate. Yet within the melancholia is an unconditional 
sadness. And within the sadness is beauty. And within the beauty 
is longing. And within the longing is a plasma field of joy. 
Laughter inside tragedy. Comedy, the possibility space of which 
tragedy is a rare form. Comedy, the genre of coexistence. – 
Timothy Morton’s Dark Ecology

ii.



Jordan: 24. Grad student. Spiky. Honest. Fragile.

Paul: 45-50. Southern Pastor. Recently lost a son. Warm. 
Delicate.

Lucas: Ageless. Appears 24. Gentle. Loving. Passionate.

iii.



iv.



An apartment in South 
Philadelphia. Above a mom and pop 
Vietnamese restaurant. The neon 
sign outside of the window reads 
Yummy Pho. The doorway has a tiny 
little foyer with a warm glowing 
light that looks a bit like a 
jewel box. The foyer spills into a 
kitchen and living room with a 
hallway that leads to a bedroom 
and a bathroom. Or you know, 
whatever works, but you will need 
all of these spaces and 
destinations.

Maybe the whole world is in this 
apartment. Ooooooo Yeah. That’s 
it. This the whole world honey for 
tonight.

A half bottle of tequila sits on a 
coffee table. Some articles of 
clothing are strewn about. 
Positively post coital. From the 
bathroom we hear a shower. Light 
and steam drift out.

It’s late.

A knock on the door. The shower 
shuts off. Another knock. 

JORDAN
Coming.

Another knock. Jordan enters from 
the bedroom wearing a towel around 
his waist. 

JORDAN
You just can’t get enough of me can you?

He opens the door. To reveal PAUL.

JORDAN
Whoa!!



Paul is dressed for travel. A back 
pack. A fanny pack if you got it. 
He holds a Green and Orange gym 
bag. High school colors.

They stand looking at each other. 
The sensation of familiarity. 
“Don’t I know you?”

It should almost feel like we are 
seeing a father and a son

But only briefly. Like a breeze.

Then we realize. These men are 
strangers.

PAUL
You’re Jordan?

JORDAN
Yes.

PAUL
Oh Good. /Pleasure.

JORDAN
/I’m sorry do I know you?

PAUL
Right. You don’t know me. Why would you /know me?

JORDAN
/I’m afraid I don’t.

PAUL
I’m Lucas Carter’s father.

JORDAN
Oh my god.

PAUL
Paul Carter. 

JORDAN
Right. Why are you here?



PAUL
I don’t know. I don’t know what I’m doing...I...

JORDAN
What.

PAUL
I’ve upset you.

JORDAN
No.

PAUL
Am I interrupting something?

JORDAN
No-ooooh my god I’m naked.

PAUL
It’s alright. 

JORDAN
Excuse me. I’m sorry...I’ll be right back.

PAUL
Of course.

Jordan exits to the bedroom and 
hastily puts some clothes on. Paul 
stands in the doorway. Politely 
waiting. Jordan re-enters 
expecting to see Paul inside the 
apartment.

JORDAN
He-hello.

From the doorway.

PAUL
Still here.

JORDAN
I’m a disaster. I’m sorry. So rude of me. Please come in.



PAUL
Thank you.

Paul enters. 

Pause.

JORDAN
How...uh...How did you find me?

PAUL
Your address...it was stamped in this book. Is this yours?

JORDAN
Yes. 

PAUL
Good.

Pause.

JORDAN
Where uh...where did you get that?

PAUL
Lucas left it in his nightstand drawer. He was home 
visiting when he passed away. I guess he brought it with 
him. I’m sorry. I’m...This is a shock. I know. I’m sorry. 

Pause

PAUL
I should go.

JORDAN
No no...You’re...It’s okay.

Silence. The two men don’t know 
what to say to the other. 

PAUL
He talked about a Jordan. So when I saw the name in the 
book...I just sort of...I was hoping---

JORDAN
---He talked about me?



PAUL
Yes. 

JORDAN
What did he say?

PAUL
Just that he really liked spending time with you. That you 
were funny.

JORDAN
I’m not funny.

PAUL
Well he thought you were.

Another silence. Jordan walks into 
the kitchen. Paul watches. 

JORDAN
This is weird.

PAUL
Yes.

JORDAN
Is your whole family tall?

PAUL
Wha---ha. Uh...my side of the family is very tall.

JORDAN
Watch your---

Paul hits his head on the archway 
leading into the kitchen.

PAUL
--Ow.

JORDAN
Are you okay?

PAUL
It sort of comes out of no where.



Paul enters and looks around. 
Jordan closes the door. He hovers 
in the foyer.

PAUL
I...I didn’t have a phone number. But I had this address.

JORDAN
So you just hopped on a plane, flew here and took a cab to 
a random address because you found it in a book.

PAUL
I used the Uber.

JORDAN
Of course you did.

PAUL
See...that was kind of funny.

JORDAN
You have a low bar.

Pause.

PAUL
I think the young woman that drove me here got a little 
lost. You have a lot of blocked off streets in this area.

JORDAN
Yeah. Some of the charm of South Philadelphia. Perpetual 
street repair. I don’t even leave the apartment on 
Saturdays.

PAUL
Are you from Philadelphia?

JORDAN
No. 

PAUL
Okay.

Silence.



JORDAN
I’m from DC. Just came here for school.

PAUL
Right...right. 

Silence.

PAUL
I’ve never been here before. Closest city to us is 
Charlotte and it’s nothing like this. 

(Pause)
I don’t like cities. I like space. Lucas would tell us 
about it but it’s something to see. Up close. You know. 

(Pause)
We didn’t want him to move up here but...He...I think he 
needed it. To be so close to people. 

JORDAN
There is something about it.

PAUL
He loved people. I thought he was going to follow in my 
foot steps...he could connect with anyone.

JORDAN
I can attest to that.
You...look just like him.

PAUL
He looks like me.

JORDAN
He definitely belongs to you.

PAUL
Where you expecting someone tonight?

JORDAN
Uh...no.

PAUL
You seemed to expect someone other than me at the door.



JORDAN
I...I had a friend over tonight. Before you...I thought you 
were them coming back.

PAUL
Right.

Beat.

JORDAN
Did you just get here?

PAUL
Where?

JORDAN
In town?

PAUL
Oh. No. I got in this morning. About 8.

JORDAN
What have you been doing all day?

PAUL
Wondered around. I know how to get where I need to go. Maybe 
avoiding.

JORDAN
Me?

PAUL
Well not specifically you.

JORDAN
Just the idea of me.

PAUL
Maybe that’s it.

JORDAN
What did you do?

PAUL
I walked around the airport a long time. Got myself some 
breakfast. I’m a morning person. 

(MORE)



Didn’t expect to find good grits up here. They weren’t the 
best I’ve ever tasted but they weren’t half bad after I 
doctored up on’em. Right there in the airport. Then I took 
a train.

JORDAN
To where...

PAUL
Downtown. I took the stairs up from underground and walked 
around. Sat in a park. I think someone thought I was 
homeless.

JORDAN
What?

PAUL
Yeah...I think I had that thousand mile stare and a woman 
came up to me and put twenty dollars in my hand.

JORDAN
Wow.

PAUL
I gave it back. 

JORDAN
Eventful day.

PAUL
Ran up those Rocky steps.
That’s a good movie. 
You ever seen that movie?

JORDAN
I don’t think so.

PAUL
Good movie.

JORDAN
You know those steps lead to the Art Museum right?

PAUL
They do?

PAUL (CONT'D)



JORDAN
Yes. At the top of the stairs. You go in and...It’s a good 
museum

PAUL
Never really been big on museums.
Never felt like I belong.
Might break something.

JORDAN
I doubt you would break something.

PAUL
Maybe. I’m kind of a bull in a china shop

JORDAN
So you just ran up the steps and then back down?

PAUL
Pretty much.

JORDAN
I see.

PAUL
That’s a silly thing to do right? It’s silly. I’m out of my 
mind for coming here.

JORDAN
I don’t know.

PAUL
You want me to go? I’ll go.

Paul bumps his head again.

JORDAN
Careful!

PAUL
I...I don’t know what I’m doing.

JORDAN
Please. Don’t leave. I’m...I...that was rude.



PAUL
I want to stay but...I don’t want to--- 

JORDAN
You’re good.

PAUL
Okay.

Paul is disoriented a bit. 
Stunned. Jordan waits. A bit of 
silence falls between the two men.

JORDAN
This is surreal.

PAUL
I would have called but I didn’t know the number. I 
actually wanted to call. 

JORDAN
You said.

PAUL
It felt like that would make more sense. All things 
considered. But then I got kind of nervous about your 
voice.

JORDAN
My voice?

PAUL
I was afraid that if I heard your voice it would break 
something in me. 

JORDAN
Have a seat.

PAUL
If it’s alright. I’ll stand. 

JORDAN
Oh.

PAUL
I’m nervous and...I would like to stand.



JORDAN
Sure.

Silence.

PAUL
You know what happened to him?

JORDAN
Sort of. His roommate just told me that he died. I don’t 
know anything beyond that.

PAUL
I’m sorry you had to find out that way. 

JORDAN
You didn’t know me. 

PAUL
...Uh...this has all been complicated. We wanted to...the 
funeral was quick. His mother was really messed up. Wasn’t 
really sure how to plan it. So...uh...

JORDAN
I can only imagine.

PAUL
It was hard.

JORDAN
I...yes...

They stand in awkward silence. 
Paul sees a guitar in the living 
room.

PAUL
Do you play?

JORDAN
Wha---

PAUL
The guitar.



JORDAN
No...that’s...I was learning. He was...

PAUL
He’s not a good teacher.

JORDAN
No. He’s not.

PAUL
I wasn’t either. 

JORDAN
You taught him?

PAUL
I did. 

JORDAN
Cool. Cool.

Another silence. I would say you 
can put in as much silence as you 
feel this whole mess needs. I try 
not to be afraid of silence. Of 
quiet.

PAUL
I’m supposed to be at a retreat?

JORDAN
Supposed to be?

PAUL
That’s what I told Nadine.

JORDAN
[That’s...?]

PAUL
Lucas’ mother.

JORDAN
She doesn’t know you’re---



PAUL
---No. I didn’t want to upset her.

JORDAN
Ah. A lie.

PAUL
I’m not proud of it.

JORDAN
What kind of retreat did you tell her you were going too?

PAUL
Seeker Sensitive ministries for Now! It’s a very popular 
program. 

JORDAN
I take it she doesn’t know how to google.

PAUL
She’s not big on the internet.

JORDAN
Me either.

PAUL
I imagine that’s difficult.

JORDAN
Your eyes.

PAUL
What about them?

JORDAN
You got sad eyes. 

PAUL
I’m just tired is all.

JORDAN
They’re familiar.

Paul hands the book to Jordan.



PAUL
That’s some book.

JORDAN
Y—yeah. Thank you for bringing it to me.

PAUL
It’s uh...I read it on the plane. Wasn’t quite sure how I 
felt about it.

JORDAN
You read the whole book? 

PAUL
Yes.

JORDAN
You read fast.

PAUL
Always have. 

JORDAN
You didn’t like the book?

PAUL
Well...I don’t know. I think I did. It...

I never quite read anything like it before.

JORDAN
I think it’s beautiful. It’s my favorite novel.

PAUL
Why?

JORDAN
Well I like speculative fiction.

PAUL
Mmm.

JORDAN
And it’s kind of a love story...even though it’s 
dystopian...which is kind of dope and right on brand for me 
and my cynical outlook.



PAUL
Okay.

JORDAN
The sex.

PAUL
Yes. That did appear to be a major theme.

JORDAN
It’s...done well.

PAUL
Done well?

JORDAN
Yes sir. It’s not smutty? Not that there is anything wrong 
with smut...Or...uh...

JORDAN opens the book. Lucas 
enters lays on the couch and 
listens.

Paul sits and listens and then 
fades out.

JORDAN
“Harrison stood shivering in the cold. The smoke billowed 
off the factory stacks. He looked up to check the color of 
the sky. Pale, grey. Unforgiving. The weight of his coat 
bent his bones towards the earth and the mud under his 
boots felt tranquil and specific. Snow fell in handfuls 
adding both moisture and fire to the sky. Through the 
condensation of his breath he made out the familiar shape 
of his beloved. The idea of love was one of the few things 
that seemed to survive the fall out. Jeffery. Slick with 
oil from the factory strided in tiny exhausted steps to the 
entrance of their tent. Before the fall out...Harrison 
would have greeted Jeffery with a kiss but in this grey 
wasteland a palm to a cheek was the tenderest of gifts a 
man could give to another. Inside the tent they worked to 
connect their bodies. Palms, Toes, lips. The radiation made 
actual sex too painful so the men lay in proximity to each 
other, like mismatched spoons in a drawer, leaving room for 
warmth and growth between them.” Wow.



LUCAS
When did you know?

JORDAN
Know?

LUCAS
You know...When did you...KNOW.

JORDAN
Right! When I was six.

LUCAS
That young?

JORDAN
Yeah. 

LUCAS
What made you know.

JORDAN
I felt prodigious.

LUCAS
Well look at you know. 

JORDAN
I mean...I am.

LUCAS
And how did you come to realize this about yourself.

JORDAN
You ever read Charlotte’s Web?

LUCAS
Some pig.

JORDAN
Yeah. Well I kinda felt like I was both Charlotte AND 
Wilbur.

LUCAS
Huh.



JORDAN
I was beautiful. When I was that small. I was charming. I was 
delightful.

LUCAS
Hmm.

JORDAN
Gregarious.

LUCAS
Was it painful? Being so beautiful

JORDAN
I don’t remember.

LUCAS
I bet you were a vision.
A small you.

JORDAN
My mother liked to cup my face and kiss me on the eyelids.

LUCAS
That’s sweet.

JORDAN
It was.

LUCAS
What’s her name?

JORDAN
Everybody called her Goodie.

LUCAS
Goodie.

JORDAN
When did you know?

LUCAS
When I was eighteen.

JORDAN
OOooo girl...That’s late.

LUCAS
Maybe. I didn’t think of it.



JORDAN
How do you mean?

LUCAS
I didn’t think about who I should sleep with.

JORDAN
What did you think of?

LUCAS
Where I could go? What I wanted to be?

JORDAN
What did you wanna be?

LUCAS
Ken...

JORDAN
Ken.

LUCAS
Barbie’s...boyfriend? Husband?

JORDAN
Huh.

LUCAS
She was this career woman that lived this amazing life and 
had this dream house and this great car and all the dresses 
she could fit in her closet and I wanted to help her? I 
wanted to be her support.

JORDAN
Relatable.

LUCAS
She has soooo many clothes.

JORDAN
She does.

LUCAS
He also didn’t have a penis.

JORDAN
Ooooookay...



LUCAS
I thought that if you were good. If you lived a good life. If 
you were always smiling. If you were a helper. You would lose 
your penis.

JORDAN
I’m trying to follow you but...

LUCAS
I felt like my penis was...kind of boring and ugly.

JORDAN
Oh honey.

LUCAS
Don’t make fun of me.

JORDAN
I’m not! But friend. It’s none of those things.

LUCAS
It’s true. I thought my penis was bad.

JORDAN
Why? Cause it got all puffy when you saw a man in gym 
shorts?

LUCAS
Excuse me.

JORDAN
It was a joke.

LUCAS
My bad penis is not a laughing matter.

JORDAN
Why do you call it a penis? I feel like I’m in health class.

LUCAS
That’s what it’s called.

JORDAN
I’m...Yes. It is...but...you say it like...



LUCAS
Like what?

JORDAN
Like it’s foreign to you.

(mocking)
Penis. Like it’s a movie title. PENIS.

LUCAS
What do you call yours?

JORDAN
Dick usually.

LUCAS
Ew. My grandfather’s name was Dick.

JORDAN
I can see how that would be weird for you.

LUCAS
“I love your dick” “Such a big dick” “Who’s dick is this?”

JORDAN
Yep that’s how I sound!

LUCAS
I’ve gotten used to it.

JORDAN
You can hear me?

LUCAS
Oh yeah. Fantasies hear everything you say.

JORDAN
That’s what you are?

LUCAS
Yeah man...this isn’t real.

JORDAN
Right.

LUCAS
Feels real though. The things you wish you would have said. 
Shoulda, Coulda, Woulda and all they cousins.



JORDAN
You so country.

LUCAS
My country mouse to your town mouse.

JORDAN
It’s embarrassing.

LUCAS
Nah...it’s natural. Wish I was there.

JORDAN
Soooo if not dick...What should I call it?

LUCAS
How does it make you feel?

JORDAN
Tall.

LUCAS
That could mean small.

JORDAN
Like a tree.

LUCAS
How about Big Maple?

JORDAN
You know I kinda like that.

LUCAS
Knew you would.

JORDAN
What do you like?

LUCAS
In bed?

JORDAN
Duh.

LUCAS
I like to feel like I’m filled up.



JORDAN
Oh.

LUCAS
Like I’m so full I can’t breathe.

JORDAN
Oh my.

LUCAS
Engorgement. 

The breeze blows the door open. 
They both look at the open door.

LUCAS walks over to the door. He 
stands in the threshold.

JORDAN
What’s that?

LUCAS
That’s my ride.

JORDAN
Oh.

LUCAS
You want me to come back?

JORDAN
I don’t know...do what you want.

LUCAS
Just say you want me to come back.

JORDAN
I want you to come back.

LUCAS
There. So simple to tell the truth.

Lucas exits. Closing the door. Paul 
fades back in. Seconds have passed. 

JORDAN
Steamy right?



PAUL
I suppose.

JORDAN
There is also all of the talk of flowers blooming in winter 
and exploding water towers raining down on the encampment.

PAUL
Huh...the water towers alone doubles the sex in the book.

(Paul looks around)
That sign don’t keep you up at night?

JORDAN
You get used to it. They close around ten so...

PAUL
I see.

JORDAN
Good Pho.

PAUL
What?

JORDAN
They have good Pho.

PAUL
What’s that?

JORDAN
It’s...Uh...soup.

PAUL
What kind of soup?

JORDAN
Like...soup soup. With noodles and bean sprouts 
and...onions. Some time’s there’s meat.

PAUL
Yeah...that sounds like soup.

JORDAN
I keep trying to get the old lady down there to teach me 
but she just swats me away.



PAUL
Hmmm.

JORDAN
She’s really sweet. Her and her husband.

The neon light blinks off dousing 
the living room into a sepia 
darkness that is both sensual and 
scary. Like something you could 
hide in. Paul walks over to the 
window and looks out.

PAUL
Good view.

JORDAN
Yes.

PAUL
Is that downtown?

JORDAN
Yes.

PAUL
Wow.

JORDAN
Perks of living on the top floor. Down side is the stairs.

PAUL
It’s something all lit up like that.

JORDAN
Mr---

PAUL
Reverend.

JORDAN
Reverend Carter.

PAUL
You can call me Paul.



JORDAN
Paul.
What uh...can I help you with something?

Silence. Paul wants to speak but 
the words are expensive and 
delicate. Then...

PAUL
Can I use your rest room?

JORDAN
The rest room...?

PAUL
Been holding it for a while now.

JORDAN
Of course. It’s the second door on the...uh...right.

PAUL
Thank you kindly.

JORDAN stands uneasily.

Shifting weight from one leg to 
the other. Jordan picks up the 
book that Paul has brought. He 
opens it and smells the pages.

The sound of peeing can be heard. 
It takes us somewhere else.

JORDAN is sort of thrown by this. 

Another moment in time. A toilet 
flush. LUCAS enters zipping his 
pants.

LUCAS
Nice Bathroom.

JORDAN
Thanks.



LUCAS
Pink!

JORDAN
Yeah. That’s...It’s vintage?

LUCAS
Cool. Cool. Yo! Is that your guitar?

JORDAN
Yeah. I bought it cause I wanted to learn but...Never got 
around to it.

LUCAS
May I?

JORDAN
Sure.

LUCAS picks up the guitars. Tunes 
it. Plays a bit. It’s nice.

LUCAS
Over on the banks, there lay a sleepin man. 
He lost all he had owned, and except this patch of land. 
The river was his lover, the one place he could release. 
And with one hand in water, he finally found his peace. 

Water us together, Water us apart. 
There is no room in heaven 
But their great room in my heart. 
Be watchful of the water 
For it drowns you in it’s wrath. 
The water can do damage 
or the water makes a path.

JORDAN
Damn.

LUCAS
What?

JORDAN
That was fucking good.



LUCAS
Thanks. 

JORDAN
And he sings and plays guitar tooooooo.

LUCAS
Shut up.

JORDAN
What song was that?

LUCAS
That’s just some ole mountain music.

JORDAN
Come on Patsy Cline!

LUCAS
I prefer Dolly.

JORDAN
You should get the whole get up. Hat, chaps, horse. Take 
that on the road.

LUCAS
You play too much.

JORDAN
That was beautiful.

LUCAS
She’s really nice. Good sound.

JORDAN
Maybe I should get you to teach me.

LUCAS
Quid pro quo. 

JORDAN
Ad astra per aspera.

LUCAS
What’s that mean?



JORDAN
It means “Sure. That sounds like a plan.”

LUCAS
You’re infectious.

JORDAN
...I’m offended?

LUCAS
Not in a bad way. Like a laugh. I always feel caught by 
you.

JORDAN
I’m flattered.

Lucas looks at the book.

LUCAS
I still don’t understand this book.

JORDAN
Yeah. It’s a hard book.

LUCAS
And you like it?

JORDAN
It’s uh...special.

LUCAS
Why?

JORDAN
I don’t know. I think I like the...

LUCAS
What?

JORDAN
It’s tender. 

LUCAS
Yeah. I can see that.



JORDAN
And it’s uh...well...I feel like Harrison is this radical 
empath.

LUCAS
A what?

JORDAN
He feels deeply. He...It’s almost like a superpower. It’s 
like he just knows something about everyone he meets.

LUCAS
Sounds like you.

JORDAN
Are you gay?

LUCAS
What made me ask you that?

JORDAN
I don’t know.

LUCAS
Something had to make you...think that.

JORDAN
...When you look at me you see me...so...I...I just 
thought... Well are you?

LUCAS
Yeah. 

JORDAN
Okay.

LUCAS
That’s not what happened.

JORDAN
I know.

LUCAS
I didn’t serenade you.



JORDAN
But you could have.

LUCAS
Yes I could have.

JORDAN
Are you a ghost?

LUCAS
Like a ghost busters’ type ghost?

JORDAN
Yeah?

LUCAS
No.

JORDAN
Oh thank god.

LUCAS
I’m in your head. It’s nice in here. Fabulous drapes!

JORDAN
Don’t make fun of me.

LUCAS
I have another meeting in a bit.

JORDAN
With who?

LUCAS
I’m sort of splitting my time. I’m in a lot of people’s 
heads right now. 

JORDAN
Right. Of course. 

LUCAS
I’ll be back though.

LUCAS collects his things. 



JORDAN
Oh the book!

LUCAS
That’s your copy.

JORDAN
It’s okay. Hang on to it. Try to read it again.

LUCAS
Okay.

LUCAS heads for the door. Jordan 
stands and watches. LUCAS turns 
around he walks towards Jordan.

JORDAN
What?

LUCAS hugs Jordan. It’s a tender 
hug. The span of their bodies 
meet. 

LUCAS
I was right.

JORDAN
About what?

LUCAS
I thought you might smell sweet. I was right.

JORDAN
That’s fucking weird.

LUCAS
See you later, handsome.

Just like that LUCAS is out of the 
door.

A couple of cold beats. And...

In this painful present.



The sound of water running and 
whistling.

Paul emerges from the bathroom.

His hands, wet.

PAUL
That’s a really nice bathroom. I haven’t seen that kind of 
tile since---

JORDAN loses his sturdiness and 
sits in a stagger on a chair.

PAUL
Easy. Easy now.

JORDAN
Jesus.

PAUL
You’re shaking.

JORDAN
I’m okay...

PAUL
What’s upset you?

JORDAN
You...

PAUL
Oh...I’m...Oh dear.

JORDAN
No. 
Well. 

Yes. 

You have of course you have.

PAUL
I don’t know what I was thinking.



JORDAN
Are you always this impulsive? Just buying plane tickets to 
meet your dead son’s...

[Whatever I am]

Paul sits across from JORDAN. They 
wait on the other.

PAUL
Grief is so slick.

JORDAN
I don’t think that’s what I’m feeling. Feels more like 
guilt.

PAUL
They’re twins.

JORDAN
You sound like him.

PAUL
I...

JORDAN
All folksy and sage. 

PAUL
I guess you’re right. You can take the boy out of the 
country but...

JORDAN
Right. 

JORDAN goes to the thermostat.

JORDAN
Is it cold in here to you?

PAUL
Not to me. It’s fine.



JORDAN
Are you staying in town for a while?

PAUL
No. Just the night. I gotta flight tomorrow morning.

JORDAN
You came in for one night.

PAUL
Yes.

JORDAN
Where are you staying?

PAUL
I...I uh...was hoping to stay here.

JORDAN
Here?

PAUL
With you.

JORDAN
Oh.

PAUL
Just for the night.

JORDAN
I see.

PAUL
That seems strange now that I say the words out loud.

JORDAN
It does.

PAUL
I guess I thought I could uh...

Silence

JORDAN
What?

Silence



PAUL
I want to know him. His life.

JORDAN
Reverend Carter...

PAUL
Just Paul.
Please.

JORDAN
Paul. I’m not quite sure what to do with...uh...this.

PAUL
I can sleep on the couch.

JORDAN
I’m not going to let you sleep on the couch.

PAUL
Please. 

JORDAN
No seriously. You can’t sleep on the couch. It’s un 
sleepable. 

PAUL
I’ve slept in worse conditions. I uh...I wanna...I’m tryin 
to figure some things out. I think I missed something. 

JORDAN
And you think I can help you find it?

PAUL
That is the hope.

JORDAN
Sheesh.

PAUL
I’m not trying to put you out at all.

JORDAN
I know. It’s just a lot. This is a lot to process.

PAUL
I...



JORDAN
What?

PAUL
I can see why he...uh...liked you.

Silence 

JORDAN
He said he liked me?

PAUL
I could just tell. The way he spoke about you. 

JORDAN
And what did you think about that?

PAUL
Well...at the time...I just was happen he wasn’t lonely. I 
didn’t think too deeply about it.

JORDAN
What’s with the gym bag?

PAUL
Lucas’ old gym bag from high school. Go Mountees.

JORDAN
Orange and Green. Positively ghastly.

PAUL
Yes. The colors are pretty bad. But...it’s his. Reminds me 
of when I knew him.

JORDAN
He played a sport?

PAUL
Wrestling.

JORDAN
Hot.

PAUL
What?



JORDAN
Nothing. Uh...you can...Put your bags in the bedroom.

PAUL
Thank you.

Paul begins to exit.

JORDAN
I’m sorry.

PAUL
For what?

JORDAN
I can’t imagine what...you must be going through.

PAUL
I hope you never do.

JORDAN
You can lay down if you want.

PAUL
I was hoping we could...talk?

JORDAN
Right.

Paul disappears to the bedroom. 
JORDAN tries to tidy up a bit. He 
turns on a lamp. Paul enters 
holding a suit in dry cleaning 
plastic. JORDAN does not see him.

JORDAN
The pile of clothes in the corner are actually clean. I was 
going to fold them in the mor---

---JORDAN looks up to see Paul 
with the suit.

PAUL
This is his. 



JORDAN
Yes.

PAUL
We were looking for it.

JORDAN
I can explain.

PAUL
Alright.

JORDAN
We exchanged books. The dry cleaning slip was in one of the 
books he gave me. When I heard what happened I took the 
slip to the dry cleaners...I don’t really know why. I’m 
strange. I know. 

PAUL
I see.

JORDAN
Got into a shouting match with the lady. She said “You are 
not Mr. Lucas!” And I was like “I’m picking them up for 
Lucas!” And she was like “Why isn’t Mr. Lucas picking them 
up?” And I kinda fell apart. I sat down on the floor 
holding this dry cleaning ticket. A fucking mess. I think 
she gave it to me just to get me out of the door.

Paul looks up. He starts laughing. 
Which makes Jordan start laughing. 
This should feel like a dam 
breaking.

PAUL
I’m not laughing at you.

JORDAN
I don’t know, it sort of feels like you are.

PAUL
I’m not. I promise

JORDAN
I know it was inappropriate. Maybe illegal?



PAUL
I don’t think you have anything to worry about. I get it.

JORDAN
He sure could wear a suit.

PAUL
He could.

Paul sits with the suit.

JORDAN
Reverend...uh...Paul?

PAUL
Hmm?

JORDAN
Are you alright?

PAUL
(brightly)

No.

JORDAN
That was a stupid question.

PAUL
No. It was an honest question.

JORDAN
What...uh...what happened to him.

PAUL
He just...didn’t wake up. If you can imagine that. He went 
to bed and when I went to wake him up in the morning...you 
can’t imagine how confusing that is...to see someone you 
love dead...but they look like their sleeping. It...it 
takes your breath away. 

JORDAN
Oh my god.



PAUL
When he was small and we discovered he had the sickle cell 
anemia the doctors said his life would be hard so we just 
tried to make it as good as possible. We knew he could get 
sick at any moment. We knew what was possible.

JORDAN
I didn’t know he---

PAUL
---He didn’t talk about it. 

JORDAN
Right.

PAUL
Aneurysm. 

JORDAN
Was it because of the sickle cell?

PAUL
Uh...yeah

JORDAN
I’m sorry.

Quietness.

PAUL
Do you have anything to drink?

JORDAN
S--Sure. Well...not much. Just water. Tap. Let me see.

JORDAN opens the refrigerator. 

JORDAN
There’s like a swallow of apple juice. 

PAUL
Something stronger?

JORDAN
Kombucha?



PAUL
Is that alcoholic?

JORDAN
It’s fermented?

PAUL
Wine?

JORDAN
Maybe.

JORDAN goes into the living room 
and looks. No Wine...but...

JORDAN
No wine. Tequila?

PAUL
I’ll have some of that?

JORDAN
Alright.

PAUL
Thank you.

JORDAN
You drink?

PAUL
Tonight I do.

JORDAN
I’ll join you.

JORDAN pours two small glasses of 
tequila. He hands one to Paul.

PAUL
Thank you.

Paul lifts his glass as if to 
propose a toast. He puts the glass 
on the table and exits to the 
bedroom.



JORDAN
Uh...Paul...Are you...Is everything okay?

Paul emerges from the bedroom with 
his fanny packet. He is searching 
for something. He finds it. It’s a 
receipt.

PAUL
I wrote this down.

JORDAN
Okay.

Paul reads from the receipt.

PAUL
Some will be true. 
Some will be new. 
Some will be bold. 
Some will lay hold.

Paul lifts his glass. JORDAN 
follows suit. They clink glasses. 
JORDAN sips.

JORDAN
What is that?

PAUL
It’s in that book.

JORDAN
It is?

PAUL
Yes.

JORDAN
I don’t remember that.

PAUL
It’s the moment when Jeffery...that’s his name right? The 
one that works in the factory?

JORDAN
Yes.



PAUL
Right...he say that when he leads the rebellion.

JORDAN
Is this a rebellion.

PAUL
It could be.

Paul sits. JORDAN stands, sipping. 
Paul stairs at the glass.

JORDAN
Are you going to drink it?

PAUL
I haven’t had a drink in 20 years.

JORDAN
Oh!

PAUL
Lost the taste for it. 

JORDAN
That’s unfortunate.

PAUL
Perhaps.

JORDAN
So you’re not going to drink it?

Paul downs the drink in one shot.

PAUL
Jesus wept.

JORDAN
Wow.

PAUL
Let’s start.

JORDAN
Start what?

PAUL
What do you do?



JORDAN
About what?

PAUL
For a living.

JORDAN
Oh! Uh...I uh...

PAUL
What?

JORDAN
Well...I’m in school. Grad school.

PAUL
Right. Of course. Right. Business?

JORDAN
Comparative Literature.

PAUL
I don’t really know what that means.

JORDAN
It’s basically how many ways can you read something. How 
much meaning can you get out of something.

PAUL
Hmm.

JORDAN
I also work at Whole Foods...

PAUL
Oh!

JORDAN
In the cheese section. I do cheese demonstrations. 

PAUL
That’s really interesting!

JORDAN
It’s not.

PAUL
I think it is. 



JORDAN
Whatever.

PAUL
You don’t like it?

JORDAN
I mean. Yeah. I think. I like food. I like cheese.

PAUL
Your turn.

JORDAN
I don’t think I understand what’s happening.

PAUL
I’m learning.

JORDAN
About me?

PAUL
Yes. You were a part of Lucas’s life.

JORDAN
Well...

PAUL
Please. I just feel like...I missed somethings.

JORDAN
I understand that feeling.

PAUL
Well...?

JORDAN
Would you like more? Cause I think I would like more.

Paul slides the glass over to 
JORDAN. JORDAN pours more into 
both of their glasses.

PAUL
I could get drunk. 



JORDAN
I won’t let you get drunk.

PAUL
What if I want to?

JORDAN shrugs. Paul look out of 
the window.

JORDAN
What was he like when he was very little?

PAUL
When he was little...he was stubborn. He was a disagreeable 
child. Hard. We were just starting the church then and it 
was so hard to get LUCAS to put on a suit. He hated it. His 
mother would go to the church early to set up and I would 
have to get him ready. And he would ruuuuuuun all through 
the house. We had a tiny little house. And he was fast. 
That was special. I envied that spirit in him.

JORDAN
Me too. I wish I had that.

PAUL
Careful of that.

JORDAN
So...I guess it’s your turn.

PAUL
Right. So what sorts of things did the two of you like to 
do. Together.

JORDAN
Uh...You know.

PAUL
I don’t.

JORDAN
Like...the usual.

PAUL
Specifically?



JORDAN
We read alot...uh...together...like...side by side...and 
uh...we...liked to talk to each other.

PAUL
The usual.

JORDAN
Right!

PAUL
How long were you two---

JORDAN
---Paul...

PAUL
Yes?

JORDAN
I want to...can I tell you something?

PAUL
Of course.

JORDAN
Good...I...uh...When did you last eat?

PAUL
Oh...well...I don’t know. I guess I haven’t really eaten 
since breakfast.

JORDAN
You should eat something.

PAUL
You’re probably right.

JORDAN
Can I cook for you?

PAUL
Oh...yes.

JORDAN
I don’t know what I have. What do you like to eat?



JORDAN looks in the refrigerator.

PAUL
I’ll eat anything.

JORDAN
Good. Cause it looks like all I have is spinach, eggs, 
bologna and butter.

PAUL
Oh.

JORDAN
I was planning to go to the grocery store tomorrow.

PAUL
It’s fine. Whatever you make is fine.

JORDAN
I’m gonna run downstairs to the bodega and get some beard.

PAUL
At this hour?

JORDAN
They’re open late. 

PAUL
Do you want me to go with you?

JORDAN
No. It’s right downstairs.

PAUL
I think I passed it.

JORDAN
Be right back.

JORDAN grabs keys from a hook by 
the door. Slides on a jacket and 
slips out of the door.

Paul is alone. He looks around the 
room. 



He stands in the kitchen of the 
apartment.

Lucas enters and sits at the 
kitchen table. Paul see him.

PAUL
Little man.

LUCAS
I used to love when you called me that.

PAUL
You’re not little anymore.

LUCAS
No. I’m not.

PAUL
What do we do...Me and you?

LUCAS
Wait.

Lucas puts the book on the kitchen 
table.

LUCAS
You found this?

PAUL
Yeah.

LUCAS
Oh.

PAUL
I...uh...I read it.

LUCAS
Oh my god! You read it?

PAUL
Yeah.



LUCAS
And?

PAUL
I think I liked it.

LUCAS
I found it to be equal parts beautiful and confounding.

PAUL
That’s also true.

LUCAS
You are so full of strange wonders.

PAUL
You too.

LUCAS
Did you have a best part?

PAUL
I don’t know.

LUCAS
Oh come on...you always have a best part.

Lucas hands Paul the book. Paul 
looks through it.

PAUL
Well uh...let me see. I think it’s this part.

LUCAS
Let’s hear it.

PAUL
“Harrison looked at Jeffery. Their hands slip with mud and 
water. Both dirty and clean simultaneously. Jeffery looked 
back. ‘Yes’ he said. ‘I want you to think up a lie.’ 
Harrison said. 

‘Something you can stand by. Something that helps you sleep 
at night. Something that arouses you and makes you feel 
good. Something that keeps a loved one safe. 

(MORE)



Keep a whole family safe. A people?  

Maybe it’s the lie that you love your job. 
Maybe it’s that you love your spouse. 
Stop telling yourself your not afraid to be alone. 
Whatever it is...Get a hold of it. 

You got it?’ Harrison had a look of pain in his eyes. 
‘Yes.’ Jeffery said.
“Got your lie in you mind’s eye. 
Good. 
Now...

Take it in your hands. 
Cup it in your hands, the way you would take a sip from a 
moving body of water. Hold it too you lips and drink it in. 

Go ahead. 
Do it. 

What does it taste like?” Jeffery sipped the imaginary 
concotion and lay back in to Harrison’s arms with the rain 
pulling at every each of his clothing.

Lucas smiles.

LUCAS
That’s a good part.

PAUL
Did it hurt?

LUCAS
No. I just drifted off. Like I was on a lazy river.

PAUL
Cause I was so very afraid that you hurt.

LUCAS
No Daddy.

PAUL
He’s nice.

LUCAS
Yes. He is.

PAUL (CONT'D)



PAUL
I wish...

LUCAS
Yes.

PAUL
I wish I could have known all of you.

LUCAS
You did.

PAUL
No. I...

LUCAS
Daddy...Nothing’s changed. I’m still Lucas. You know me. 
You knew me.

PAUL
I’m sorry I didn’t see it.

LUCAS
Stop.

PAUL
I wanted to be apart of you life.

LUCAS
Please. Stop.

PAUL
Why didn’t you tell me? Weren’t you honest with me!?

LUCAS
I didn’t know how.

PAUL
Were you afraid?

LUCAS
Yes.

PAUL
Of me?



LUCAS
Do you want to hear this?

PAUL
Of course.

LUCAS
Yes.

PAUL
Oh son.

LUCAS
That felt. Awful.

Lucas heads for the door.

PAUL
Why were you afraid?

LUCAS
I’ve always been afraid of you. 

Lucas opens the door. It is 
raining in the doorway. Paul is 
transfixed by the image. Lucas 
walks into the rain. He stands in 
it and is drenched. The door 
swings shut. 

Black out. 

PAUL
Lucas...?

The power’s out in the apartment. 
It takes Paul a second to realize 
what’s happened. He is a bit 
unnerved by this. He sits in the 
darkness. His phone rings. He 
lifts it from his pocket. It 
illuminates his face. He sends the 
call to voicemail. He uses the 
phone to illuminate the room as if 
he is looking for Lucas. 



PAUL
Where’d you go? I’ve spent so long looking for you around 
ever corner, under every surface on top of all the 
appliances. Nothing. 

A few seconds.

A key in the door turns. Paul 
holds the light from his phone up 
too the door. Hopeful. Calm. 

JORDAN enters with a bag. He is 
soaking wet.

JORDAN
Are you alright?

PAUL
Yes.

JORDAN
It just started pour rain out of no where.

PAUL
You drenched.

JORDAN
Would you mind taking this bag?

PAUL
Sure.

JORDAN
Power’s out on the block.

PAUL
Oh no...that’s not good.

JORDAN
It’s been happening. Not sure why. Shouldn’t be out too 
long. It’s usually back in under an hour.

PAUL
So I guess no cooking.



JORDAN
No. I have gas. It’s all good.

JORDAN goes about lighting 
candles.

PAUL
You have all of those candles set up for a black out?

JORDAN
I just like candles. I’m...I’m going to change clothes.

PAUL
Okay.

JORDAN
Just make yourself at home. I’ll be right back.

Jordan exits. Paul walks over to 
the guitar.

PAUL
May I play your guitar?

JORDAN
(off stage)

Sure!

Paul picks up the guitar and tunes 
it. It’s quite out of tune. As Paul 
has gotten it back in tune. Jordan 
enters. He’s in jeans and bare 
chested. He’s about to put a t-
shirt on. Paul looks up and see 
Jordan. This moment, like many in 
this play, should be legible as 
both sexual and benign. 

JORDAN
That’s better.

PAUL
Want me to sing for my supper?

JORDAN
You sing?



PAUL
Yeah.

JORDAN
Could Lucas sing?

PAUL
Like an angel.

JORDAN
I had a feeling.

Jordan takes the needed items from 
the refrigerator.

PAUL
What are you making?

JORDAN
I am making the world’s best egg sandwich.

PAUL
Tall order.

JORDAN
I remain undefeated. Everyone whose had one of these bad boys 
knows...I speak the truth.

Jordan begins cracking eggs into a 
bowl.

PAUL
He comes to me...when I close my eyes.

JORDAN
Me too.

PAUL
Is he mad at you?

JORDAN
Uuuuuh...not yet. But...you never know.

PAUL
He’s furious with me. 

Jordan drops butter into the pan.



JORDAN
I doubt that.

PAUL
No...he is.

JORDAN
Well talk to him.

PAUL
I don’t know what to say.

JORDAN
Try to make it better.

Paul plays and sings. Jordan cooks.

PAUL
He leadeth me: O blessed thought!
O words with heavenly comfort fraught!
Whate'er I do, where'er I be,
still 'tis God's hand that leadeth me.

He leadeth me, he leadeth me,
by his own hand he leadeth me;
his faithful follower I would be,
for by his hand he leadeth me.

Sometimes mid scenes of deepest gloom,
sometimes where Eden's bowers bloom,
by waters still, o'er troubled sea,
still 'tis his hand that leadeth me.

And when my task on earth is done,
when by thy grace the victory's won,
e'en death's cold wave I will not flee,
since God through Jordan leadeth me.

He leadeth me, he leadeth me,
by his own hand he leadeth me;
his faithful follower I would be,
for by his hand he leadeth me.

JORDAN
Man. That’s pretty.



PAUL
Just a song I love.

JORDAN
It’s got my name in.

PAUL
Indeed.

JORDAN
Can I ask you something?

PAUL
Yes.

JORDAN
Are you going to tell you wife about me? That you spent the 
night with a strange gay man.

PAUL
I may not put it in those words.

JORDAN
But you will tell her?

PAUL
Yeah. I’m a terrible liar.

JORDAN
Then why not just tell her you were coming?

PAUL
I wanted to do this alone.

JORDAN
Why?

PAUL
You wouldn’t under stand.

JORDAN
Try me.

PAUL
I needed to know maybe understand something about myself. I 
thought maybe...you would be a key?



JORDAN
Really?

PAUL
Yes. I uh...When we...I realized Lucas was gay...I think It 
made me cold to him.

JORDAN
Uh huh.

PAUL
I don’t have a problem with gay people. 

JORDAN
Well that’s a start.

PAUL
I guess...I felt exposed.

JORDAN
In what way?

PAUL
I...it’s hard to...uh...

JORDAN
What?

PAUL
I loved a man once.

Jordan is arrested by this. He 
turns to Paul.

JORDAN
Beg Pardon.

PAUL
It was nothing...sexual. Or...I never...nothing ever 
happened. I just...loved him. I thought he was beautiful. 

JORDAN
Are you coming out to me?

PAUL
No. I don’t think I’m gay.



JORDAN
How do you know?

PAUL
I guess I don’t. I love my wife. I’m attracted to my wife. 
We have amazing sex.

JORDAN
Werk.

PAUL
But I loved this man. He was a member of our church. We 
spent a lot of time together. He was a hard worker. He 
loved the lord. One Sunday we were walking out to our cars 
and were just talking and I promise you six hours passed. I 
couldn’t believe it. And as we were saying good evening I 
shook his hand and pulled him into a hug and I felt that I 
wanted to spend all of my time with him. It felt disloyal. 
It felt forbidden.

JORDAN
What did you do?

PAUL
I went home. 

JORDAN
Did you think about him?

PAUL
Yes.

JORDAN
Then what?

PAUL
Nothing happened and he stop attending. Just never showed 
up again.

JORDAN
No!

PAUL
I have a lot of regret about that evening. Maybe if I had 
said I love you...we could have figured out what that 
meant.



JORDAN
Fuck. Sorry. I swear. I’m getting a bit of a headache over 
here trying not to curse in front of you.

PAUL
Be you. I’m not easily offended.

JORDAN
You never saw him again.

PAUL
No. I called him once. Years later. 

JORDAN
And.

PAUL
He picked up the phone and I couldn’t speak. I just hung 
up.

JORDAN
Do you still love him?

PAUL
No. I hold him.

JORDAN
Has anyone ever told you that your sexy?

PAUL
Not to my face.

JORDAN
You’re pretty sexy Reverend Carter.

PAUL
Thank you.

JORDAN
I’m not hitting on you.

PAUL
I didn’t think you were.

JORDAN
Good. Whew. That was unnecessarily erotic. Food’s ready!



Paul walks over to the kitchen 
table. 

PAUL
Thank you for doing this.

JORDAN
It’s nothing. Eat.

Paul extends both of his hands for 
Jordan to take.

PAUL
Uh...

JORDAN
What?

PAUL
I would like to say grace.

JORDAN
Oh!

PAUL
It’s just something I think is important.

JORDAN
Yes. Of course. I promise I’m...yep. Let’s say grace.

PAUL
Okay. 

Lord God, thank you for this food we are about to receive. 
Let it be for the nourishment and strengthening of our 
bodies. Bless the hands that so lovingly prepared this 
food. And Lord, I want to thank you for the company of 
Jordan tonight. For opening this home to me and sharing 
this table with me. Bless him Father God and bless this 
meal. We all these things in your son Jesus’ name. Amen. 

Thank you.

JORDAN
Never been prayed for by a stranger before.



PAUL
No?

JORDAN
No. It felt...

PAUL
Yes?

JORDAN
You ever been walking down the street and you think you 
hear someone call your name and you look around to see who 
it was and realize, no one’s called your name at all.

PAUL
I have.

JORDAN
It felt like that.

PAUL
My mother would have called that feeling “gooooood and 
lonely.”

JORDAN
Yeah.

They quietly eat their sandwiches.

PAUL
Wow.

JORDAN
I told you.

PAUL
It’s really good. How did you---

JORDAN
---It’s a secret.

PAUL
Alright. Alright.

They eat. Silence.



JORDAN
You didn’t know did you?

PAUL
Know what?

JORDAN
About Lucas. That he was gay.

PAUL
He never told me.

JORDAN
Right.

PAUL
But I knew. You know?

JORDAN
Why didn’t you tell him?

PAUL
I don’t know. Afraid. Self fulfilling prophecy and all.

JORDAN
Right.

PAUL
I think I thought...if I don’t say anything. If I just let 
the idea hang in the air maybe it wouldn’t happen.

JORDAN
That’s how we feel too.

PAUL
Is it?

JORDAN
Yeah. We hang it up on a hook on the wall. We walk past it 
everyday, nod our heads at it, give it a wink and a shimmy 
but we keep hoping it will disappear or at least get 
smaller. 

(MORE)



Then one day we look at it and say...”you know what this 
needs, some glitter, so we add some glitter, and some wit 
and sarcasm and then some feathers, some sequins, and some 
rhinestones and crystals and it starts looking so good we 
have to yank it off the wall and throw it around our 
shoulders. This big fabulous cape of visibility. You spin 
around, it feels so warm and calm. And once you get past 
that point all you have left to do is throw on a pair of 
oversized sunglasses, a good shoe and a tote bag and out 
the door you go. You have your armor. And everything about 
you dares someone to say something. 

PAUL
Mmmmm.

JORDAN
It’s about what you can’t deny. Not who you sleep 
with...You can understand that. Right?

PAUL
Yes.

JORDAN
It’s a beautiful thing. To not deny yourself.

PAUL
I don’t know what that looks like.

JORDAN
It’s okay. A lot of people don’t

PAUL
Was he happy?

JORDAN
I don’t know.

PAUL
That’s what I came here to ask. 

JORDAN
How can you know whether someone is happy.

PAUL
You can’t.

JORDAN (CONT'D)



JORDAN
Right.

PAUL
He never really seemed happy. 

JORDAN
What is with everyone’s obsession with happiness.

PAUL
Don’t you want to be happy?

JORDAN
I don’t know what that means. It’s a moving target. 
Sure...I guess. Does that mean I have all the money I need. 
Then sure. Does it mean I have a job. Okay. I’ll take it. 
Does it mean an sustained state of orgasmic euphoria? 
Well...maybe...I don’t know...I feel like that ends up 
being a lot of work. Why does it matter if someone is 
happy?

PAUL
How’d you get so smart?

JORDAN
I’ve never been what people call ‘happy.’ I’ve only been at 
peace. And that shit feels fabulous.

PAUL
I...I thought it was...I don’t know what I thought It was. 
I...I’m simple. I don’t...

JORDAN
You’re not simple.

PAUL
I don’t know how to be anything but in pain right now.

JORDAN
What’s your last memory of him?

PAUL
Last good memory?

JORDAN
Sure.



PAUL
When he came home for Christmas break...

JORDAN
This year?

PAUL
Yes. We took a drive over to Camp Curtin Barbecue. He ever 
tell you about Camp Curtin?

JORDAN
Y--yeah. He did tell me about it. He said it was his 
favorite place to eat on the planet.

PAUL
It was. He loved it. He would get a cheeseburger basket 
with extra fries and barbecue slaw.

JORDAN
Barbecue slaw.

PAUL
It’s just slaw with barbecue sauce in it. It’s a amazing.

JORDAN
Sounds amazing.

PAUL
We drove down there and he was smiling. The windows were 
down cause it was kinda warm outside. And he just seemed 
good. Like he was in a good place.

JORDAN
At peace?

PAUL
Yeah.

JORDAN
I’m telling...peace is fabulous.

PAUL
He was a good child really. Just could get dark. 

JORDAN
Yeah.



PAUL
What about you?

JORDAN
Uh...He was standing in the doorway. I had burned something 
in the kitchen and it was smoking and he was trying to get 
the smoke out. He opened up the window and the door to the 
apartment and was trying to fan the smoke. He was using 
this book and once the smoke alarm when off he stood in the 
door an just looked at me. He leaned on the door frame and 
read till the smoke was all gone. I liked to hear him read.

PAUL
You loved him.

Something about this question 
feels particularly combustable for 
Jordan. His whole body is shaken 
with sobs.

JORDAN
Why did you ask me that?

PAUL
I’m sorry. I...I didn’t mean to---

JORDAN
---Could you excuse me for a moment.

PAUL
Jordan I didn’t---

Jordan has rushed into the 
bathroom. Paul sits in the uneasy 
silence left behind.

Lucas enters from the bedroom and 
sits in the living room.

LUCAS
Maybe you should take a dance class.

Paul turns to look at Lucas.

PAUL
Say what?



LUCAS
I mean it. It’s great exercise. I’m sure Momma would go 
with you.

PAUL
I don’t dance.

LUCAS
Yeah I know! That should change.

PAUL
Oh boy go on.

LUCAS
Seriously. I think you would enjoy it. That way you can 
dance with me at my wedding and not step on my toes.

PAUL
Good thing I won’t have to dance with you at your wedding.

LUCAS
Are you insinuating that I won’t get married.

PAUL
Father’s don’t dance with the groom. They dance with the 
bride.

LUCAS
Why?

PAUL
I don’t know.

LUCAS
What if I wanted to dance with my dad at my wedding.

PAUL
You’re so silly.

LUCAS
...yeah...that’s silly.

Lucas sort of goes into himself.

PAUL
You alright?



LUCAS
Hmm? Yeah.

PAUL
Okay.

LUCAS
You know you could have handled that better.

PAUL
I know.

LUCAS
It wasn’t awful but...yeah...it could have been better.

PAUL
I know.

LUCAS
What would you say now?

PAUL
I don’t know.

LUCAS
Try it.

PAUL
I’m afraid.

Lucas starts clucking like a 
chicken.

LUCAS
What you got to lose?

PAUL
Nothing.

LUCAS
Come on.

PAUL
Am I going to have to replay these moments in my mind 
forever?



LUCAS
Yes.

PAUL
That’s not the answer I was expecting.

LUCAS
The people you lose are always with you. That’s a good 
thing. That’s communion. 

PAUL
What you know about communion?

LUCAS
It just means you can imagine with your ancestors, what 
right now could look like. You can shape right now when you 
talk to the people on the other side. They can see what you 
can’t. Remembering is about right now. It’s present tense.

PAUL
When did all the young folks get to be so wise.

LUCAS
I got it from you.

PAUL
I would dance with you. I would walk you down the aisle. I 
would dance with your husband. I would.

LUCAS
That’s GOT to feel better.

PAUL
It does.

LUCAS
Flew all the way up here. 

PAUL
Yes.

LUCAS
What gorgeous theatricality you contain.

Lucas begins to leave.



PAUL
Is this it? Will I see you again?

LUCAS
Oh yeah!

PAUL
Okay.

LUCAS
I get to see you grow up.

Lucas disappears. Jordan emerges 
from the bathroom.

PAUL
I’m sorry I’ve upset you.

JORDAN
We weren’t together.

PAUL
What?

JORDAN
I’m sorry.

PAUL
I don’t know what your talking about?

JORDAN
...
...
...
...

PAUL
You---

JORDAN
I was never with your son. We were just...well...we just 
fucked. I had class with him. I knew him. We hung out a few 
times and then we hooked up. And then it was Christmas 
break and I thought...well if he text me over break maybe 
it’s a thing. He never texted me and I thought...well at 
least it was a good night. 

(MORE)



And then...I heard what happened and...I don’t 
know...something cracked in me. And...then you showed up on 
my door step and...I don’t know...I couldn’t...I wanted to 
see what it would be like...to mourn him?

PAUL
I see.

JORDAN
I...I wanted to know what it felt like. To be apart of his 
life.

PAUL
Oh my god.

JORDAN
I don’t know how he felt about me. I think maybe he thought 
I was funny...I wanted to hold his hand...but...I don’t 
know. You know someone in this really intimate way. You 
literally are inside one another and you...just...you can’t 
hold their hand. Cause that’s too specific. Too...real. 

PAUL
Right.

JORDAN
I...I’m sorry I mislead you.

PAUL
No...it’s...uh...

JORDAN
I’m ashamed. 

PAUL
I just...showed up at a stranger’s house. Unannounced. 
I’m...we both are a bit lost.

JORDAN
Yeah. 

PAUL
Thank you for being good to him. In the way you could be 
good to him.

JORDAN (CONT'D)



JORDAN
I didn’t---

PAUL
---No. You were. Thank you. 

JORDAN
He was really dear.

PAUL
Well this has been a most reckless evening.

JORDAN
It has.

PAUL
Would you do a favor for me?

JORDAN
What?

PAUL
I would like to dance with you?

JORDAN
Uh...

PAUL
Unorthodox I know.

JORDAN
Yeah.

PAUL
I...told him...I would dance with his husband.

JORDAN
But I’m not...

PAUL
I know. I won’t get to, but..I get to be close to what that 
might’ve felt like.

JORDAN
I’m not a good dancer.



PAUL
Good. Neither am I.

Paul walks closer to Jordan. 
Jordan stands, like a soft 
sculpture. 

JORDAN
Who will lead?

PAUL
No one.

JORDAN
Should I play music.

PAUL
Mmhm.

Jordan puts on music. They dance. 
It’s gentle. It’s lovely. It’s 
nice. It feels like a father, 
dancing with his son’s groom. I 
don’t know what that feels like. I 
can imagine what it might feel 
like...I think that’s probably all 
of our best resource on this. Our 
collective imagining. Whatever the 
music is should be sublime. Lucas 
enters and wraps his arm around 
his father’s back, in essence, 
enveloping his father. The three 
men sway, a mini family reunion 
that none of them knew they 
needed. Lucas slips away, leaving 
the two in his wake. The song 
ends. So much time as passed. The 
morning is starting to crawl into 
the windows. They have been 
dancing for hours. They stand 
across from each other. Jordan 
sits. They are both spent by all 
this tenderness. 

JORDAN
I wish this were different. 



PAUL
Me too.

JORDAN
What time is it?

PAUL
Five.

JORDAN
What time is your flight?

PAUL
Seven forty five.

JORDAN
You...uh...you should go.

PAUL
Okay.

Paul goes into the bedroom and 
grabs his bags. He reenters.

JORDAN
Well...I guess this is it.

PAUL
Yeah.

JORDAN
I’m so sorry for your loss.

PAUL
Your’s too.

JORDAN
Do you need me to uh...I can call you cab?

PAUL
No. I can find my way. Thank you for feeding and sheltering 
an old fool.

JORDAN
You’re not old, and no fool.



PAUL
Perhaps not.

Paul walk to the door. He opens 
the door and stand in the frame.

JORDAN
Goodbye Paul.

PAUL
Bye.

Paul turns to leave. Stops. 
Reenters the apartment. He walks 
over to Jordan takes his face in 
his hands and kisses Jordan on the 
forehead.

JORDAN
...
...
...
...

PAUL
Angels unaware. You sweet sweet man.

Paul exits closing the door behind 
him. Jordan stands in the silence. 
The sun rises and set. Days go by. 
Jordan is arrested in the 
sweetness of that fatherly kiss. 
Perhaps he’s never had one.

The electricity clicks back on. 
The TV clicks on. A movie plays. 

It’s an old movie.

Something like From Here to 
Eternity but not.

The actress in the scene is 
breathless. She needs something in 
that specific sort of mid-century 
American way. 



A screenplay absolutely written by 
a playwright. We only hear the 
movie. We don’t see it.

WOMAN
Because I can’t keep living this way. I can’t keep hiding. 
Aren’t you tired of hiding Jimmy?

MAN
Yes.

WOMAN
I won’t do this anymore.

MAN
Listen to me Carmen. We only get one shot in this life. 
It’s all we get. I don’t want to waste that time arguing 
about what way of life is most important. Most valuable.

WOMAN
Do you love me?

MAN
How can you ask me that?

WOMAN
Because I want to hear you say the words.

MAN
I love you.

WOMAN
Then let me go.

MAN
No.

WOMAN
Please.

MAN
Never. You are my everything. I would be lost without you.

WOMAN
Don’t you see that’s killing me?



MAN
I’m done talking about this.

WOMAN
No. Listen to me.

MAN
Why do you want to hurt me?

WOMAN
I don’t. I want to free you. To free us.

MAN
I’m free.

WOMAN
You’re not. And it’s killing us both.

MAN
Stop talking.

WOMAN
You’re killing me!

MAN
I SAID STOP TALKING.

WOMAN
Let me go.

MAN
You’re mine and I’m not letting go of you.

WOMAN
Stop it. You’re hurting me.

MAN
Come here.

WOMAN
You are hurting me.

MAN
Oh my god.



WOMAN
Please.

MAN
I’m sorry. I’m...
What is happening to me.

WOMAN
Oh Jimmy.

MAN
I’m so so sorry.

WOMAN
It’s okay.

MAN
No. It’s not.

WOMAN
It is.

MAN
I’m so ashamed.

WOMAN
Here. Rest.

MAN
Are you going to leave me?

WOMAN
Yes.

MAN
Okay.

Jordan catches his reflection in 
the mirror. He touches his face. 
He looks at himself with a kind of 
curiosity that is other worldly. 
In the way a bird regards a human. 
Both knowing and cautious.

The door opens to reveal Lucas 
with bags of food. 



Suddenly the whole apartment is 
doused in yellow light. Yellow 
light is key. Oshun, Dionysus and 
Jesus walk into a bar and the 
whole room turns yellow and 
everyone is darker. 

LUCAS enters with food. He looks 
at the TV. He hands Jordan a bag 
of food.

JORDAN is transfixed by the movie.

LUCAS
Did I get your order ri----

JORDAN
---Shhhh.

They eat in silence.

The light of the TV glows on their 
faces.

Jordan goes to the kitchen to get 
hot sauce. He opens the 
refrigerator and the light is red. 
He takes out the hot sauce and 
turns to Lucas.

JORDAN
What if I wanted you to stay?

LUCAS
What?

JORDAN
I don’t want you do go.

LUCAS
Eat your food.

JORDAN
Stay.



LUCAS
I’m here now. Why do we have to talk about it now?

JORDAN
Jesus...You’re a vision.

LUCAS
Thank you.

JORDAN
How long are you here?

LUCAS
I don’t know.

JORDAN
Oh. 

LUCAS
Had a hard time getting the key to work.

JORDAN
You have to jiggle it to the left.

LUCAS
That’s what he said.

JORDAN
Really?

LUCAS
I thought it was funny.

JORDAN
It’s funny adjacent.

LUCAS
You know you love my bad jokes.

JORDAN
Come here.

LUCAS
Why?



JORDAN
I want to look at you.

LUCAS
What for?

JORDAN
Just come here

Lucas walks over to Jordan.

LUCAS
Alright. I’m moving.

JORDAN
How’d that feel.

LUCAS
Natural.

JORDAN
Come here.

JORDAN removes LUCAS’s jacket.

LUCAS
What are you doing?

His shirt.

JORDAN
I’m making you more comfortable.

His pants.

LUCAS
I’ve never actually...

JORDAN
I know.

They stand together in their 
underwear and undershirts.

LUCAS
I might be nervous. Am I nervous?



JORDAN
You know how you feel I don’t.

LUCAS
Excitement. That’s a better word.

I think some music should start 
playing. Now for my money, the 
music should bring to mind an 
eighties/nineties R&B singer like 
Anita Baker or Sade or Caren 
Wheeler.

JORDAN
Did you do that?

This is some romantic shit. 

LUCAS
This your world. Maybe you did it.

This shit is a Kerry James 
Marshall painting. Sensuous and 
kinetic. A wide shot of something 
private.

Confetti falls upon them.

They look up.

JORDAN
Okay, WHAT is happening?

LUCAS
Yeeeeeah...I definitely did that. I like sparkles.

They both take in the steady rain 
of motley colored metallic joy. 
They smile. It’s lovely. They are 
lovely.

And these two are lucky.

Cause they found each other.



They groove. All over the place... 
Maybe there are some of those 
streams that pop stars fling at 
audiences at the end of a concert. 
It should be full bodied. 
Expansive. Inclusive motion. 
Gorgeous.

They dancing the way ladies dance 
at church or how you dance in a 
gay club the minute Saturday night 
spills over into Sunday morning, 
and the Clark Sisters come on and 
every body in the room is giving 
praise to whatever God will 
listen. They whole bodies...

It’s fiiiiine. Like a butterfly 
wing or silk thread.

LUCAS
You know this never happened, right?

JORDAN
Oh but it did.

LUCAS
When?

JORDAN
In my head. Over and over and over and over again.

LUCAS
You crazy.

JORDAN
Probably.

LUCAS
Madness is the thought of God, trying to stay still in our 
little skulls.

LUCAS grooves over to the window 
he opens the window, like a book 
and stand in it.



JORDAN
What are you doing?

LUCAS
Got an ancestor who could fly. She was something.

JORDAN
I don’t wanna lose you.

LUCAS
You gotta make room. Somebody’s coming.

JORDAN
I never got to tell you how I felt.

LUCAS
I knew though.

JORDAN
You poor thing.

LUCAS
I’m good. You don’t have to worry about me.

JORDAN
This.

LUCAS
Yes?

JORDAN
This is...

LUCAS
You never have to wonder.

JORDAN
Okay.

LUCAS
Oh beloved. Your skin and mine are meshed. Like the layers 
of dying leaves beneath the snow. What a wonder of 
reincarnation are we. Love makes you someone else.



Lucas lean back and fall out of 
the window. Taking the music with 
him. 

The window swings shut.

Jordan stands in the middle of all 
of the glitter and streamers. He 
smiles.

THAT’S IT


