Exile Running on a Tangent

By Jeffrey E. McCants

Scene I: A Club

A young man, Yanikos, stands against a wall near a snack table at a club. He is about 18 years old and of average build and height. He is what you would call a pretty boy. He is black, but he doesn’t look it. This is because he is biracial; father is black, mother is Hispanic or White. Because of this, his skin is fairly light, just a hint above a caramel complexion. His hair is also affected, it being a little straighter than most black people. He has it in cornrows and the ends of his braids touch his shoulders. Yanikos is dressed on almost all black: He wears a white long sleeve shirt and over it is a black short-sleeved shirt. He wears baggy black jeans and black gym shoes. He has a plain silver chain around his neck. Yanikos appears nervous. There is no one standing with him so he watches the dancing go on without him. He may be sipping on a drink.

Soon a group of guys come up, they talk for a few moments and then one, Marcellus, breaks off from the group. He looks like a thug sporting blue baggy sandblasted jeans and an oversized sweater that matches the blasted fade in his jeans. He wears tan Timberland boots to complete his outfit. He reeks of name brands. Marcellus is taller and darker than Yanikos. From his head sprouts long brown dreadlocks. They are tied neatly to the back except for maybe one or two, which hang to the side of his face. Marcellus appears to be in his 20’s. He walks with a sense of comfort; slow and easy.

Marcellus: (to his friends) Hey I’ll be back in a sec. I need to get me a drink, aight? 

(Yanikos notices Marcellus and looks after him for a few moments. As soon as he gets close, Yanikos looks away. Marcellus notices Yanikos as he gets his drink.)

Marcellus: Why you standin’ over here by yourself?

Yanikos: I don’t know. I don’t know anybody here so I ain’t got nobody to really be around.

Marcellus: That’s what clubs are for. For you can meet folks.

Yanikos: I know. I…I guess I always had problems with that part.

Marcellus: Aight, aight. Well, my name is Marcellus. Now you know somebody. What’s yo’ name?

Yanikos: Yanikos.

Marcellus: Say what? Yah-nick-os?

Yanikos: Nah. Yah-Knee-Cos. Uh, emphasis on the middle. Yah-Knee-Cos.

Marcellus: (practicing) Yah-Knee-Cos. Yah-Knee-Cos. Nice. I think I got it. That’s a tight name. Where yo’ parents get it from?

Yanikos: I don’t know. I thinks it’s Spanish or somethin’. Either that or they was both high when they named me.

Marcellus (laughing): Nah, it’s cool. I like it.

(Marcellus takes a sip of his drink. Yanikos, even more uncomfortable than he was before, takes a sip of his drink also)

Marcellus: So what brings you to a club like this?

Yanikos: I guess to get the experience of it and like you said, meet some new people.

Marcellus: So why you ain’t doin’ it?

Yanikos: It’s kinda hard to just jump into it.

Marcellus: Yeah, but it’s easier than stepping in one foot at a time. You ain’t gonna meet nobody standin’ on this wall.

Yanikos: I met you.

Marcellus: Shit, you right. But still…

Yanikos: Yeah, I know... It would just be easier if I came here with somebody.

Marcellus: Why you ain’t invite nobody?
Yanikos: Nobody I know would want to be at a club like this, you feel me?

Marcellus: Oh, aight, I see. Well, I got a minute so we can talk. How old are you?

Yanikos: 18, what about you?

Marcellus: I’m 22. I guess I’m a little old to be hangin’ around you chil’ren. (They both laugh)

Yanikos: Or I’m too young to be hangin’ around you.

Marcellus: Well, I tell you what. If you don’t mind, I don’t mind.

Yanikos: I don’t.

Marcellus: Good. So you in school still? High School?

Yanikos: Yeah.

Marcellus: Ready to get out?

Yanikos: Hell yeah. Probably more than anyone else there.

Marcellus: Oh yeah? Why’s that?

Yanikos: Just ‘cause. I’m tired of it. Tired of the people and tired of going through life there.

Marcellus: That bad? Damn, I’m sorry. But I think high school is like that for everybody at some point, you know? When I was there…well, I was different. Athlete. You know how that goes. But in some ways, I think that’s even harder, you know?

Yanikos: How?

Marcellus: Well, we gotta act a certain way all the time. Uh…like playin’ a role or…wearin’ a mask. It was all about actin’ hard and not givin’ a fuck. Had to act like a dog to females all the time. Sayin’ shit that I never even thought in my head. I hated that shit, but I took on the part for the popularity and I got it. Feeds the male ego, you know?

Yanikos: Yeah.

Marcellus: I bet you pretty well known in yo’ school too. You got the girls chasin’ after you, pretty boy?

Yanikos: Nah, not quite. I guess, you could say this how I act in school. Quiet. I just don’t like it there. I’m out of place, feel me?

Marcellus: How are you outta place? I’m surprised nobody’s come up to you yet. 

Yanikos: (laughs) Well, I ain’t exactly givin’ them a reason to.

Marcellus: With those eyes? They got a reason.

Yanikos: Not if they can’t see them.

Marcellus: True. Never expect folks to come to you. Dog eat dog.

(Marcellus’ crew come back to collect their friend. The beckon him to come with them)

Marcellus: (to his friends) I’m gonna catch up with y’all later, aight?

(Crew wants to know why and who the guy he is talking to is)

Marcellus: (to his friends) Oh, my bad. Guys, this is Yanikos. I just met him standin’ over here. We got us a good conversation goin’ so I am gonna stay here, aight?

(The group agrees that it’s okay and gives their farewells. They exit)

Yanikos: I see you still pretty popular.

Marcellus: Those just my boys. No big deal there. Everybody got friends. (Sees that Yanikos’ expression isn’t matching up with what he said) What? You ain’t got friends?

Yanikos: Nah…I mean, yeah I got friends. Not that many, but I got some.

(Marcellus finishes his drink.)

Marcellus: Hey, you wanna go outside?

Yanikos: Sure.

(Marcellus and Yanikos step downstage. The club disappears and their light is the only light seen on stage.)

Marcellus: Nice night.

Yanikos: Yeah it is.

Marcellus: I’m kinda mad that we left, they started playin’ a song I like.

Yanikos: What song?

Marcellus: Song by Common. Something to dance to. Do you like to dance?
Yanikos: Yeah, I like to dance. I wanted to go out there, but for right now I am just checkin’ this place out. Seeing the type of folks that go in there.
Marcellus: You like what you see?

Yanikos: Yeah, so far. 

Marcellus: Good. What type of music do you listen to?

Yanikos: All kinds

Marcellus: That’s what everybody says.

Yanikos: I guess I like hip-hop. Kweli is my favorite M.C.

Marcellus: Yeah, he is tight. Does that real hip-hop shit. Gotta respect the man for doin’ his thing no matter if he popular or not. What’s your favorite track on his CD?

Yanikos: I guess I like the song he wrote about somebody dying. Uh, it’s got the lyrics, “Where do we go? What do we say, What do we do…”
Marcellus: (joining in) “…No where to turn. No where to run and there’s nothing new…”

Yanikos: Yeah, that’s it.

Marcellus: Yeah, it’s called, “Where do we go?”

Yanikos: You’d think I could remember that. I see you listen to him too.

Marcellus: I might have listened to him once or twice. (Marcellus winks at Yanikos) Actually, Kweli is one of my favorite artists too. He speaks some good stuff that I think folks should listen to. You got all these mainstream brothas out here only sayin’ shit that people want to hear instead of sayin’ shit they need to hear. I mean, no disrespect to the brothas out there trying to make it the best way they can, but I wish there was some equilibrium between the shallow and the depth, feel me?

Yanikos: Yeah. But when has any music that was really deep ever made it mainstream?

Marcellus: Look back to when Nirvana was popular.

Yanikos: Wasn’t that a white band?

Marcellus: Yeah. But look, they led this whole revolution on all the fucked up music of the time. They shit was deep as hell and everybody listened to them

Yanikos: Yeah, but only white people listened to them.

Marcellus: Yeah, and that’s what most folks problem is right now. Black folks only think that they can only listen to hip hop and shit like that, but who says I gotta always listen to the music that is made by my race? That shit gets tired sometimes. If you really think about it, Black people played rock a long time ago too, but no one mentions that. But I’m getting’ off on a different topic. My point is, the only reason certain groups are popular is because we let them. You buy a Nelly CD and you basically tellin’ Nelly to make another album. 

Yanikos: I see what you’re sayin’.

(Beat)

Marcellus: So I got a question on my mind and I want to ask you it. 
Yanikos: What’s up?
Marcellus: I want to know why a pretty boy like you says that he ain’t got no friends. First you tell me that you’re shy, which, okay, I can buy. Then you say that you don’t fit in at school with ANYBODY. You don’t like people or somethin’?

Yanikos: Nah, it ain’t that…

Marcellus: I don’t get it then homie. You too much like them brothas that all the females crowded around; all up on yo’ dick and shit. You tellin’ me you don’t get that at all?

Yanikos: I used to get it all the time until word got out about me.

Marcellus: Oh…damn. All of them?

Yanikos: Yeah, the whole school.

Marcellus: How?

Yanikos: Long story, man.
Marcellus: If you don’t want to tell me, it’s cool. We can talk about somethin’ else. Tell me about the friends you do have.

Yanikos: Well…I met this one guy. He came in the store I work and I recognized him from school.

Marcellus: Oh yeah? What store you work at?

Yanikos: A store called Bookings. It’s at Northpoint Mall.

Marcellus: Oh shit, I know where that is.  Bookstore?

Yanikos: Yeah. Do you work?

Marcellus: Actually, I do. I work at a restaurant.

Yanikos: Oh really? As what?

Marcellus: I’m a server.

Yanikos: I could see that. You seem to be really nice. Anyway, he was new to my school so I figured it would be cool to eat with him, unless somebody clued him in. They hadn’t so we ate at Big Boy. It was cool because I didn’t have to eat alone. Man, I am just glad that I know him.

Marcellus: Oh yeah, I can tell.

Yanikos: Not like that.

Marcellus: Oh, aight. Makin’ sure. What’s his name?

Yanikos: Quinton.

Marcellus: Nice. 

Yanikos: Yeah, but he had problems of his own. I guess his step-dad had been beating him for a while. One day, I saw him in school and he was beaten up really bad. I wanted to help him, but he ain’t let me. I guess he didn’t trust me. It’s fucked up because I trusted him before…I told him the whole story about me and my school. He sympathized I guess. He was the first person I told it to. That shit was hard. But it felt so much better after, you know? I knew that he would be my real friend. He also got me to be cool with one of my old teammates.

Marcellus: Teammates?

Yanikos: We got more in common than you thought. I played sports. Football and track. I stopped though, in fact, that was the story. I guess I should tell you.

Marcellus: Nah. I figure if he the first person you ever told on ya’ own, then it’s still hard for you. 

Yanikos: Yeah, but I need to learn to get used to it. (Marcellus gets closer to Yanikos so that they are side by side, almost touching) It was the beginning of my junior year. Football was startin’ up as usual and we had been practicing for a while. We had a few games and won most of them. Everything was going great, but damn if life isn’t just like it is on TV. Shit goin’ good and then it goes bad. (Yanikos breaks for a second) I heard we had a team meeting. The coach wouldn’t be there on anything like that. I figured it was just Duke…the QB, Duke was the QB. I thought he just wanted to pump us up for the next game or tell us there was a problem or somethin’. So, I came to the locker room like he told us and there was only one player there. We was cool and everything, but I wouldn’t say that we was friends or anything. I asked where everyone was and he said the meeting didn’t start for another 20 minutes. I figured that was cool. I ain’t have shit to do anyway. Then the guy, shit, I’ll never forget that motha fucka. Tariq, he said he had somethin’ to tell me. He told me to come over to him and I did. He seemed like somethin’ was botherin’ and I’m tryin’ to listen to him. He told me that…that he’s been diggin’ me for a while. And…and I couldn’t believe what I was hearin’. He kept goin’, telling me how he always looked at me when I played. How he looked at me in the showers and shit. He got closer to me and put his hand on my shoulder. At first I brushed him off, but then I stopped. I let him do it. I even started touchin’ him too. He said that he thought we could be good together. I don’t know why, but I guess when you hide it for so long, you need to break out. He took off his shirt and put my hand on his chest. (Yanikos laughs) I was so nervous man. I had never touched another man in my life and there I was. But shit never is always as good as it seems. After a few seconds, I heard a loud noise and the entire team ran out from behind a closed door. They started laughing. They got me.

Marcellus: Awe man. That’s fucked up. Ya’ own team?

Yanikos: Yeah. After that, they told everybody. Everyone knew. Folks talked about me all the time. I quit both teams. I wanted to change schools, but I would have had to tell my parents. 

Marcellus: The coaches didn’t do anything?

Yanikos: No.

Marcellus: I’m sorry man. That’s a fucked up way for yo’ business to come out.

Yanikos: Yeah, but I don’t give a fuck anymore. As soon as I graduate, I’m gettin’ the fuck out of this city. 

Marcellus: Yeah.

(There is a silence between the two)

Yanikos: Do people know about you?

Marcellus: Yeah, but not as viciously as they do with you. I got out of high school and stopped playin’ that game, you know? Shit gets old. I moved out of state to go to school and I was me. I had to realize that my sexuality wasn’t who I was. And to tell you the truth, not too many folks care about that shit, you know? I mean, they automatically think of the stereotype if you just come out and say it, but if you let them get to know you first, they don’t really give a fuck. Now, the fun part is watchin’ their face when you tell them. Dude, you wouldn’t believe the folks I’ve seen flip out. They be like, “You…You…like guys? But you be actin’ straight.” (laughs)I’m like, how the fuck do you act like a sexual preference. But that shit is funny.

Yanikos: Everybody okay with it?

Marcellus: Nah, not everybody. Some real religious folks who don’t like it and that’s cool. I respect their beliefs. But for the most part everyone has been okay. I mean, I don’t want people in my life who don’t like me for who I am, so I am not going to act like someone else just to get them in it. (silence) So that’s why you came by yourself?

Yanikos: Yeah, Quinton said I should go to a club or somethin’, just to meet people. 

Marcellus: Well, I’m glad I met you.

Yanikos: Yeah, me too.

Marcellus: Look, I gotta be goin’. I’m the transportation tonight. But I tell you what…

(Marcellus pulls out a piece of paper or card out of his pocket and a pin. He scribbles something on it and hands it to Yanikos)

Marcellus: Here’s my number. If you wanna add anotha brotha to that list of friends or make a new list with just my name on it, call me and let me know. (Yanikos smiles as he stuffs the paper in his pocket.) Dude was right, you do have some pretty eyes. You got a pretty smile too. Well, I gotta be out.

(Marcellus extends his hand and he and Yanikos do a homeboy hug. Marcellus gives him a little wink and smirk and walks off. Yanikos is left alone on stage. He takes the number out and reads it. It is Marcellus’ home and cell number. He smiles and stuffs it back in his pocket. He walks away.)

Scene II: Yanikos/Marcellus’ House/Apartment

Both Yanikos and Marcellus sit on stage. Marcellus is more upstage than Yanikos and elevated slightly. We see Yanikos in his room and Marcellus in his. It is late evening and both are dressed down. Yanikos wears a worn down t-shirt and basketball shorts, while Marcellus wears a tank top and sweat pants. Marcellus is reclining on his couch reading a book and Yanikos sits nervously in a chair playing with a piece of paper.

He looks at it. It is the paper that Marcellus gave to him just a few days ago. Yanikos has worked up enough nerve to consider calling him, now he only needs to dial the number. He has probably been thinking about this for hours. Yanikos picks up his cellular phone and quickly dials the number (kind of like jumping into the pool instead of slowly getting in). It rings and Marcellus puts down his book to answer.

Marcellus: Hello?

Yanikos (nervously): Hell…hello?

Marcellus: I know this voice, don’t I?

Yanikos (still nervous): Yeah…I…I hope so?

Marcellus: Lemme see…Ya…Yah-Knee-Cos, right?

Yanikos (surprised): Yeah, that’s right. That’s me.

Marcellus: Never forget that name.

Yanikos: How can you. I mean, you ain’t never gonna mistake me for someone else.

Marcellus: You don’t find too many brothas with the name “Marcellus” either.

Yanikos: Now, I actually have heard that name before. 

Marcellus: Well, I’m tryina get rid of those motha fuckas right now, feel me?

(The two share a laugh)

Marcellus: So, how you been?

Yanikos: I’ve been okay man. Just goin’ through school and stuff.
Marcellus: Oh yeah? How’re those grades lookin’?

Yanikos: I already got one dad…

Marcellus (aware of the joke, but trying not to be accused): Nah, you know it ain’t even like that. I just meant, how you doin’ in school. Tryina make conversation.

Yanikos: I know. My grades ain’t all that good.

Marcellus: Why not.

Yanikos: I mean, before I ain’t really have a reason to graduate, now I do.

Marcellus: What reason?

Yanikos: To get away from here.

Marcellus: Don’t stray too far too soon.

Yanikos: I won’t. (Silence) What are you doing?

Marcellus: I am reading this book for a history class. This shit is hard.

Yanikos: History? Hard?

Marcellus: Hell yeah it’s hard. I got exams coming up it’s hard as hell tryin’ to remember these dates.

Yanikos: Well I can’t help you. If you saw my GPA, you’d know why.

Marcellus: Shit, I ain’t that good of a student either, but I get by. 

Yanikos: Yeah. (Silence)

Marcellus: So, what took you so long to call?

Yanikos: Huh?

Marcellus: You heard me. What took you so long to call?

Yanikos: Oh…I just been busy, you know? School and work. Shit like that.

Marcellus: So you couldn’t give me a call after work?

Yanikos: I mean, I could have, but it was late. I ain’t wanna wake you up, you know?

Marcellus: You was nervous right?

Yanikos: What?

Marcellus: You was nervous. You don’t gotta front. You was nervous.

Yanikos: How you figure?

Marcellus: Well, if you’re anything like I was at your age…

Yanikos:…like you that old…

Marcellus:…you would be nervous. When I was just gettin’ into shit, you know, gettin’ out there and tryin’ to meet folks, I was scared as hell to do anything. I wanted to go to parties and shit, but I was scared that someone would recognize me and it would get around the school. Kinda like what happened to you. When I finally got the courage to go somewhere, folks would give me they’re numbers, but I wouldn’t call them. I mean, I don’t know why. There’s no way my parents could have known because so many people called our house that they couldn’t keep up. But I was still scared, you know?

Yanikos: Aight, you got me.

Marcellus: I know. Look, I don’t want you to be too nervous around me, aight? I ain’t gonna say anything to yo’ parents. Hell, I won’t even call unless you tell me I can.

Yanikos: You don’t got my number.

Marcellus: I do now. 

Yanikos: Got me again.

Marcellus: I know.

(Silence falls between the two. Yanikos tries to occupy the silence by moving around in his room. Marcellus sits back enjoying it.)
Marcellus: I wanna take you out.

Yanikos: What?

Marcellus: You heard me, playa. I wanna go somewhere with you, so I can see you again.

Yanikos: Uh, aight.

Marcellus: Nervous again, huh?

Yanikos (too quickly): No.

Marcellus: Yeah, you are. Look, I’ll tell you what. We can go somewhere during the day. You mind skipping school?

Yanikos: Do it all the time.

Marcellus: Okay, well look. How about, you skip school and I do the same. I will come by and scoop you up and we can go somewhere. It’ll be durin’ the day so nobody’ll see us.

Yanikos: Where do you wanna go?

Marcellus: Let’s figure that out when you’re in my car. Now, what day do you wanna do this?

Yanikos: I don’t know.

Marcellus: Indecisive…aight, what about Wednesday?

Yanikos: Uh, that’s cool I guess.

Marcellus: Still nervous.

Yanikos: I’m n…

Marcellus: …You’re not, I know. If you ain’t, you’re not actin’ like it. It’s cool though. You will see how much fun me and you’ll have. Now, where you live? (realizing his fault) Scratch that. Lets meet up at the mall aight? About 11. 

Yanikos: Okay, that’s cool.

Marcellus (sincere): I can’t wait to see you, Yanikos.

Yanikos: I…I can’t wait to see you either. 

Marcellus (chuckling): You’ll see. Aight man. Catch you in a few days and don’t forget.

Yanikos: I won’t.

Both Marcellus and Yanikos hang up the phone. Yanikos gets out of his bed calmly and then, in a burst of energy, begins to show his elation. Marcellus, as if he can see Yanikos, begins to chuckle to himself and goes back to his book.

Scene III: Wednesday evening. Big Boys Restaurant. 

Marcellus and Yanikos enter together, Marcellus coming on first. They wait to be seated.

Marcellus: Yep, this is my favorite place to eat.

Yanikos: Big Boys?

Marcellus: Hey, look. I’m a broke college student, aight? To me, this is the nicest restaurant in town. Other than that, it would be Wendy’s or Micky D’s or somethin’ like that.

Yanikos (laughing): Okay.

Marcellus: You havin’ a good time so far?

Yanikos: Yeah, I am.

Marcellus: Still nerv…

(They are interrupted by an unseen host. They are taken to a booth next to the window. Marcellus and Yanikos sit opposite each other.)
Yanikos: You know, I gotta admit, I like this place too. When I’m on break, I go to the Big Boys next to the mall.

Marcellus: Don’t like the food at the food court, huh?

Yanikos: It ain’t that. I just like bein’ alone, you know? 

Marcellus: Oh, I see. You don’t wanna be around folks from school.

Yanikos: Yeah. But, uh, this was the place Quinton and I went the first day I met him.

Marcellus: You really like this kat, don’t you?

Yanikos: Yeah, but not like that.

Marcellus: That’s cool.

Yanikos: I told him ‘bout you the other day.

Marcellus: Oh really. What you say?

Yanikos: I just told him that I was happy that he made me go to that club. I told him how I was standin’ against the wall the whole time and how you came up and talked to me. He asked me what you looked like and I said you were tall and had dread locks. Why did you decide to grow them anyway?
Marcellus: Would you believe, Bob Marley?

Yanikos: Yeah, seems like a lot of folks like him.

Marcellus: Well, that ain’t it (Marcellus laughs). I guess you could say it is me tryin’ to be different. I started growin’ them out when I was about 16 or 17, back when Lenny Kravitz had his. He went and chopped his off, but I kept mine. (Marcellus takes a single lock out of the bunch and bring it forward) Can you believe that this was my hair four years ago?

Yanikos: That’s cool. 
Marcellus: So what is Quinton’s general impression of me?

Yanikos: He wants to meet you eventually. Ali too.

Marcellus: Should I watch out for this Ali kat. He might throw me a punch. 

Yanikos (laughing): Nah. I don’t think he would throw a punch for anybody other than Quinton. 

Marcellus: Maybe he diggin’ him. 

Yanikos: Nah, I don’t think so. I mean, they close, but…somethin’ tells me no. Plus, I think Quinton is tryin’ to get with this girl from our school. Jasmine. She is real pretty.

Marcellus: You ever had a boyfri…

(An unseen waitress comes up and takes their orders. Yanikos goes first since he gets the same thing all the time. Marcellus slowly rambles off his order. The waitress leaves.)
Marcellus: Damn, people keep interuptin’.

Yanikos: What?

Marcellus: What I was tryina ask you was, have you ever had a boyfriend.

Yanikos: No.

Marcellus: Aight, what about a girlfriend?

Yanikos: No.

Marcellus: Damn. I can’t believe that. How’d you get away with that for so long?

Yanikos: Pretended I had one at another school. Sometimes cancel on my teammates to say I’m hangin’ with her.

Marcellus: I gotcha. So what she look like?

Yanikos: She wasn’t real.

Marcellus: Yeah, I know that. But what she look like to you? What was her name.

Yanikos (laughing, but playing along): I called her Shavonne.

Marcellus: Oh yeah? Where you get that name from?

Yanikos: Just this girl I used to know a few years ago.

Marcellus: Aight, what she look like…The fake Shavonne, not the real one.

Yanikos: She was… (laughs) You serious ‘bout this?
Marcellus: Yeah.

Yanikos: Aight, aight. She was light, kinda like I am. She had long, brown, curly hair that went down her back. She had beautiful brown eyes. Uh…shit. It’s hard to describe. She got the “Emilia” look.

Marcellus: “Emilia” look?

Yanikos: Even that’s hard to explain. Aight, Emilia was this girl I saw on VH1 a long time ago. She had a music video and she was pretty tight. She looked like she was mixed and she had like…a…a…innocents, I guess, to her. She was one of those females that don’t act like they got a snotty ass attitude when they talk to you. She always positive and shit.

Marcellus: You put some thought into this.

Yanikos (embarrassed at the amount of information he has given out): Yeah. (trying to cover) I mean, I had to be. Like…you said I looked like I woulda had all the females chasin’ me. That’s true and they were. That’s why I created her so they would leave me alone, you know? When folks would ask me about her, I would have to tell them in detail or they wouldn’t believe me.

Marcellus: Don’t worry man, I ain’t tryin’ to judge you.

Yanikos: You know what’s fucked up? (a little quieter) I’m jealous of all these bisexual guys. They can blend in. You know, be with a girl and be undercover with a guy. I had to get the full fuckin’ effect of this. No matter how much I wanted to, I couldn’t like girls man. Couldn’t stand when they touched me or anything.

Marcellus: Bein’ bisexual ain’t all that, man. Trust me. At least you grew up knowin’ what you were. Folks like me gotta A. Grow up wondering what the hell is wrong with them. I knew I liked the females, but I also liked guys too. I ain’t know what the hell was wrong. I knew that girls were okay ground and I just thought that me likin’ guys was just me trippin’ out or something. I thought it would go away, but it ain’t. As I grew up, I couldn’t ignore it. And you know, more questions come with that. Which do you like more. Which could you spend your life with. If you was with one, would the other tempt you. That shit was hard. And B. Yeah, I could hide it and all, but that’s what was fucked up. I had to pretend to be somethin’ I’m not. That shit hurt. Bein’ with a girl and not being fully with her ‘cause my eye was on one of my teammates or some other fine brotha in school.

Yanikos: You ever cheat on her?

Marcellus: Nah, never. But I don’t know if that counts for anything when I cheated in my head. I thought about other dudes so much, when I woke up in the mornin’ I felt like I had slept with somebody else. 

Yanikos: You ever had a boyfriend?

Marcellus: Yeah. Had my first one when I came here. 

Yanikos: What was that like?

Marcellus: I don’t even know if you could call it much. It was pretty much just sex. After so long of playin’ that role, I wanted to play with somethin’ else other than pussy and I did. I think the only reason we lasted was because we had so much sex.

Yanikos: Oh.

Marcellus: But I’m old now. I need to be thinkin’ ‘bout settling down.

Yanikos (laughing): You are not old. 

Marcellus: 22? In a few years, they gonna hafta put me in a nursing home. 

Yanikos: Nah, I couldn’t let anyone do that. I’d take care of you.

Marcellus (noticing what Yanikos just said): Oh really? 

Yanikos (now realizing what he just did): Uh…jokin’.

Marcellus: ‘Bout damn time you started spittin’ some game to me.

(Yanikos is obviously embarrassed. He sits silently, looking down and playing with a fork. Marcellus watches him with a smirk on his face. Not a second later, the waitress brings their food and sits it on the table. Yanikos takes his hands from off the table and put them on his lap.)
Marcellus (trying to get Yanikos’ attention): Hey, foods here.

Yanikos (still not looking up): I know.

(Marcellus puts his hands under the table and gently grabs Yanikos’.)
Marcellus: Why you lookin’ down like that. I can’t see those eyes.

(Yanikos looks up at Marcellus. Marcellus’ smirk becomes a larger smile.)
Marcellus: That’s better.

(Marcellus still has Yanikos’ hand. Yanikos begins to smile.)
Marcellus: Still nervous?

Yanikos: I’m not nervous.

Marcellus: Yeah? I believe you this time. 

(Marcellus lets go of Yanikos’ hands.)
Marcellus: Lets eat. 

(Yanikos and Marcellus begin to eat and their booth fades away. They are now sitting next to each other in Marcellus’ car. He turns the engine off and gets out of the car. Yanikos does the same. They are at the shore of a large river. Water can be heard crashing against the rocks. It is nighttime.) 

Marcellus: Nice night.

Yanikos: Yeah. Clear sky.

Marcellus: Can’t see too many stars though.

Yanikos: Yeah, imagine if we were out in the country, away from the city.

Marcellus: It would be a lot clearer than it is now.

(Silence. Marcellus sits on the ground. Yanikos does the same)
Marcellus: So where do yo’ parents fit in all this chaos.

Yanikos: They don’t. I ain’t tell them.

Marcellus: Any plans to?

Yanikos: Nope.

Marcellus: Why?

Yanikos: They don’t need to know.

Marcellus: Why?

Yanikos: Because it ain’t they life.

Marcellus: Fair enough. But don’t you think that it would be better than you hidin’ it all the time?

Yanikos: No.

Marcellus: What’s with all these short answers?

Yanikos: It just ain’t something I talk about.

Marcellus: Aight, you mean you can tell me about ya’ football team tellin’ everybody that you gay. You can tell me all that personal stuff, but you can’t tell me about your parents.

Yanikos: It’s just hard to talk about, aight? If my parents knew, I would be out of the fuckin’ house. 

Marcellus: Religious, huh?

Yanikos: More than the fuckin’ pope.

Marcellus: Don’t tell me…Baptist.

Yanikos: Yes.

Marcellus: I see.

(Silence.)
Marcellus: You aight?

Yanikos: Yeah.

Marcellus: Still those short answers.

Yanikos: What about your parents.

Marcellus: Shyit, what about them?

Yanikos: Do they care that you like guys?

Marcellus: See, your question shoulda been, do they know I like guys.

Yanikos: They don’t?

Marcellus: Nope.

Yanikos: I can’t believe that. I thought you ain’t care who knew.

Marcellus: I don’t. I just like the way things are with them. I don’t need nothin’ messin’ that up.

Yanikos: That ain’t no excuse of why you ain’t tellin’ them.

Marcellus: I don’t make excesses. I don’t care who knows. Like you said, it’s my life, not theirs.

Yanikos: You think they’d treat you different?

Marcellus: That don’t matter. I like the image they got of me right now. No need to change that.

Yanikos: Oh, so it’s about image now?

Marcellus: Hey, don’t play that shit with me homeboy. I don’t care what folks think, but those are my parents. I can’t run from them.
Yanikos: Yo’ parents ain’t exactly gettin’ the correct image of you, are they?

Marcellus: Shit, if that’s the case, you tell yours.

Yanikos: You were the one who said I should tell them in the first place. Why don’t you?

Marcellus: I only said that because you don’t have that many folks who do know that are your friends. You got that dude Quinton and his boy. I don’t need more folks because I got enough of them who know. You the one that’s gotta hide all the time.

Yanikos: Look, I’m takin’ steps, aight? You got to leave ya’ hometown and start over. I didn’t. And I don’t have to hide because everybody already know. People found out and the worse part is, I gotta live with them knowin’. I been doin’ that for a fuckin’ year so I don’t need yo’ help. Yeah, I only got two friends, but I don’t give a fuck. I got all the friends that I want.

(Silence.)
Marcellus: All the friends you want? Did you ever add me to that list?

Yanikos: Nah.

Marcellus: Aight, I got you.

(Marcellus gets up and brushes off his pants. He starts walking toward his car.)
Yanikos: I’m still writin’ yo’ name to that new list you was talkin’ about.

(Marcellus stops and turns around.)
Marcellus: Oh really?

(Marcellus goes and helps Yanikos off of the ground. He grabs this hand and Yanikos is pulled upward. When Yanikos is on his feet, Marcellus still has his hand. He looks into Yanikos’ eyes and slowly leans in as kisses him on the lips. It’s Yanikos’ first kiss from another male.)
Scene IV: Coffee shop
Yanikos and Marcellus enter a small coffee shop. The shop is a place that Marcellus frequents pretty often, but is completely new to Yanikos.
Marcellus: You ever been here?

Yanikos: Nah, I didn’t even know it existed.

Marcellus: That’s because you don’t open your eyes. A lot of folks pass this place right up just because it don’t got the words “liquor” on the front sign. But actually, this place is pretty tight, Yah. Black owned and kept up real nice. Not run down like all those liquor stores that folks around here like to support.

Yanikos: So you don’t drink?

Marcellus: Of course I drink. But that don’t mean that I’m gonna support every single liquor store that pops up. I’d rather support something like this.

Yanikos: They sell liquor to support themselves. If that’s what people want then they are going to sell it. Nothin’ wrong with that. 

Marcellus: Who are the main folks behind those counters? Black people?

Yanikos: Nah.

Marcellus: Exactly. This city is 80 something percent Black and yet we don’t own shit in it. Everything is owned by someone else. This place is owned by a Black family and yet rarely do folks come in here.

Yanikos: So how do they make money?

Marcellus: Off of folks like me. I come in here pretty often just to chill, read, study. Every weekend they have a poetry night and that gets a pretty good turn out. At night, they play a little music too. One time, this dude brought his guitar in and started playin’. He got some nice tips too.

Yanikos: Do you perform?

Marcellus: I’ve been known to take the mic a few times when there ain’t a lot of people here. I’m shy.
Yanikos: Bullshit.

Marcellus: Damn boy, I love that smile. Let me buy you somethin’ to drink. What you like?

Yanikos: Nah, you don’t have to buy my anything.

Marcellus: Why not?

Yanikos: I don’t like when people buy me shit. It makes me feel like I gotta pay them back. 

Marcellus: Well, you don’t have to pay me back because I’m treatin’ you.

Yanikos: Nah, it’s okay. I don’t like coffee anyway. I’ll just get myself a smoothie or somethin’.

Marcellus: Come on Yah, I’m offerin’. I mean, what if one day I need somethin’ and I don’t have the money.

Yanikos: Then I got you.

Marcellus: Well let me get you this time.

Yanikos: It’s okay man. I got it. Remember, you’re a broke college student.
(Marcellus stops as though his ego is slightly hurt. But he is not one to take an insult lying down. Yanikos makes his order and just as the attendant gives the price, Marcellus puts his money down to pay for it.)

Marcellus: I told you I got it.

Yanikos: I owe you.

Marcellus: You owe me a kiss then. 

(The two get their drinks and sit down at one of the tables. Soft R&B can be heard playing in the background.)

Marcellus: So I’ve got this question that’s been on my mind since I met you.

Yanikos: What’s that?

Marcellus: Well, I look at those beautiful eyes and feel that soft hair and my mind tells me that you can’t be completely black. And I know black folks are prone to some crazy names, but Yanikos doesn’t seem like one of those.
Yanikos: Well, you’d be right. My dad is black and my mom is Puerto Rican, which makes me a mutt.

Marcellus: Don’t call yourself that.

Yanikos: Nah, I’m joking. But yeah, that’s my background and yeah, I speak Spanish.
Marcellus: So your name is Spanish
Yanikos: Yeah, but sometimes I wish I had a normal name. It gets kind of old havin’ to say it 5 times before people get it right. Maybe I should just choose an easier name like Nick.
Marcellus: Nah, there’s no way I’m goin’ out with a dude named Nick. 
Yanikos: What, bad experiences?

Marcellus (laughing): I like your name because it’s original. Not ghetto, but truly original.
Yanikos: Well, thanks.

Marcellus: So while I’m on my interviewing tip, why don’t I ask you somethin’ else. I’ve been wondering what life was like for you before the whole incident with your team. I know you had friends back then.

Yanikos: I don’t know if you would call them friends since they were nowhere to be found after everything went down. But before…damn, it’s hard to even remember those days man. Like they ain’t real anymore or something. Before, I was just a fun lovin’ guy. I used to go out to parties and clubs to dance. I would party hard.

Marcellus: Drinkin’? 

Yanikos: Not too often. I ain’t wanna look stupid out on the dance floor. I would drink socially, but never because I wanted to get drunk. 

Marcellus: You like to dance huh? Would you dance with me?

Yanikos: I ain’t never danced with a dude before.

Marcellus: You wanna try?

Yanikos: Maybe one day. I don’t know. Can you dance?
Marcellus: You’re gonna have to find out, won’t you?

Yanikos: I guess so.

Marcellus: What else? If I ran into back then, what could I expect?

Yanikos (as though the picture is right in front of him): I just remember being a lot happier back then. Actually smiling and not dodging people. I wasn’t an asshole. Never an asshole to people. My friends said that I was always hyper, always active, always doin’ somethin’, you know? I remember one time, we was all walkin’ by the river on the beach. Not far from where you and me was last time. And it was so fuckin’ hot outside, even at night. So I stripped down to my boxers and ran into the water. Everybody laughed they asses off, but I was spontaneous like that. 

Marcellus: I wish that hadn’t changed.

Yanikos: You’d rather have met me before. Shit, I’d rather you’d met me before.

Marcellus: I see it in you still though. Every time you smile or laugh, I see a spark of that.

Yanikos: I wish I could feel it again. I don’t think I’ll be able to until I get out of here.

Marcellus: That day will come soon enough. You won’t have to deal with anybody you don’t want to. 

Yanikos: I just don’t see why they had to do that to me. I’m sorry, but I’ve never really talked about this with anybody. I mean, I told the story, but I never really said how I felt about it. My thing is, I ain’t never had problems with any of those motha fuckas. I was cool with everybody. I was fast, but I wasn’t the star of the team, that was Duke. So like, why me?

Marcellus: Well you said it was just supposed to be a joke.

Yanikos: Even still, why single me out for that? Just cause I didn’t have a girl? Damn, I put so much trust into those motha fuckas. Into everybody, man. The team turned their back on me after that and so did the rest of the school. Folks that didn’t even have to worry about me tryin’ to do somethin’ to them were treating me like I was straight garbage. 

Marcellus: We all have to learn this lesson some way or another. You always have a moment where you learn who will be by you and who won’t. Right now, you got Quinton and Ali and me. (beat) Wait, you said Ali was on the team with you right?

Yanikos: Yeah.

Marcellus: So how did he escape your dislike for your teammates?

Yanikos: Well I guess you could say that my current state of mind is my fault too. I mean, granted folks stopped talkin’ to me, but at the same time, I stopped talkin’ to them because I assumed they wouldn’t want shit to do with me. With Ali, I assumed he was in on it all along, but I didn’t look hard enough. Turns out, he ain’t know shit about what was going on the whole time because the guys on the team knew he would stop it. All they did was tell him to show up and he did, but before he could do anything it was everyone’s cue to run in.

Marcellus: Didn’t he try to talk to you?

Yanikos: Yeah, he did. I didn’t want to listen to him though. I thought he was just tryin’ to start some other shit with me. All the guys did from time to time. The same guys that I would laugh with would walk down the hall and straight clown me like we had no prior friendship at all. So when Ali would come up to me, I thought it would be the same ploy. Eventually he stopped and I didn’t have to worry about it. My eyes were set on graduating.
Marcellus: Well, I am glad you got folks in your corner.

Yanikos: Shit, I’m rambling. What about you? If I would have met you when you was in high school, what would I’ve seen?

Marcellus: The biggest asshole you’d ever encounter.

Yanikos: That’s bullshit.

Marcellus: Nah, not this time. It started off as me just tryin’ to fit in, you know? My teammates acted a certain way so I had to mimic that. So what started off as being just a show became my life. Disrespected females and didn’t care about classes. I had the chance to go to some of the top universities in the nation, but here I am in good ol’ Detroit. Nuts right?

Yanikos: You’re not an asshole now.

Marcellus: Things happen when you change location. My attitude was based on my skill at basketball. See, I was somethin’ in high school so I could be an ass and get away with it. Here, it was different. Nobody had to be my friend if they didn’t want to because there was far too many folks that I was interchangeable with.

Yanikos: What do you mean?

Marcellus: Well in my high school there were certain cliques you could fall under. With me, if no one else liked me then the Black students did. But in high school in general, there isn’t much room to pick and choose friends. It’s all about getting in where you fit in. I got here and the student population grew at least 15 times that of my high school. Plus, we were in Detroit, which is a major city all in itself. If someone didn’t like me, then they could go else where for friends. I had to learn to just be normal for once. And that was a good thing because I needed to rediscover myself in a way. I was buried under all those years of being an athlete that I thought that was the only thing I could be. When I got here, I started discovering other shit and making friends who were a lot more diverse. 

Yanikos: Do you’re parents miss you?

Marcellus: I’m sure they do, whether they know it or not. I go home every so often to see them. I’ve changed a lot in their eyes.

Yanikos: Yeah, me too. I don’t talk to them anymore.

Marcellus: I thought they ain’t know. 

Yanikos: They don’t. But I used to be able to deal with them and their religiosity before all of this. 

Marcellus: Is that a word?

Yanikos: It is now (they laugh). When I had friends, I wasn’t forced to listen to them all the time. Now, I have to so I try to just stay in my room.
Marcellus: Somethin’ tells me your new friends ain’t havin’ that.

Yanikos: Sometimes, I think I bother them. Like I am just a little pest to them.

Marcellus: Why?

Yanikos: I just feel like I’m the third wheel whenever we do something. I keep quiet while they do their thing.
Marcellus: I doubt that, Yanikos. Quinton sought you out.
Yanikos: Nah, I asked him to eat with me.

Marcellus: You have to stop downin’ yourself. Is it really that impossible for someone to want to be friends with you?

Yanikos: Sometimes I don’t know.

Marcellus: It’s not homie, trust me on that. When am I going to meet them anyway?

Yanikos: You want to?

Marcellus: I’d like to if you and I are gonna be cool.

Yanikos: I think we are all hangin’ out this weekend.

Marcellus: Aight then. I want you to meet my friends too. I got a feelin’ about you.

Yanikos: What feelin’?

Marcellus: We’ll save that for a later date. Lets just chill here and listen to the music aight?

Yanikos: Okay.
Scene V: Marcellus’ Apartment

Marcellus opens the door to his apartment and walks in followed by Yanikos. Marcellus goes about his usual routine of checking his mail, voice mail, even feeding his fish. Yanikos anxiously looks around, not straying from his bubble of limited comfort.
Marcellus (noticing Yanikos while going through his mail): You know you can have a seat if you want.
Yanikos: Thanks. (Yanikos goes to the couch and sits down. He only stays for seconds as his curiosity and nervousness force him right back up. He begins to look around) You have a nice place man. 
Marcellus (looking up): This place? Nah, it’s not that nice. Better than some folks though.

Yanikos: Do you live with anybody?

Marcellus: Just good ol’ me.

Yanikos: That must suck for you.

Marcellus: Why’s that?

Yanikos: If I were you, I wouldn’t be able to put up with you for more than a few hours.

Marcellus (laughing): Oh, you got jokes. You did okay with me today. This is, what? Hour number 8? Not bad at all for someone who couldn’t put up with me (They laugh. Marcellus finishes his mail sorting and goes to his couch. He watches Yanikos with a grin as he looks around his apartment) Don’t worry, this won’t be the last time you see this place. There’ll be plenty of time to look around this place later on. (Beat) Come sit with me.
Yanikos: Aight. (Yanikos goes and sits next to Marcellus on the couch)
Marcellus: Nah…this ain’t right. This ain’t comfortable. (Marcellus slides onto the floor and opens his legs so that one is bent upwards and the other lays flat.) Sit here.

Yanikos: Where?

Marcellus: Here. (gestures between his legs)
Yanikos: I don’t know if I’m down for that, homie.

Marcellus: What? Don’t worry, I ain’t tryinna make you do nothin’ nasty just yet. I just want you closer to me. Is that a problem?
Yanikos: Nah, it ain’t a problem. I just don’t know if I’m comfortable with that yet. 

Marcellus: Yah, you gotta stop this man. We’ve spent two weeks tryin’ to get comfortable and you still actin’ the same way. I’m not tryin’ to be one of your homies or just some dude you know. I’m not tryin’ to be added to that list. I tryin’ to be more than that and you ain’t lettin’ me.

Yanikos: Look man, I’m tryin’ aight? Two weeks ago I ain’t even ever kissed another dude and now you want me to walk down the street holdin’ hands and shit?

Marcellus: Holdin’ hands? When the fuck did I ever say that? Yanikos, I want you to stop bein’ so damn nervous around me. I’m not gonna bite you, hurt you, or anything like that. I’m not gonna kick your ass if you touch me. Just stop being so nervous.
Yanikos: I can’t help it, aight? I’m just tryin’ to figure all of this out.

Marcellus: Look, I don’t want to argue about this with you. I didn’t mean for this to turn into an argument. Honestly Yah, I just want to feel like something more than just some kat that you know. Every time I see you smirk or smile, I want to hug you or kiss you, but I want to feel like you want to do the same.

Yanikos: I do.

Marcellus: Then do it. Make me feel like I mean somethin’ to you, even if it’s just a little. (Silence) Look, you don’t have to sit there, but at least come over here. (Yanikos walks over to Marcellus and sits down next to him) Would it make you feel better I reversed it and I laid on you? If I was the bitch in this?

Yanikos: You wouldn’t be the bitch.

Marcellus: But that’s what you’re thinkin’, right? You sit between my legs and I’m makin’ you the bitch, right?
Yanikos: Wrong. Look, Marcellus you don’t know me as well as you think aight? Stop making snap judgments. I don’t care where you sit, but I don’t think you’re a bitch or in a bitch position.

(Silence)

Marcellus (remorseful): Can I sit with you?

Yanikos: Yeah, yeah. 

(Marcellus moves and rests between Yanikos’ legs. He lays his head on Yanikos’ chest and places his arm on his leg.)

Marcellus: This ain’t so bad, is it?
Yanikos: Nah, it never was. (Silence) You know, I don’t mean to come off as cold to you. I just don’t know how this works. I mean, you know how the guy to girl deal works because you grow up with it. It’s basically programmed into your head as a kid. Guy asks the girl out. Guy picks up the girl and pays for everything. Guy puts his arm around the girl. All that shit. Even with some shit I’ve seen with gay folks, there’s always one feminine one to be the bitch…as you say it. But it’s not like that with you.

Marcellus: Why? Because neither one of us acts like little girls?

Yanikos: Yeah. But it’s not just that. I don’t know how to act around you because everything feels so strange. Sometimes I want to hug you, but my head tells me not to. I treat you like I would a regular dude because that’s how I’ve been treatin’ dudes all my life and I don’t know any other way. I’m not gonna treat you like I would a female because you ain’t one. So, I’m stuck either way. This shit is just weird
Marcellus: Then let’s just go with it, aight? If it feels weird then that means we are doin’ somethin’ right.

Yanikos: If you say so.

(Silence)
Marcellus: So how did you think today went?

Yanikos: I think it went pretty damn well. Ali and Quinton seem to like you a lot. Ali especially. He didn’t stop talkin’ to you.

Marcellus: Yeah, that Ali dude was cool. You say he was on the team with you right?

Yanikos: Yeah, the football team, not the track.

Marcellus: I can tell. He is built like a football player, which makes me wonder how you survived. I mean, you’re not skinny, but he could knock you down.

Yanikos: I was fast. Really fast. Ali is pretty quick himself, buy no one on the team could catch me and it was the same for the guys on the other team.
Marcellus: Shyit, I could catch you. 

Yanikos: That’s what you think. I was the fastest boy out there.

Marcellus: Yeah, but I would be runnin’ for something I wanted.

Yanikos (Waiting a moment, knowing what he wants to say, but not sure if he wants to deliver): …If you were chasing me, I wouldn’t run. (There is a silence and Marcellus smiles, finally feeling satisfied. He may get more comfortable on Yanikos, maybe rubbing his leg or making contact with his other hand. Yanikos is nervous, but accepting. During the next sequence, Yanikos gets comfortable himself, placing his hand on Marcellus. At some point he starts to play with his deadlocks and running his hand over his arm, but very subtly.) Did…did your friends like me?
Marcellus: Yeah, they did. It’s funny because you one of the first dudes I let them see in a long time.

Yanikos: Why is that?

Marcellus: Well, most dudes I meet at the club ain’t exactly boyfriend material, you know what I’m sayin’? Shyit, half of the time that I’m there I’m not lookin’ for anybody, I just wanna dance or something like that. Dudes there…heh, they’re somethin’ else. If they ain’t actin’ like girls then they ugly. If they ain’t ugly then all they want is to fuck. Most of the time, that ain’t what I’m lookin’ for. 
Yanikos: Wait, I thought those was your friends at the club.

Marcellus: Oh, no. I mean, those are my club going folks that I know, but they ain’t exactly close to me.

Yanikos: So what about your real friends? Are the ones I met like us?

Marcellus: Are they gay? Nah, not at all. In fact, most of the folks I hang around are straight. I have very few friends that are gay.

Yanikos: And they don’t have a problem with it?

Marcellus: I already told you man, I don’t keep folks around me that ain’t cool with it. If they got such a big problem over something so small then they can find some other folks to hang out with. 

Yanikos: But it seem like most folks would just be weird about it, you know? Kind of like a female in a group of men.

Marcellus: I ain’t no female.

Yanikos: It’s a metaphor.

Marcellus (smiling): Actually, it’s a simile, youngin’.

Yanikos: You know what I mean.

Marcellus: Ain’t never been no problem. I know a perfectly fine female when I see one. If they want to talk about girls then we can talk about girls.

Yanikos: What about when you wanna talk about dudes?

Marcellus: I guess that’s the downside to it. To tell you the truth man, I don’t even feel comfortable talkin’ about other dudes around them. I just like things to stay normal between us. 

Yanikos: Why are most of your friends straight?

Marcellus: I don’t know, Yah. I’ve just never kept too many folks around that weren’t straight. When I first moved out here, I wanted that freedom to see other dudes, but I didn’t want to get caught up in the life like some kats are.
Yanikos: What do you mean?
Marcellus: Some dudes are just so caught up into the life. They make it their lives and flaunt it like it’s somethin’ to wear. They want folks to know that they’re gay. They’ll use all the vocabulary like they tryin’ to study for some gay foreign language test or something. With me, I know what I am, but I don’t flaunt that shit because to me it isn’t a big deal. Straight dudes don’t come up to me and proclaim how straight he is so why the hell would I do it to them? But don’t get me wrong, I will still let folks know when a brotha looks good. 
Yanikos: Ain’t nothin’ wrong with bein’ proud of who you are. Black people do it all the time and so do other folks. Some of those dudes been held down for so long, they can’t help but to be proud out loud.

Marcellus (turning back and smiling): Proud out loud? Motha fucka, you sound like one of them. Nah, I’m joking, but you’re right in that there’s nothin’ wrong with being proud. But bring proud and throwin’ your sexuality in everybody’s face are two different things. Don’t come up to me and my boys sayin’, “Hey, I’m gay… oh, and my name is Mark.” (Yanikos laughs. Marcellus changes moods). I don’t know though. I like my straight friends honestly man. I like the fact that they ain’t gay.
Yanikos: Why would it matter?

Marcellus: It shouldn’t… but in my head it does. I like being with dudes who like girls because I feel normal with them. I don’t feel like this strange minority when I’m with them. I can talk about girls without somebody being all weird about it. You gotta understand that, right? Ain’t that why you ain’t got no gay friends?

Yanikos: Not exactly. If I could meet more people like you then I wouldn’t mind bein’ around them. But if you were so comfortable with yourself then why would you need to feel normal?
Marcellus: Shit, it ain’t my fault. Blame society.

Yanikos: That’s a weak answer. 

Marcellus: It ain’t a weak answer. I’m just bullshitting so that I got time to think of something. (Marcellus searches for something intelligent to say, but in the end comes with what he feels) Look Yah, for real, blame society. I am cool with who I am, but sometimes I just want to fit, you know? I mean, look at me. Hell, look at both of us. We don’t fit. We don’t fit. We like guys, but we sure as hell don’t fit in with gay folks. Especially ones that are all into the culture. We don’t fit into straight society because of our sexuality. So what can I do? The only thing I can do is try to fit. 
Yanikos: But you’re not fitting anywhere. You tryin’ to fit would be you ignorin’ everything you felt to be like everyone else. You’re still yourself, you just surroundin’ yourself with folks who got the same interests, you know? Like, aight, I’ll never understand it, but some Black folks would rather be around White folks. That don’t mean they hate Black people, they just feel more comfortable with White people because they feel, like you said, like they don’t fit. The problem is when you avoid people based on their race…or who they like. I just hope you ain’t purposefully tryin’ to avoid gay folks. 

Marcellus: Can’t be if I met you.

Yanikos: That’s true. 

Marcellus: So what’s the deal? How do you feel about me?

Yanikos: As far as what?

Marcellus: Nah, don’t play stupid on me. You know what I mean. How do you feel about me bein’ in your life. So far, we’ve been skirtin’ around the issue.

Yanikos: It’s only been two weeks.

Marcellus: Yeah, I know that. But still, I want to know where I stand with you. How you feel about all this. 

Yanikos: I like you.

Marcellus: You like hamburgers…

Yanikos: I like you more than hamburgers. (They laugh) I like you a lot, man.
Marcellus: I like you too. I’m really glad I met you, Yah. 

Yanikos: Don’t tell me that I’ve changed your life or anything.

Marcellus: Shit, I only said I liked you. I ain’t tryina put a ring on your finger.

(Beat) (Silence)

Yanikos: You ever think you might get married?

Marcellus: Actually, I’ve thought about that a lot and honestly, I don’t know. I mean, I don’t like the idea of marriage anyway. It’s bullshit.

Yanikos: What do you mean?

Marcellus: I mean, think about it. In today’s world, what is marriage? A fuckin’ contract saying that two people can share insurance and property. That’s it. It doesn’t bind people like it used to.

Yanikos: People shouldn’t be forced to stay together if they don’t want to.

Marcellus: That’s not the point I was making. Back in the day, folks used to stay together because marriage meant something. If things got bad, they wanted to work to stay together because that label was on them. Sure, folks got divorced every so often and I think when there is no possible way for two people to stay together then they should get divorced. But at the same time, divorce shouldn’t be an easy way out of anything.

Yanikos: So what about you? How do you want to end up?

Marcellus: To tell you the truth. I don’t need that fucking contract. My love for whoever I’m with will bind me to them and I don’t need a fucking piece of paper to tell me that. (beat) What about you?

Yanikos: It’s obvious that I’m never getting married. Not the way I want to anyway. 

Marcellus: Fuck the law side of it.

Yanikos: I agree, fuck them. I don’t care about the law, but the religious side gets to me sometimes.

Marcellus: What do you mean?

Yanikos: Well…aight, I remember I went to my cousin’s wedding. It was my favorite cousin and the first wedding that I actually participated in. I hate to admit it, but I almost cried watching her walk up the aisle, just because we grew up together, you know? During the service, I just started thinking that something this beautiful is something I will never experience. I will never be able to stand in front of God with someone I love and say that I’m going to work to make this last and I want Your help in doing it. 
Marcellus: I didn’t know you was religious like that. 

Yanikos: That’s funny, because I’m not. I believe in God, but I’m the bible thumper that my parents are. And as afraid I am of God, I still love him and I want to say that. I want to stand up and have my relationship blessed by God. And I don’t want to do that in private either. But that will never happen, you know? As much as folks debate over whether who I am is right or wrong, no one knows for sure.

Marcellus: I know man.

Yanikos: You’re not religious are you?

Marcellus: No. Is that going to be a problem?

Yanikos: Do you think I’m dumb for believing in God?

Marcellus: Not at all.

Yanikos: Then it’s not a problem. 

(Marcellus smiles. Yanikos leans his head back upset about the last topic of conversation. Marcellus slowly gets up and offers his hand to Yanikos. He pulls Yanikos up and keeps their hands locked. Yanikos smiles nervously and slaps his other hand against the fist that they have made with their interlocked hands.)
Marcellus: I’m not one of your boys.

(Yanikos’ smile slowly fades and their hands change from the handshake position to that of them holding hands. Yanikos moves closer to Marcellus and they kiss passionately.)
Marcellus: It’s 12:30. You want to sleep here tonight?

Yanikos: Yeah, I can. I’m sure my parents would like a night without me. Just sleep out here?

Marcellus: Nah, I was thinkin’ you could sleep in the bedroom with me. (Marcellus removes his shirt, baring his chest. He places Yanikos’ hands on him and starts to kiss him.) Don’t worry, ain’t no motha fuckas in the closet. Just me and you. (Marcellus starts to remove Yanikos’ shirt. Yanikos finishes the job, but is still rather nervous.) It’s okay Yanikos, I already know what you thinkin’. We not doin’ that tonight. But I’m not gonna be one of your boys either. 

(Marcellus throws their shirts on the couch and takes off the band that has held his hair back since the beginning of all of this. He grabs Yanikos’ hands and lead him to the bedroom. Lights fade). 
