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— INSPIRED BY TRUE EVENTS — 

 

On the morning of May 14, 1920 Cyril Wilcox, a Harvard sophomore at home on 
academic probation, was found dead in his bedroom.  

Days following his death, two envelopes arrived at the Wilcox residence addressed to 
Cyril containing graphic language describing the homosexual activities of a group of 
friends on campus. The letters were promptly brought to the attention of Acting Dean, 
Chester Greenough, who bypassed the Admin board, and consulted directly with 
Harvard’s president Lawrence Lowell.  

Lowell appointed a “Court” of five administrators to convene in secret, gather evidence, 
and report back its findings. According to the Court’s summary: “It appeared that there 
was a nest of perverts centering at the room of Ernest Roberts, 28 Perkins Hall, and the 
students who had intimate relations with Roberts and his group were advised by the 
Acting Dean, at the instruction of the President, to withdraw from the University at once. 
In addition, there were several comparatively involved cases of perversion brought to 
light by accident.”  

Thirty-eight men were interrogated by the Court; fourteen were convicted of 
“homosexualism,” including eight students, an assistant professor, a recent graduate and 
four men unaffiliated with the institution. Not only were students asked to leave the 
college, all men found guilty were blacklisted and forced out of the city of Cambridge 
altogether.  

For more than eighty years, these events remained undisclosed until 2002 when a student 
journalist for The Harvard Crimson, Amit Paley, stumbled across a reference to “secret 
court files, 1920” while combing the university archives. After initial resistance, Harvard 
granted Paley access to the long-abandoned files of over 500 pages documenting in detail 
the systematic persecution of these students.  

The Secret Court is a new American play collaboratively written by members of Plastic 
Theatre, based on court transcripts, family correspondence, and other historical records 
from the Harvard University Archives.  

 
  



 
 

THE SECRET COURT 
 
 

 

LOCATIONS  
Harvard University  

Cambridge, Massachusetts  
Fall River, Massachusetts 

 

TIME 
May & June 1920 

 

CHARACTERS (CAST OF 9 MEN) 

ACTOR 1: Eugene CUMMINGS  23 years old, (senior)  

ACTOR 2: Ernest ROBERTS 21 years old, (sophomore) 

ACTOR 3: Joseph LUMBARD  18 years old, (sophomore) 

ACTOR 4: Edward SAY  20 years old, transfer student, (sophomore) 

ACTOR 5: Keith SMERAGE  21 years old, transfer student, (junior) 

ACTOR 6: Nathaniel WOLLF  25 years old, (senior) 

ACTOR 7: Stanley GILKEY  19 years old, (sophomore) 

ACTOR 8: Donald CLARK  24 years old, (third-year PhD candidate) 

ACTOR 9: Kenneth DAY  20 years old, (sophomore) 

 Lester WILCOX 29 years old, (brother of Cyril Wilcox) 

The COURT a secret tribunal of five Harvard administrators,  
 played by various members of the ensemble 

 

NOTE ON HISTORICAL EVENTS: Some characters and events are combined for dramatic and interpretive 
purposes. Dialogue is imagined to be consistent with these events. 

NOTE ON CASTING: While the characters in this play are based on real people, casting need not reflect nine 
white men. On the contrary, the authors encourage a multiracial cast whenever possible.  

NOTE ON SCENIC DESIGN: The set should be minimal and transitions seamless and instantaneous. All that is 
needed to tell this story are some wooden chairs and a smattering of period props and furniture pieces. A 
large, majestic floor-to-ceiling bookcase anchors the set and should be weight-bearing so CUMMINGS can 
climb to the top at the end of the play.  

NOTE ON TEXT: When one character starts speaking before another has finished, the point of interruption is 
indicated by a slash (/).  
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  ACT I 

 Prologue 

Lights up on the BOYS posing for a group photograph. We see a 
noticeably empty spot in the composition. 

 

 BOYS (singing) 

Fair Harvard! Thy sons to thy Jubilee throng, 
From the home of our infantile years, 
When our fathers had warned, and our mothers had prayed, 
And our sisters had blest through their tears. 
Thou then wert our parent, the nurse of our soul; 
We were molded to manhood by thee, 
Till freighted with treasure thoughts, friendships and hopes…  
Thou didst launch us on Destiny’s sea. 

(Flashbulb. Blackout. A telephone rings in the distance.) 

 

 

 Scene One 

Lights up on Perkins Hall, second floor bathroom. Kenneth DAY and 
Joseph LUMBARD stand in front of a mirror. DAY is dripping with 
sweat after a long run. LUMBARD is meticulously shaving. 

 

 DAY  

We’ll have a signal.  

 LUMBARD  

Such as...  

 DAY 

A tie on the doorknob.  

 LUMBARD 

But everyone knows what a tie on the doorknob means. 

 DAY 

That’s why it’s a good signal, Joe.  

 LUMBARD 

You mean you want everyone to know what’s going on in there?  

 DAY 

Don’t you?  

 LUMBARD 

Well, you’re not supposed to kiss and tell, right?  
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 DAY 

Like Hell you’re not! A man has to protect his territory. You and I are two of three hundred, hungry, red-
blooded American males at this school who are all looking for the same thing.  

 LUMBARD  

A diploma?  

 DAY 

These friends of ours... they’ll take the shirt off your back and the girl out of your arms when you’re not 
looking. Trust me. 

 LUMBARD 

Well, what kind of knot? Or, are you thinking a bow tie?  

 DAY 

The tie doesn’t matter, Joseph! The point is you took off your tie. 

 LUMBARD  

Maybe if there’s a tie and a handkerchief it means you brought her friend back for me.  

 DAY 

Only if you make the same promise! 

 LUMBARD 

Sure. I’ll bring back all of the girls I scoop up at the next debate competition.   

 DAY 

Don’t get to discouraged, Joe. Plenty of girls are looking for brains and not brawn.  

 LUMBARD 

Yeah, but have you seen what they look like?  

(DAY removes his shirt.)  

 DAY 

Not to worry. Next year, I’m going to introduce you to all kinds of women, “Hey, Miss Bryn Mawr! Meet 
my roommate, Joseph Lumbard, the master debater!”  

 LUMBARD 

My reputation precedes me.  

 DAY 

Joe, women care about one thing and one thing only: the size of a man’s grade point average.  

(They laugh.) 

Speaking of…are we still on for tomorrow night? 

 LUMBARD 

??? 

 DAY 

Our study session? 
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 LUMBARD (remembering) 

Right! Yes. Looking forward to it.  

 DAY 

Are you sure it’s not an inconvenience?  

 LUMBARD 

Not at all. I’m happy to help. 

 (Edward SAY enters, hung-over.)   

Morning Edward!  

 SAY  

Morning Joe. Day.  

 DAY  

Say.  

 LUMBARD 

Edward, any interest in attending Ken’s track meet Saturday?  

 SAY 

Me? No. I have allergies.  

 LUMBARD  

To what?  

 SAY  

Sporting events.  

 LUMBARD  

Oh, c’mon! 

(He sings. DAY eventually picks up his cue.)  

Ten-thousand men of Harvard want victory today!  

 SAY 

Yes, well, you’ll have to make do with 9,999 men of Harvard. I’m busy Saturday.  

 LUMBARD 

I tell you, Ken, you make me long for my athletic days.  

 SAY (feigning interest) 

Oh? When exactly were those?  

 LUMBARD  

I used to run.  

 SAY 

Joseph, you got winded running for student representative.  

 LUMBARD 
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I could have run first-string at some colleges.  

 SAY  

Where? Wellesley?  

 LUMBARD  

I can run, Edward!  

 DAY (slapping LUBARD’s ass) 

You’ve got the build for it.   

 LUMBARD 

Well, I’m nothing compared to Ken Day! The fastest man at Harvard! Or so the ladies tell it.   

 DAY 

Joe, stop. You’re making me blush.  

 SAY  

Yes, Joe, please stop.  

 LUMBARD (to DAY)  

You know you can’t sneak in too many women next year—my political career cannot take the scandal.  

 DAY 

But Senator Lumbard, I promised her she could meet my roommate, the man with the golden tongue?  

 LUMBARD 

In that case, put a tie on the doorknob and, uh, show her into my office.  

(Laughter. DAY affectionately punches LUMBARD in the arm. It 
hurts.)  

 DAY 

All right, I better hit the shower before church.  

(DAY goes to shower. LUMBARD stares after him, smiling.) 

 SAY 

You mean you’re not going to bathe together?  

 LUMBARD 

What is that supposed to mean?  

 SAY 

You two are inseparable these days.  

 LUMBARD  

I like the boy, Edward.  

 SAY 

Well, if you’re hoping for a date, you’ll have to start shaving a little lower.  

 LUMBARD 

You’re one to talk. When did you last have a date?  
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 SAY 

I went to the opera last night in fact. 

 LUMBARD  

With whom? 

 SAY 

Oh, I don’t remember her name—she was a dreadful bore. 

 LUMBARD 

Such chivalry! Is that what they taught you last year at Dartmouth?  

 SAY 

They taught me humility at Dartmouth. I’ve noticed it’s an elective at Harvard.  

 LUMBARD 

If she was such a bore, what kept you out so late?  

 SAY 

We ditched our dates and spent the rest of the night carousing among more interesting fellows.  

 LUMBARD  

From Harvard?  

 SAY 

No, some Boston chaps Ernest knew.  

 LUMBARD  

Edward, I hate to bring this up...   

 SAY  

Please don’t then. 

 LUMBARD 

Remember that new amendment that bans the manufacture, sale, and transportation of intoxicating liquors? 

 SAY 

Yes, I’m aware of the 18th Amendment, Joseph.  

 LUMBARD  

Just be careful, Edward. 

 SAY 

Of what? 

 LUMBARD 

A fast crowd. 

 SAY  

I know what I’m doing. 

 LUMBARD 
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But I don’t think you know what it looks like. And appearances matter. 

 SAY 

Of course they do. Harvard is only skin-deep. 

(Ernest ROBERTS enters fully dressed and impeccably groomed.)  

 LUMBARD 

Speak of the Devil.  

 ROBERTS 

Good morning, all.  

 SAY 

Good morning, Ernest. You’re just in time for Father Lumbard’s morning sermon on sobriety, prudence, 
and wearing those pants.  

 LUMBARD 

What’s wrong with my pants?  

 SAY 

Nothing if you’re attending a baptism in 1913.  

 ROBERTS 

Really, Joseph, the mode is to wear a bit of sock.  

 LUMBARD  

These are fine trousers.  

 ROBERTS 

Don’t worry. You have until Friday to buy a new pair. 

 LUMBARD 

Why? What’s happening Friday? 

 ROBERTS 

Only the biggest bash that Perkins Hall has ever seen.  

 LUMBARD  

Not another party Ernest.  

 ROBERTS 

It’s the end of the year, Joseph. Couldn’t you stop by just once and raise a glass to our sharing a floor?  

 LUMBARD  

I have finals.  

 ROBERTS  

We all have finals.  

 LUMBARD 

And you can’t have a party during Reading Period.  

 ROBERTS 
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Of course I can. The question is whether or not I should. 

 LUMBARD  

You shouldn’t.  

 ROBERTS 

But if I don’t get to know you better, Joseph, how can I convince my father, Congressman Roberts, the 
virtues of having my housemate as his summer associate?  

(LUMBARD is speechless. After a moment, Eugene CUMMINGS 
bursts in the door, distraught, nonplussed to find more than ROBERTS 
in the room.)  

 ROBERTS 

Morning, Eugene.  

 CUMMINGS 

Oh, I... Sorry, I didn’t mean to interrupt.  

 SAY 

See, Joseph, look at Eugene. Those are trousers!  

 LUMBARD 

Are you putting me on? Our pants look identical. 

 CUMMINGS 

Ernest, may I have a word?  

 ROBERTS 

“A word” about what?  

 CUMMINGS  

I think it’s better if I told you in private. 

 ROBERTS 

Nonsense. Anything you can say to me, you can say in front of Eddie. 

 SAY 

And anything you can say in front of me goes right over Joe’s head so… 

 LUMBARD  

Excuse me?  

 SAY  

Case in point.  

 CUMMINGS 

No, it’s not that... It’s unpleasant and I...  

 ROBERTS 

Out with it, Eugene. 

 CUMMINGS  
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It’s about Cyril.  

 SAY 

What about/Cyril? 

 ROBERTS 

Cyril Wilcox out of hibernation./Good. Maybe he can finally answer one of my letters. 

 LUMBARD 

Cyril Wilcox. Which one is Cyril Wilcox again? Didn’t he leave in April? 

 CUMMINGS  

He died last night.  

(Silence. DAY steps out of the shower, naked and dripping wet.)  

Kenneth.  

 DAY  

Eugene.  

(There’s still a bit of silence.)  

What?  

 ROBERTS 

Cyril died last night. 

(DAY towels himself off. No one is speaking.)  

 LUMBARD 

I’m sorry to hear that, Eugene. May I ask, was he ill?  

 CUMMINGS  

No...  

(Pause.) 

 ROBERTS (definitively) 

There was an accident.  

 LUMBARD  

How would you know that?  

 ROBERTS 

Well, Cyril wasn’t sick, so it would have to be some accident or other. Yes, Eugene?  

 CUMMINGS 

Yes…exactly. Lester said there was an accident.  

 LUMBARD  

What sort of accident?  

 SAY 

What difference does it make? 
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 LUMBARD  

Who is Lester?  

 ROBERTS  

Cyril’s older brother.   

 LUMBARD 

Was anyone else hurt? In the accident?  

 SAY  

Don’t be morbid.  

 CUMMINGS 

Ernest, you and I were asked to be pallbearers.   

 LUMBARD 

Are you two close with the family?  

 SAY 

Stop asking so many questions.  

 ROBERTS 

Eugene and Cyril were from the same town. And I... well, I guess having your local congressman’s son at 
the funeral always looks good to the congregation.  

 SAY 

Hush. You both deserve to carry Cyril. You were his dear friends.  

 ROBERTS 

We carried him home drunk plenty of nights. I guess once more would nice. 

 CUMMINGS 

Lester asked me to invite you too, Kenneth. 

 DAY  

I... can’t.  

 LUMBARD  

Ken, how did you know Cyril? 

 DAY  

We were assigned as roommates last year.  

 CUMMINGS 

Are you sure you can’t come—  

 DAY 

I can’t. Sorry. I have a big race on Saturday.   

 SAY 

Does anyone else know about Cyril?  

 CUMMINGS  
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No.  

 ROBERTS  

They will soon enough.  

 DAY (quickly) 

I should get to church. See you later, Joe.  

(DAY leaves, and the other BOYS exchange looks about it.)  

 LUMBARD 

Excuse me, can someone please tell me what happened? Nineteen-year-old boys don’t just suddenly die.  

 ROBERTS 

I believe a few million of them just did, Joseph.  

 LUMBARD 

Was it an automobile accident, or—  

 SAY  

Enough!  

 CUMMINGS 

When Ernest and I get all the facts, we’ll be sure to tell everyone.  

(CUMMINGS breaks down. SAY elbows LUMBARD. ROBERTS 
puts his hands on CUMMINGS’s shoulders.) 

 ROBERTS 

I’ll tell you what, Eugene—after the funeral in Fall River, we’ll stay a couple of days at my family’s house 
on the Cape. And when we get back, we’ll throw a party in Perkins 28 that would make Cyril proud.  

 CUMMINGS 

Ernest, I don’t feel celebratory.  

 ROBERTS 

Eugene, we‘ve been planning this for months. We only have two more weeks together before you graduate. 
You know Cyril would have wanted this party, and deep down I know you want it too.  

(CUMMINGS fights to hold back the tears.) 

 SAY 

I, for one, will be there.  

 ROBERTS 

Good. Pass the word, I want everyone there.  

 LUMBARD  

Ernest—  

 SAY  

Joseph, don’t start. 

 ROBERTS 
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You’ll take any messages for us, Eddie? 

 SAY 

Of course. 

 ROBERTS 

Come on, Eugene, I’ve got the perfect suit for you to borrow. Let’s show everyone back home how you’re 
moving up in the world.  

 CUMMINGS  

I have to tell Mr. Clark first—  

 SAY  

/I can do that.  

 LUMBARD  

We can certainly tell him.  

 CUMMINGS 

No, I... I need to speak with him anyway.  

 ROBERTS 

So much the better, I’ll pack for you. 

(CUMMINGS exits.) 

I’ll see both of you Friday night. Don’t disappoint me, Joseph. 

(ROBERTS exits. LUMBARD and SAY stare in silence for a 
moment.)  

 LUMBARD 

I should get to church too. Shall I wait for you, Edward?  

 SAY  

No, I’ll be along.  

 LUMBARD  

All right.  

(LUMBARD exits. SAY follows him out with his eyes, then pulls out 
a silver compact and quickly applies rouge to his cheeks. He closes the 
compact, hides it under his towel and exits.) 

 
 
 Scene Two 

Lights shift to a classroom. Donald CLARK is preparing for a lecture. 
CUMMINGS stands in the doorway. 

 

 CUMMINGS 

Good morning, Mr. Clark. 
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 CLARK 

Mr. Cummings, you’re early— 

 CUMMINGS 

I’ve come to tell you that a friend of mine has died, sir.  

 CLARK 

I am very sorry to hear that. 

 CUMMINGS 

I’ll be missing today’s lecture to attend the funeral.  

 CLARK 

Very well, then. My condolences, Mr. Cummings.  

(CUMMINGS doesn’t move.) 

 CLARK 

Is there something else? 

 CUMMINGS 

The assignment... 

 CLARK 

Don’t worry about that now. You have plenty of time for the assignment. 

 CUMMINGS 

I only wondered if I could change my subject. 

 CLARK 

Mr. Cummings, changing the subject of a self-analysis is usually cause for a psychiatrist. 

 CUMMINGS 

I would like to write about my friend, instead. 

 CLARK 

That’s very noble, but— 

 CUMMINGS 

I can’t get him off my mind.  

 CLARK 

Well, memorial services help in moments of— 

 CUMMINGS 

It won’t. 

 CLARK 

Why not? 

 CUMMINGS 

His family didn’t know him as I did.  
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 CLARK 

How do you mean? 

 CUMMINGS 

Just that.  

 CLARK 

Then, perhaps you should say something at the funeral. 

 CUMMINGS 

I don’t think it would be welcomed.  

 CLARK 

Why is that? 

 CUMMINGS (deflecting) 

They wouldn’t understand me.  

 CLARK 

Why is it so important to say, then? 

 CUMMINGS 

I know the truth. It shouldn’t be buried with him. Should it? 

 CLARK 

The truth always comes out, Mr. Cummings. One way or another. I wouldn’t think on it too much. 

 CUMMINGS 

I can’t stop thinking, Mr. Clark. 

(Stanley GILKEY enters and watches but remains unseen by the other 
two.) 

 CLARK 

“To think that the rivers will flow, and the snow fall, and fruits ripen, and act upon others as upon us 
now—yet not act upon us!” 

 CUMMINGS 

That’s beautiful. 

 CLARK 

It is, and it’s true. 

(CLARK pulls out Leaves of Grass from his briefcase.) 

You see, Mr. Cummings, that particular bit of truth by Mr. Whitman has been banned by the New England 
Watch and Ward Society. But it still exists. 

(CLARK offers the book, CUMMINGS shakes his head.) 

 CUMMINGS 

No, sir, I couldn’t accept the book. It’s yours. 

 CLARK 
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When the truth comes out, Mr. Cummings, I trust you’ll know what to do with it. My 
condolences, again. 

 CUMMINGS 

Thank you, sir. 

(CLARK extends his hand for a shake; CUMMINGS takes it. A bell 
rings. Students begin to file in for class, including GILKEY.)  

 

 

 Scene Three 

Lights shift to Sanders Theatre. Keith SMERAGE is standing center 
stage. Nathaniel WOLLF speaks to him from the darkness. 

 

 SMERAGE  

(Broadly and loudly.) 

All is lost! 
This foul Egyptian hath betrayed me. 
My fleet hath yielded to the foe, and yonder 
They cast their caps up, and carouse together  
Like friends long lost. Triple-turned whore!  

 WOLLF 

Stop! 

 SMERAGE 

How was that, Nathaniel? 

 WOLLF 

Keith, how does an actor express emotion? 

 SMERAGE 

By speaking louder.  

 WOLLF 

No. A true actor compliments the verbal with the physical through gestures. 

(Demonstrates a gesture.)  

“Mourning.” 

 SMERAGE 

(Repeating the gesture.)  

“Mourning.” 

 WOLLF 

Continue. 

 SMERAGE 

(Gesturing over the top.) 
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Triple- turned whore!’Tis thou  
Hast sold me to this novice, and my heart  
Makes only wars on thee. 

 WOLLF 

Show me! 

 SMERAGE  

(Gesturing even more wildly.)  

O sun, thy uprise shall I see no more. 
Fortune and Antony part here, even here  
Do we shake hands. 

 WOLLF 

More masculine. 

 SMERAGE 

More masculine? 

 WOLLF 

(Grabbing SMERAGE’s arm and holds it up.) 

More direct, more commanding. You are Antony!  

 SMERAGE 

I am Antony! 

 WOLLF 

(In a deep voice.) 

Antony! 

 SMERAGE  

(No change.) 

Antony! 

 WOLLF  

(Even deeper.) 

Antony! 

 SMERAGE  

(Still no change.) 

Antony!  

(WOLLF gestures for SMERAGE to continue.) 

Betrayed I am. 
O this false soul of Egypt! 
Wait…I forgot some lines. You’re very intimidating, Nathaniel. 

 WOLLF 

I’ll be behind the table at your audition too.  
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 SMERAGE 

Don’t remind me. 

 WOLLF 

And it’s not going to be any easier with Ernest Roberts on my left and Stanley Gilkey on my right. 

 SMERAGE 

Thank goodness the auditions were moved back a few days. I’m mean, I’m sick over the cause, of course. 
But…I simply can’t imagine anything more terrifying than auditioning for the Harvard Dramatic Club? 
Can you? 

 WOLLF 

No. Although running out of ammunition in the cold French winter with a battalion of Krauts fast 
approaching is a close runner-up. 

 SMERAGE 

That was childish of me. 

 WOLLF 
No, that was a crafty way of trying to draw out my war stories. No more stalling. Let’s pick it up from—  

 SMERAGE 

Have you told anyone about us? 

 WOLLF 

What do you mean? 

 SMERAGE 

About you helping me. 

 WOLLF 

I’m good at keeping secrets. Aren’t you? 

 SMERAGE 

Not especially.  

 WOLLF 

I have two weeks left. If someone finds out I’ve been giving junior transfer Keith Smerage lessons it’s not 
the end of the world.  

 SMERAGE 

For you. For me… I’d just die. Oh my—there I go again… what a poor choice of words! I apologize.  

 WOLLF 

No more diversions. This grave... 

 SMERAGE 

…charm. 

 SMERAGE & WOLLF (together) 
Whose eye becked forth my wars and called them home, 
Whose bosom was my crownet, my chief end,  
Like a right gypsy hath at fast and loose  



2.4.19 

17 

Beguiled me to the very heart of loss. 
What, Eros, Eros!  

 SMERAGE 

That’s where Cleopatra enters.  

 WOLLF 

Go on. 

 SMERAGE  

Eros! Eros! 

(He turns around to address WOLLF as Cleopatra. He gasps.)   

Ah, thou spell! Avaunt! 

 WOLLF 

Good. Remember why Antony calls out to Eros. 

 SMERAGE 

Eros is his messenger. 

 WOLLF 

And? 

 SMERAGE  

Eros is also the god of love. Antony feels betrayed by someone he once loved. 

 WOLLF 

No. Antony feels betrayed because he still loves Cleopatra.  

 SMERAGE  

That triple-turned whore? 

 WOLLF 

Have you ever been in love? 

(Pause.) 

 SMERAGE 

Who? Me? No. 

 WOLLF 

Not a single sweetheart at Tufts last year? 

 SMERAGE 

Nobody. 

 WOLLF 

With your face? I don’t believe it. 

 SMERAGE 

Honestly.  

 WOLLF 
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Well, if you transferred thinking the stock here is any better, I can assure you the reports of Radcliffe 
students being female were greatly exaggerated.  

 SMERAGE 

You’re terrible. 

 WOLLF 

I’m experienced. All I’m saying is that if you’re saving yourself for that special girl, you’ll be disappointed. 

 SMERAGE (loaded) 

It would take a very special girl.  

(Pause.) 

 WOLLF 

Imagine the person you trust the most. 

 SMERAGE (quickly) 

My mother. 

 WOLLF 

Imagine someone else. There has to be someone else you trust. Close your eyes. 

(SMERAGE closes his eyes. WOLLF leans in close.) 

 WOLLF 

Are you thinking of someone? 

 SMERAGE 

I am. 

 WOLLF 

Imagine that person betraying you. No matter what else you feel, love persists. Love is stubborn. Love is 
bold. 

(WOLLF places one hand on SMERAGE’s heart.) 

Now, keep these feelings in here, and speak the speech. Vanish, or I shall give thee thy deserving… 

(SMERAGE steps back.)  

 SMERAGE 

Nathaniel, why are you helping me?  

 WOLLF 

You’re a friend. And I like helping my friends. And if I weren’t doing this, I’d be pacing the floor waiting 
for news from medical schools. 

 SMERAGE 

You’ll be accepted. 

 WOLLF 

As will you. 

(WOLLF moves to him again.) 
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Vanish… 

 SMERAGE 

Vanish or I shall give thee thy deserving,  
And blemish Caesar’s triumph. 

 WOLLF 

(Touching SMERAGE.) 

She exits. 

 SMERAGE 

Tis well thou’rt gone,  
If it be well to live; but better ‘twere 
Thou fell’st into my fury, for one death 
Might have prevented many. Eros, ho! 

(They stare at each other tenderly. WOLLF slowly leans in to kiss 
SMERAGE. A noise from the darkness interrupts them.) 

 SMERAGE (whispering) 

What was that? Nathaniel, I think someone’s watching us. 

(WOLLF indicates for SMERAGE to be silent.) 

 WOLLF 

Shhhhh. Come with me, quickly. 

(They exit.) 

 

 

 Scene Four 

Lights shift back to the classroom. CLARK is in the middle of his 
lecture. 

  

 CLARK 

What kind of man was he? A man of intelligence, of reason, of philosophy. A wise man, certainly. And it 
was in his final hours that he proved that wisdom. When confronted, Socrates explained to the court that he 
knew he was the wisest man because he was the only man not claiming to be wise. He was only guilty of 
revealing to the youth of Athens what was behind the mask of the powerful. Exposing the pretenders. 
Shining a light upon the corrupt.  

(Reading from a book.) 

 “I have concealed nothing. I have hidden nothing. My plainness of speech has made society hate me. And 
what is that hatred but proof of the truth I have spoken?” 

(Shuts the book.) 

Veritas, gentlemen. The motto of this institution goes beyond facile truth telling. It means introspection and 
investigation. So, imbue your final assignment… 

(Various groans and reactions from the students.) 
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…with that spirit. And use the structure and passion of Plato’s Apology for your own examination of the 
self. Think of this analysis as a defense of yourself to your own Ancient Greece. My hope is that you may 
find better insight into defining the kind of man you are, and that you will have benefited from the logic 
and ideas of this course… 

(Bells ring from the clock tower.) 

…which has now ended. Once again, your papers will be due at the end of Reading Period. I wish you an 
excellent and fruitful academic endeavor. Thank you gentlemen. It has been an honor. 

(The students clap, as is customary, then exit. GILKEY stays behind 
watching CLARK pack his briefcase.) 

Mr. Gilkey, a cynic might perceive your routine questioning after class as a means of positively influencing 
your final grade. 

 GILKEY  

Oh, Mr. Clark. I hope you don’t think of my questions as some roundabout way of bolstering my marks or 
coloring your opinion of me! 

 CLARK 

Calm down, Mr. Gilkey. It’s not negatively influencing your grade either. 

 GILKEY 

May I ask you a question then, Mr. Clark? 

 CLARK 

That implies I have a choice in the matter. 

 GILKEY 

Being a poet yourself, do you agree with Socrates that inspiration comes from the gods? 

 CLARK  

(Stops packing.) 

Excuse me? 

 GILKEY 

As a writer, I wondered if you agreed that poets are empty vessels for the gods. 

 CLARK 

And what leads you to believe that I’m a poet, Mr. Gilkey? 

 GILKEY 

There are three notebooks in your briefcase: one for attendance, one for lecture notes and a third that is 
more weathered than the other two. I’ve always imagined it’s personal writings.  

 CLARK 

It is personal. 

 GILKEY (smiling) 

Poetry? Am I correct? 

 CLARK  

(Returns to packing.) 
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To answer the original question, yes, I agree with Socrates. Inspiration does come from outside one’s self. 

 GILKEY 

Reading Socrates has been making me think. 

 CLARK 

Reading Socrates tends to do that. 

 GILKEY 

Do you agree with his theory on love? 

 CLARK 

One might notice I don’t often disagree with Socrates. 

 GILKEY 

You ascribe to the notion that love is an effort to achieve immortality through procreation? 

 CLARK 

These are awfully personal questions, Mr. Gilkey.  

 GILKEY 

Personally, I have no interest in procreation. Children are useless. They are uncontrolled. They soil 
themselves. I can’t understand why anyone would want the impetuous imps. 

 CLARK 

And yet, I teach twelve of them each semester. 

 GILKEY 

Have you read Plato’s Symposium, Mr. Clark? 

 CLARK 

In the interest of brevity, Mr. Gilkey, you may assume I have read every book ever written. 

 GILKEY 

Well then, could you explain how Aristophanes defines three pairs of lovers, yet only one can procreate? 
By Socrates’ definition, they would need to procreate to be in love. 

 CLARK 

Socrates might say that all three pairs do procreate. 

 GILKEY 

How so? 

 CLARK 

Could we not say that a lover of wisdom desires to create understanding?  

 GILKEY 

Certainly. 

 CLARK 

And are we not two men right now engaged in verbal intercourse, desiring to understand? Socrates might 
claim this to be our procreation. And, by extension, perhaps we are what Aristophanes means by men 
desiring one another. 
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 GILKEY 

Perhaps. But I wonder if, as psychologists have argued, some men don’t have an inverted sexual desire, and 
so Aristophanes may have been a precursor of more recent sexual theories put forward by the likes of Dr. 
Havelock Ellis.  

 CLARK 

Who? 

 GILKEY 

Dr. Havelock Ellis. 

 CLARK 

Dr. Havelock Ellis? 

  GILKEY 

Yes, the psychologist who wrote Sexual Inversion. 

 CLARK 

I couldn’t say. 

 GILKEY 

I assume you’ve read it. 

 CLARK 

Mr. Gilkey, my doctoral research doesn’t include banned literature. 

 GILKEY 

Does it include Walt Whitman?  

(CLARK closes his briefcase.) 

Ellis’ theory that some men are born with an inverted sexual instinct might satisfy Aristophanes and 
address Socrates’ theory on love. 

 CLARK 

Mr. Gilkey, my job is to discuss the books on the syllabus. 

 GILKEY 

Mr. Clark, your job is to educate me. 

 CLARK 

Tell me: how did Socrates die? 

 GILKEY 

He killed himself. 

 CLARK 

No. He was killed. He refused to stop searching for truth. And when he found it, he refused to stop teaching 
it. A jury forced Socrates to drink the hemlock because, Mr. Gilkey, when the world isn’t ready for it, the 
truth is a very dangerous thing. Now if you’ll excuse me, I have an appointment. And you have a paper to 
begin. 

 GILKEY 
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Wait. What if I have more/questions?  

 CLARK  

For two more weeks, I am still your humble teaching fellow. After that, if you wish to discuss something, 
my door will be open. 

(CLARK offers GILKEY his calling card.) 

 GILKEY 

Thank you, Mr. Clark. 

 CLARK 

Two weeks, Mr. Gilkey. Meantime, tell me what kind of man you are. 

(CLARK exits. Lights fade on GILKEY. Lights shift to a funeral 
procession. ROBERTS and CUMMINGS are seen as pallbearers.) 

 

 

 Scene Five 

Two days later. Split scene: ROBERTS puts on a record in Perkins 28 
for WOLLF and GILKEY; Two doors down in Perkins 24, 
LUMBARD and DAY are studying while SAY reads and watches in 
the background; CLARK and CUMMINGS sit engaged in deep 
conversation at Cafe Dreyfus, a Boston speakeasy. 

 

 ROBERTS  

It was depressing.  

 WOLLF  

Funerals tend to be, Ernest.  

 ROBERTS 

No. I mean Fall River.  

 GILKEY 

Well, you can take the boy out of the slum, but you can’t take the slum out of Massachusetts.  

 ROBERTS 

Eugene gave me the tour. “Here’s the factory. Here’s another factory. There’s the abandoned factory.” We 
only had time for the highlights, mind you.  

 GILKEY  

Ugh, the working class.  

 

[TRANSITION TO:] 

 LUMBARD 

And then here, you broadened the subject beyond the thesis.  

(DAY yawns.)  
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It’s late. Do you want to stop for tonight?  

(A phone rings.)  

 SAY  

I’ll get it. Excuse me.  

(SAY picks up the telephone in the hallway.) 

 DAY  

No, I’m fine.  

 

[TRANSITION TO:] 

 WOLLF 

Now we know. It was the beginning of the end when Cyril left.  

 GILKEY 

Some minds are simply predisposed to it.  

 ROBERTS 

My theory: the music stopped. We go on until the music stops.  

 

[TRANSITION TO:] 

(SAY re-enters Perkins 24.)  

 LUMBARD 

Edward, why are you bothering with the telephone. Roberts is back. Let him answer it.  

 SAY 

He’s not accepting calls at the moment. They’re having a Dramatic Club meeting.  

 LUMBARD 

And why do you act that way on the phone?  

 SAY  

What way?  

(Phone rings. SAY moves to answer it.)   

Excuse me; time to go act that way.   

 

[TRANSITION TO:] 

 GILKEY 

(Flipping through resumes.)  

The Club’s prospects are looking dour for next season.   

 WOLLF 

We’re still good for auditions on Saturday, right?   
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 ROBERTS  

Actually... 

 WOLLF  

Ernest, we can’t move it again.  

 ROBERTS 

Sorry to miss it but I’m giving a solo performance to Dean Greenough on Saturday.  

 GILKEY  

Back on probation?  

 ROBERTS  

(Brandishing a pink slip.)  

Stanley, I was never off probation. Daddy’s gone from furious to hurt—that’s his new line, ‘hurt’—over 
this academic probation business.  

 GILKEY  

And your party tomorrow?  

 ROBERTS 

Oh, we’re still on. I came here to praise life, not to bury it.  

(WOLLF exits, smiling and shaking his head.)  

 

[TRANSITION TO:] 

 LUMBARD 

What are you doing tomorrow night?  

 DAY 

Sleeping. I have to run Saturday morning.  

 LUMBARD 

Of course. So, you won’t be stopping by Roberts’s room?  

 DAY  

No.  

(Phone rings. SAY moves to answer it.)  

 SAY  

Apologies once again.  

(SAY answers the phone.)  

 LUMBARD 

When you were roommates with Cyril last year, did Roberts try to coax you into attending those parties 
too? 

 DAY 

You don’t want to be part of that crowd, Joe. 
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 LUMBARD 

Oh, I’m not. But I don’t want to be rude. 

 DAY 

You’ve seen those funny looking fellows go in and out of there, haven’t you?  

(LUMBARD nods.) 

Last year, Cyril would invite some of those fellows to stay the night in our room after they missed the last 
train.  

 LUMBARD  

And?  

 DAY 

And…I’m glad it’s not my problem anymore. I don’t want it to be our problem next year. Understood? 

 

[TRANSITION TO:] 

(Lights shift to Sanders Theatre. SMERAGE is waiting in the 
darkness. WOLLF enters.)  

 SMERAGE 

Nathaniel, I thought you forgot about me.  

 WOLLF 

Forgot? I haven’t stopped thinking about you.  

 SMERAGE  

I’ve been practicing since our last meeting. Where should we—?  

(WOLLF passionately kisses SMERAGE. Lights slowly fade on 
them.)  

 

[TRANSITION TO:]  

(SAY appears in ROBERTS’s door and hands him the telephone 
messages.)  

 SAY 

I believe the ghost of Cyril Wilcox is scaring off our friends from Boston.  

 GILKEY 

Boston fruits are trash anyway.  

 ROBERTS  

Stanley’s right. Good riddance!  

 GILKEY 

Which reminds me, I have a date at The Rooster. 

 ROBERTS 

Always thinking of your cock. 
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 GILKEY (exiting) 

ER-ER-EROO! 

 SAY 

See you tomorrow—I have to find something gay to wear to the party.  

 ROBERTS  

How about this?  

(ROBERTS gives SAY his tie as a gift. SAY smiles and accepts it.)  

 SAY 

Thank you, Ernest.  

 ROBERTS 

Good night, Eddie. 

 

[TRANSITION TO:] 

 DAY 

I should hit the hay. Thanks for your help, Joe.  

 LUMBARD 

Ken? 

 DAY 

Yes? 

 LUMBARD 

…If I don’t see you before the race…good luck tomorrow.  

 DAY (exiting) 

The meet is on Saturday.  

 LUMBARD (duh) 

That’s what I meant!  

 (Telephone rings.)  

Man alive! 

 (Answering.) 

Hello. No. This is Joseph Lumbard. Yes, Ernest arrived an hour ago. No. It’s tomorrow night. Are you 
aware that it is in violation of the student handbook to host parties during Reading Period? Reading Period. 
It’s when we study for final examinations. Then maybe you shouldn’t be attending parties hosted by 
students, sir! How about that?! Hello? Hello?  

(LUMBARD hangs up the phone and returns to his room. The 
telephone rings again.)  

 

[TRANSITION TO:] 



2.4.19 

28 

(CUMMINGS and CLARK finish their whiskies, which they drink 
from teacups. CUMMINGS puts on his coat to leave.)  

 CUMMINGS 

I should get going. Thank you, again, for meeting with me, Mr. Clark. I know this sounds strange but… I 
hope you know how much I value your advice staring into the abyss.  

(CLARK grabs him by the shoulders.)  

 CLARK 

Mr. Cummings, in nine days you will become part of the fellowship of educated men. And I will be 
waiting. 

 CUMMINGS  

At the finish line?  

 CLARK  

At the starting line.  

(CUMMINGS impulsively kisses CLARK.)  

 CUMMINGS 

Mr. Clark… I’m embarrassed. That was so...  

 CLARK  

Impulsive?  

 CUMMINGS 

Careless. Dangerous. 

 CLARK 

No one saw us. Let’s chalk it up to grieving. Here, this is for you.   

(CLARK hands CUMMINGS his copy of Leaves of Grass. 
CUMMINGS accepts it.) 

I’ll see you on the other side, Mr. Cummings. 

 

[TRANSITION TO:] 

(SAY is getting ready for bed.)  

 LUMBARD  

That damn phone.  

 SAY 

Did it interrupt your study date?  

 LUMBARD  

Look at all these messages.  

 SAY 

I’ll take those. Ernest will need to see them.  

 LUMBARD 
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Edward, I think you should reconsider going to Ernest Roberts’s party.  

 SAY  

And why is that?  

 LUMBARD  

Well, you know. 

 SAY 

No, I don’t know. Just say it.  

 LUMBARD 

There’s going to be…drinking.  

 SAY 

Honestly, Joseph— 

 LUMBARD (lashing out) 

Edward, lately you’ve been acting differently, dressing differently, talking differently, all in an attempt to 
be Ernest Roberts... and, well, you’re not. You’re not Ernest Roberts, and frankly, I don’t think you want to 
be. The boy has a reputation that I don’t think you want, or maybe even know. You’re not making good 
choices and I don’t think you realize how ridiculous it’s making you look/and sound.  

 SAY 

Joseph. You don’t know Ernest Roberts, you don’t know what you’re talking about, and one year later, you 
still don’t know me. You’re the one who looks ridiculous.  

 LUMBARD  

I’m trying to be helpful.  

 SAY  

Well you’re not. Good night.  

 LUMBARD (apologetic) 

Good night.  

 

[TRANSITION TO:] 

(CUMMINGS sits on a park bench and reads from Leaves of Grass. 
On another part of the stage CLARK recites the same poetry to 
himself as he walks home.) 

 CLARK 

To think of time—of all that retrospection!  
To think of today, and the ages continued henceforward! 
Have you guessed you yourself would not continue?  
Have you dreaded these earth-beetles? 
Have you feared the future would be nothing to you?  

 

 (DAY appears silhouetted in ROBERTS’s door.)  

 ROBERTS 
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Nothing good ever comes of Ken Day at my door.  

 DAY  

(Closing the door.)  

I need your help.  

 ROBERTS 

Yes, come in. I don’t care much for pleasantries either. 

 CLARK  

Is today nothing? Is the beginningless past nothing?  
If the future is nothing, they are just as surely nothing.  

 DAY 

(Showing ROBERTS a pink slip.)  

I received a summons from Dean Greenough. His office, 2:30pm tomorrow. If the Ad Board puts me on 
probation then I can’t run Saturday.  

 ROBERTS  

And you’d like me to…?  

 DAY  

What do they ask you?  

 ROBERTS 

First off, they don’t ask you anything. There’s a great deal of finger wagging and doom and gloom and you 
nod and agree. Oh, and say you’ll never do it again. I know you can do that.  

 DAY 

I can’t lose this scholarship, Ernest. When I think about my grandmother paying my way only so I can… 
I’m just sick over it.  

 ROBERTS (sincerely)  

I can see that. Let me get you a drink.  

 DAY 

I... I shouldn’t be here...  

 ROBERTS 

That’s all water under the bridge.  

 DAY  

It’s not that.  

 ROBERTS (sarcastically) 

Of course it’s not.  

(ROBERTS hands DAY a drink. He downs it.)  

 CLARK  

To think that the sun rose in the east! 
To think that you and I did not see, feel, think, nor bear our part!! 
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 DAY 

I don’t know why I’m here.  

 ROBERTS  

I haven’t told anyone.  

 DAY  

I know.  

 ROBERTS  

I would never tell anyone.  

 DAY  

I know. I trust you.  

 CLARK  
Not a day passes—not a minute or second, without a corpse!  

(CLARK disappears down a dark alley.) 

 ROBERTS  

I knew you’d come back. 

(DAY places his hand on ROBERTS’s shoulder.)  

 DAY 

Ernest… 

 ROBERTS 

Say it. 

 DAY 

Ernest… 

 ROBERTS 

Say. It. 

 DAY  

Relax me.  

 ROBERTS  

Tell me you need it.  

 DAY 
I need it.  

(ROBERTS slowly unfastens DAY’S belt, then gently pulls down his 
trousers. DAY reclines as lights fade on them.) 

 CUMMINGS (reading aloud) 

How beautiful and perfect are the animals!  
How perfect the earth, and the minutest thing upon it! 
What is called good is perfect, and what is called bad is just as perfect,  
The vegetables and minerals are all perfect, and the imponderable fluids are perfect;  
Slowly and surely they have pass’d on to this, and slowly and surely they yet pass on.  
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(Lights fade to black.)  

 

 

 Scene Six 

Lights shift to Dean Greenough’s Office, the following afternoon. Five 
men, The COURT, are silhouetted behind a long table. DAY sits in a 
chair center stage, isolated in a pool of light. 

 

 COURT [WOLLF] 

Please state your name and year for the record.  

 DAY  

Kenneth Day, Class of ‘22.  

 COURT [WOLLF] 

And your residence on campus?  

 DAY  

Perkins Hall, room 26.  

 COURT [CLARK] 

Thank you. Mr. Day, do you know why you have been summoned?  

 DAY  

I imagine it is because of my grades, sirs. I know I have slipped this semester, but I have set myself straight 
and my final examinations will reflect that.  

 COURT [CLARK] 

No, Mr. Day. Your marks are satisfactory. This meeting is about Cyril Wilcox. What was your relationship 
with Mr. Wilcox?  

 DAY  

He was my roommate last year in Holworthy.  

 COURT [CLARK] 

Mr. Day, are you aware that the newspaper reported Mr. Wilcox died by accidental gas inhalation?  

 DAY  

Yes, sir.  

 COURT [CLARK] 

Well, we have reason to believe that Mr. Wilcox may have committed suicide. 

 DAY  

Suicide? 

 COURT [LUMBARD] 

As someone so closely acquainted with Mr. Wilcox, this panel hopes you may be able to shed light on his 
mentality and behavior.  
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 DAY  

Not to sound callous, sirs, but we were not friends. 

 COURT [SMERAGE] 

Still, you lived with him all last year.  

 DAY  

Yes, but we discovered we were different.  

 COURT [LUMBARD] 

How so?  

 DAY  

Interested in different areas. I came to Harvard to become a respectable man. Cyril was more interested 
in…socializing. 

 COURT [LUMBARD] 

You are a member of the track team, is that correct?  

 DAY  

Yes.  

 COURT [LUMBARD] 

And a member of Sigma Alpha Epsilon.  

 DAY  

Yes.  

 COURT [LUMBARD] 

And Cyril Wilcox was not involved in either of these extracurricular activities?  

 DAY  

Correct.  

 COURT [LUMBARD] 

To the best of your knowledge, how did Mr. Wilcox spend his leisure time?  

 DAY  

I wouldn’t know. He spent a good deal of time off-campus.  

 COURT [LUMBARD] 

Anywhere in particular?  

 DAY  

I don’t recall.  

 COURT [CLARK] 

Mr. Day, please try to remember.  

 DAY  

I don’t remember.  

 COURT [ROBERTS] 
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Mr. Day, do you know Ernest Weeks Roberts?  

 DAY  

Yes, I know Mr. Roberts.  

 COURT [ROBERTS] 

Would you consider him a friend?  

 DAY  

I would say we are acquaintances.  

 COURT [ROBERTS] 

But not friends.  

 DAY  

No.  

 COURT [ROBERTS] 

He is in your class?  

 DAY  

Yes.  

 COURT [ROBERTS] 

And he lives next door to you in Perkins Hall?  

 DAY  

Yes.  

 COURT [ROBERTS] 

He is also member of Sigma Alpha Epsilon, correct?  

 DAY  

Yes.  

 COURT [ROBERTS] 

It seems as though you two have much in common. Is there any particular reason you don’t consider him a 
friend?  

 DAY  

Much like Cyril, Mr. Roberts seems keener on the social aspects of Harvard.  

 COURT [WOLLF] 

I take it you are aware of the parties in his room?  

 DAY  

Yes. The walls are only so thick.  

 COURT [WOLLF] 

Are you aware of alcohol at these parties?  

 DAY  

I never attended. But, yes, I heard that. I think it’s what draws people to his room.  
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 COURT [WOLLF] 

And you don’t keep that kind of company, do you, Mr. Day?  

 DAY  

Of course not.  

 COURT [WOLLF] 

But you were both selected by the same fraternity.  

 DAY  

That was no choice of mine.  

 COURT [ROBERTS] 

Have you ever been to Mr. Roberts’s room?  

 DAY  

Once or twice.  

 COURT [ROBERTS] 

For what reason?  

 DAY  

Sigma Alpha meetings.  

 COURT [WOLLF] 

Mr. Day, could you estimate how many times you have visited Perkins 28 this semester?  

 DAY  

Twice. We had two meetings there this semester. 

(The COURT convenes in whispered tones.) 

 DAY 

I’m sorry, sirs. Is this helpful? 

 COURT [WOLLF] 

It’s all very helpful, Mr. Day. 

 COURT [LUMBARD] 

The Proctor at Perkins Hall, do you consider him an upstanding person?  

 DAY  

Yes, I do.  

 COURT [LUMBARD] 

He has reported seeing you in Perkins 28 on at least a dozen occasions this semester.  

 DAY  

He must be mistaken—  

 COURT [CLARK] 

Do you masturbate, Mr. Day?  
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 DAY (involuntarily) 

Oh my gosh!  

 COURT [CLARK] 

Do you masturbate?  

 DAY 

Sir? 

 COURT [CLARK] 

You are aware of what the practice is?  

 DAY  

…Yes.  

 COURT [CLARK] 

And do you masturbate, Mr. Day?  

 DAY  

…No.  

 COURT [WOLLF] 

Have you ever had sexual relations with a woman?  

 DAY  

Once last year, but I haven’t since then. Sirs, what is this about?  

 COURT [WOLLF] 

Have you ever had sexual relations with a man?  

 DAY 

(Laughing nervously.) 

No sir. Never!  

 COURT [LUMBARD] 

I am not certain why that is humorous, Mr. Day.  

 DAY  

I am sorry. It is not. 

(A member of the COURT hands DAY a letter.) 

 COURT [ROBERTS] 

Mr. Day, please read the marked section aloud.  

 DAY  

I can hardly make out the handwriting. 

 COURT [CLARK] 

Take your time, Mr. Day.  

 DAY (reading slowly) 
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“Ken Day is being sucked foolish by anyone and everyone he can lay hold of. I do him for it once in a 
while for diversion.” What is this?  

 COURT [ROBERTS] 

That is a letter from Ernest Roberts to Cyril Wilcox dated two days before Mr. Wilcox’s suicide.  

 COURT [CLARK] 

Mr. Day, would you agree that the letter depicts one man being sexually gratified by another man?  

 DAY  

I assume the term ‘sucked foolish’ is in reference to that, yes.  

 COURT [ROBERTS] 

Would that be a sexual act between two men?  

 DAY  

Yes.  

 COURT [ROBERTS] 

A homosexual act?  

 DAY  

I suppose… 

 COURT [ROBERTS] 

And are the two men listed not Ernest Roberts and you?  

 DAY  

Sirs, if you will allow—  

 COURT [ROBERTS] 

And so I ask you, Mr. Day, are you not a homosexual?  

 DAY  

No, sir.  

 COURT [SMERAGE] 

You have stated repeatedly that you are different from Mr. Wilcox and Mr. Roberts. How so?  

 DAY  

Their behavior.  

 COURT [WOLLF] 

Do you suspect Mr. Wilcox and Mr. Roberts of inappropriate relations with other men?  

 DAY  

I would have to assume so, yes.  

 COURT [WOLLF] 

And don’t men of that nature congregate in a group?  

 DAY  

How should I know?  
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 COURT [WOLLF] 

Why, Mr. Day, would a letter from one homosexual to another homosexual mention you unless you were, 
in fact, somehow involved?  

 DAY  

This letter is a lie out of whole cloth. If I knew who gave you that letter, I would make sure to clear up this 
misunderstanding. 

 COURT [LUMBARD] 

Mr. Day, let us review: You do not masturbate?  

 DAY  

No.  

 COURT [CLARK] 

This is your last chance to be truthful.  

 DAY  

Perhaps as a youth. Every boy has.  

 COURT [LUMBARD] 

So you have, in fact, masturbated; you no longer have sexual relations with women; you claim to not have 
had sexual relations with men—  

 DAY  

I have never—  

 COURT [LUMBARD] 

—and yet the Proctor of Perkins Hall states that you spend time in Perkins 28—  

 DAY  

He is mistaken.  

 COURT [LUMBARD] 

—a room occupied by a man who you suspect of being a homosexual. 

 DAY 

Sirs, I’m not—  

 COURT [LUMBARD] 

This letter graphically depicts—  

 DAY  

Who gave you that letter? 

 COURT [LUMBARD] 

—sexual acts between you and Ernest Roberts—  

 DAY 

Did Mr. Roberts give you that letter?  

 COURT [LUMBARD] 
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—and presumably many other men.  

 DAY 

Did Mr. Roberts give you that letter? 

 COURT [LUMBARD] 

The only logical conclusion is that you, Mr. Day, are a homosexual.  

 DAY  

No!  

 COURT [LUMBARD] 

You have participated multiple times.  

 DAY  

It wasn’t multiple times!  

 COURT [CLARK/LUMBARD] 

“Anyone and everyone he can lay hold of.”  

 DAY  

I AM NOT A HOMOSEXUAL, SIR!  

 COURT [LUMBARD] 

Then what, Mr. Day? What are you?  

(Pause.) 

 DAY  

I may be a little tainted.  

 COURT [CLARK] 

What does that mean?  

 DAY 

Poisoned in the mind.  

 COURT [CLARK] 

Go on.  

 DAY  

I had been drinking and found myself in a situation unbecoming of me.  

 COURT [CLARK] 

Was this a sexual situation?  

 DAY (with great difficulty) 

Yes.  

 COURT [CLARK] 

With whom?  

(DAY breaks down.) 
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With whom, Mr. Day? 

 DAY 

Ernest Roberts. 

(During the following dialogue, the BOYS transform the space into 
Perkins 28—the night of the big party. In the center of the transition, 
ROBERTS recites his letter to Cyril while dressing into drag. DAY 
staggers offstage, destroyed.) 

 COURT [CUMMINGS] 

“Dear Dean Greenough, I am enclosing the letter I spoke about.”  

 COURT [WOLLF] 

“Dear Dean Greenough, the leader of this group guilty of this deplorable practice and the one directly 
responsible for Wilcox’s suicide is Ernest Roberts, Class of ‘22.”  

 ROBERTS (gossipy) 

“Dear Cyril, I am a rag. Ken Day is being sucked foolish by anyone and everyone he can lay hold of. I do 
him for it once in a while for diversion./I almost regret bringing him out. However he maintains his same 
Jane old self. Aren’t my lovers flying high? Since you left I’ve been chaste, not chased. I haven’t made 
Bradlee yet, but my dear wait, when I do it will last for 2 days and 2 nights without taking it out. He is the 
sweetest most loveable thing, and so funny, always saying cute things in such a naive way. How is Fall 
River anyway? You should bless me for writing such a long letter if you can read it - my scrawl is so bad. 
However you ought to be used to it now. I have a feeling I have written a good deal of this letter to you 
before. If so excuse the repetition. Always your kindred soul, Ernest Weeks Roberts.”  

 COURT [LUMBARD] 

“In Roberts’s room at Perkins, he and more of his type have during the past college year conducted parties 
that beggar description. How in the world such parties got by the proctor is quite beyond me.”  

 COURT [CLARK]  

“At these parties were sailors in uniform whom Roberts and friends of his type picked up in the streets of 
Boston and used for their dirty immoral purposes.”  

 COURT [SAY]  

“Notorious young Boston male degenerates, many of them dressed in women’s clothes which they brought 
with them, appeared in the public hallways and entries of Perkins so dressed.”  

 COURT [GILKEY]  

“The most disgusting and disgraceful and revolting acts of degeneracy and depravity took place openly in 
plain view of all present.” 

 COURT [SMERAGE]  

“Isn’t it about time an end is put to this sort of thing in college?”  

 COURT [CUMMINGS] 

“If you will look into the above you will find the charges based on facts.”  
 
   

 Scene Seven 
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Perkins 28. GILKEY, WOLLF, SMERAGE and SAY are positioned 
around ROBERTS who is wearing enormous high heels. All have 
glasses raised. CUMMINGS stands just inside the open doorway. 

   

 ALL 

SURPRISE!! 
For he’s a jolly good fellow, 
For he’s a jolly good fellow,  
Eugene’s a jolly good fellow, 
Which nobody can deny! 

(The BOYS cheer and applaud.) 

 CUMMINGS 

What’s the meaning of this? 

 ROBERTS 

It’s a party.  

 CUMMINGS 

I knew you were having a party but—  

 SAY 

It’s a party for you! 

 CUMMINGS 

For what? 

 GILKEY 

For graduating! 

 CUMMINGS 

I haven’t graduated yet. 

 WOLLF 

Tut tut. Finals are a mere formality at this point. 

 CUMMINGS 

Wollf is graduating too. 

 ROBERTS 

Yes, but that’s a surprise to us. Now stop objecting! Ladies, pick’em up and fill’em up! I’d like to make a 
toast! 

 ALL 

Toast! Toast! Toast! Toast! 

 ROBERTS 

One week from now, our dear Eugene Cummings will walk out of Johnston Gate, a man of Harvard. 
Eugene! You beautiful man, here’s to you. Fall River’s finest!  



2.4.19 

42 

 GILKEY (flatly) 

Here’s to the dark at the end of the tunnel.  

(Pause.) 

 ROBERTS 

And there you have it, Gene: all the happiness that lies in wait. Cheers! 

 ALL 

Cheers! 

(The BOYS drink. The hooch is very strong. They choke.) 

 CUMMINGS 

In God’s name, Ernest, what are you poisoning us with tonight?   

 ROBERTS 

Do you like it? I made it myself. 

 CUMMINGS  

It’s terrible! 

 WOLLF 

Hold your nose when you drink it.  

 SAY 

You’ll be ossified before you know it. 

(A loud knock at the door.) 

 ROBERTS 

My, such a commanding knock.   

 GILKEY 

Perhaps the proctor is joining us. 

 ROBERTS 

Oooo. It’s a night of 1000 surprises.  

(The BOYS clumsily hide the liquor bottles and glasses.) 

Come in. 

  LUMBARD 

(Cautiously entering.) 

Hello, gentleman.  

 SAY  

Oh God, it’s worse than the proctor!  

 ROBERTS 

Make that 1000 and one. Lumbard?! Out and about?! 

 LUMBARD  
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Surprise. Ernest, telephone call. Win Adams apologizes but he won’t be attending. 

(The BOYS groan.) 

 ROBERTS  

To Hell with Win Adams—Josephine Lumbard is here. 

(The Boys whistle and applaud.) 

All year I’ve been nagging Joseph to stop by. “Stop by, stop by, Eddie tell your roommate to stop by!” 
Tonight, student representative Joseph Lumbard stops by!  

 ALL 

He stops by! 

(Various whistling, clapping, etc.) 

 ROBERTS 

Eddie, say a few words about your roommate here.  

 LUMBARD 

Oh, that’s not really necessary—  
 SAY  

I wouldn’t know what to say—  
 ROBERTS 

Where are my manners? Mr. Lumbard needs a drink! 

(The BOYS gasp in horror.) 

 LUMBARD 

No gin for me.  

(The BOYS gasp in horror again.) 

 GILKEY  

You’re in luck. That ain’t gin. 

 LUMBARD 

What is it? 

 ROBERTS (pouring) 

A May 1920 vintage from the bathtub region of Perkins Hall.  

 LUMBARD 

Thank you just the same. I don’t drink. 

(ROBERTS does a spit take. GILKEY gets drenched. WOLF hands 
LUMBARD a drink.) 

 WOLLF 

Hold this and pretend. 

 SAY 
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Joseph, I thought you had a date tonight with John Stuart Mill.  

(The BOYS laugh.) 

 LUMBARD 

I was trying to study, but it was difficult getting up every five minutes for the damn phone.  

 SAY (whispering to LUMBARD) 

If you’re going to come to the party be a good guest.  

 LUMBARD (trying) 

Fetching dress by the way, Ernest.  

 ROBERTS 

Oh thank you, my girlfriend just bought it.  

 LUMBARD 

Uh…won’t she be cross you’re wearing it?  

 ROBERTS 

Why? She bought it for me. 

(The BOYS laugh.) 

 SAY 

All right, Ernest. I do have something to say. 

 ALL 

Toast! Toast! Toast! Toast! 

 SAY (faux sad) 

Well, everyone, this is my last week rooming with Joseph Lumbard—  

 ALL 

Awwww! 

 SAY (brightly) 

So here’s to my last week rooming with Joseph Lumbard!  

(The BOYS laugh.) 

No, but really, honestly now, this is my final week rooming with Joseph Lumbard. Who, despite his social 
ineptitude— 

 LUMBARD 

I’m here now, aren’t I?  

 SAY 

Because of his social ineptitude and all his other…talents, I may occasionally think fondly of… I will miss 
him next year. 

 ALL 

Here, here! 
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(They drink. LUMBARD raises his glass, but doesn’t partake.) 

GILKEY 

Let’s immortalize this moment with a photograph. 

(GILKEY sets up the camera. The BOYS pose for a group 
photograph.) 

 CUMMINGS 

Gentlemen, Wollf deserves a toast for graduating, too.  

 GILKEY 

Yeah, but Wollf has been graduating since 1912. 

(The BOYS laugh.) 

 WOLLF 

It’s called serving your country, Stanley. You should try it sometime.  

 SMERAGE  

A toast to Nathaniel! 

 ALL 

Toast! Toast! Toast! Toast! 

 WOLLF 

Thank you, thank you, but we should all be toasting Ernest. 

 ALL 

Toast! Toast! Toast! Toast! 

 WOLLF 

Ernest, you’re a true host.  And this room is a true refuge. Full of like-minded souls, unlikely costumes, 
colorful characters. Thank you for so many pleasurable evenings here. I will always remember this room. 

 ALL 

Here, here! 

 GILKEY 

Look surprised! 

(They look surprised. Camera flash.)  

 CUMMINGS 

A hearty congratulations to you, Nathaniel, on your admission to Medical School! 

 SMERAGE (surprised) 

You got in? 

 SAY 

Surprise. 

 WOLLF 

How did you know? 
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 CUMMINGS 

Dr. Lee mentioned it to me this morning. 

 WOLLF 

The rumors are true. Gentlemen, I have accepted a position at Columbia University Medical School.  

 ROBERTS 

To the future Dr. Wollf!  

 ALL 

Here! Here! 

 ROBERTS 

Nat, you know you’ll never find another Perkins 28.  

 WOLLF 

Ernest, New York City is one big Perkins 28.  

 ROBERTS 

I’ll drink to that.  

 GILKEY 

But with Nathaniel and Eugene both leaving, who will give us our physical examinations? 

 SAY 

Ah! Don’t mention that word.  

 WOLLF 

What? Examinations?  

 SAY 

Ah!  

 WOLLF 

Would you like one final examination?  

 SAY 

Ah! There it is again!  

 ROBERTS 

Quick, someone dance with Eddie! He needs one last night of drunkenness before the drudgery of finals 
begins! 

(ROBERTS surveys the room for an eligible dance partner. He points 
to LUMBARD.) 

 ALL 

LUMBARD! LUMBARD! LUMBARD! LUMBARD! 

(ROBERTS grabs LUMBARD. SAY protests. LUMBARD reluctantly 
takes SAY’s hand and they dance. After an awkward moment, 
LUMBARD tries to break free but the others force him back into 
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SAY’s arms. The BOYS clumsily dance as one mass, falling over each 
other, etc. ROBERTS clinks his glass.) 

 ROBERTS 

Fellows, if I could have your attention. I’d like to acknowledge that there’s one missing from our fold. A 
week ago we lost our dear Cyril, otherwise known affectionately as Salome’s Child.  

 GILKEY 

Later this evening I’ll be doing the dance of the seven veils in his honor. 

(Laughter.) 

 ROBERTS 

In all seriousness, this evening while I was powdering my pussy, I remembered the last road trip Cyril and I 
took together. If you’ll indulge me for a moment I’d like to tell you about it.  

 WOLLF 

This ought to be good. 

 ROBERTS 

Last summer Cyril and I went to the cape to visit Helen—  

 LUMBARD 

Who’s Helen? 

 SAY 

His girlfriend.  

 LUMBARD 

You really have a girlfriend?  

 ROBERTS 

Doesn’t everyone?  

 LUMBARD 

I don’t.  
 ROBERTS 

You have Edward, that’s close. As I was saying, it was a beautiful day, the wind was blowing, the sun was 
setting. All of a sudden, out of the screened porch walks this cherub the Lord calls Bradlee—  

 LUMBARD  

Who’s Bradlee?  

 SAY 

The girlfriend’s younger brother.  

 ROBERTS 

Now, I had been sniffing on Bradlee the better part of two months—  
 LUMBARD 
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Is this a toast?  

 SAY 

Yes, Joseph, this is how you toast!  

 ROBERTS 

It had taken me two months to work up the courage even to touch Bradlee’s arm. Imagine how surprised I 
was when Cyril just walks right up and kisses him square on the mouth! 

 WOLLF 

No, he didn’t! 

 ROBERTS 

Yes he did. Because that’s the kind of man he was. So here’s to Cyril—the most courageous of men! 

 ALL 

To Cyril! 

 ROBERTS 

Now let’s have a dance! 

(GILKEY puts on a sensual dance number. The BOYS love it! As 
people begin to partner up, GILKEY gives his toast. LUMBARD 
observes the action from the couch.) 

 GILKEY 

Gentlemen, gentlemen. Oh, who are we kidding? Ladies and Joseph Lumbard. I’d like to make a toast to 
Cyril. Although, I never had the privilege of being quarantined with him during the Influenza like Wollf, or 
sharing a sailor with him like Ernest, or sharing rouge with him like Edward. Cyril and I did enjoy seeing a 
matinee together from time to time. Which reminds me, I’d like to introduce a rising star to the stage: Ms. 
Keith Smerage! 

(GILKEY approaches SMERAGE.) 

 ROBERTS 

Nice segue, Stanley.  

 SAY (under his breath) 

The show is beginning.   

 GILKEY 

Now, in the interest of impartiality for our Dramatic Club auditions, I would like the record to reflect that I 
am giving no special treatment to the prospective thespian in our midst.  

 ROBERTS 

No. No one could accuse you of that.  

 GILKEY 

However, I am not sure if all the members of the Dramatic Club can boast the same. Eh, Wollf?  

 WOLLF 

All right, Stanley. Drop the act.  
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 SAY 

More drama at the Drama Club?  

 LUMBARD 

What am I missing?  

 GILKEY 

Well, Mr. Lumbard: Our club treasurer, Mr. Wollf, there, has been helping Mr. Smerage, here, get a leg up 
on auditions. Maybe even two legs up—I can’t say for certain.  

 ROBERTS 

Keith is this true?  

 SAY 

Do tell.  

 GILKEY 

The other evening, I spied Nat giving the initiate an intimate lesson in the theater. Had I not dropped my 
Complete Works of William Shakespeare out of pure shock and startled the two, I believe that Wollf would 
have spent several hours polishing Smerage’s dic-tion.  

 SMERAGE 

Nathaniel was merely helping me with my audition. And I’m glad I took him up on his generous offer.  

 ROBERTS 

The proverbial wolf in sheep’s clothing.   

 SMERAGE 

I don’t believe there’s anything in the rules against rehearsing. And thanks to Nathaniel my audition speech 
has improved immensely.  

 GILKEY 

Well, now I’m curious. Keith, why don’t you give us a little preview? 

 SMERAGE 

I don’t think this is really the appropriate time—  
 GILKEY 

YOU’RE AN ACTOR, YOU SHOULD ALWAYS CRAAAAVE AN AUDIENCE!  

 SAY 

And that is why they call it a Dramatic Club.  

 ROBERTS 

Enough Stanley.  

 WOLLF (to SMERAGE.) 

You don’t have to.  

 SMERAGE 

No. I shall.  
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 GILKEY 

Now we’re in for a surprise. Keith, Keith, Keith… 

(ROBERTS leads SMERAGE to the “stage.”) 

 BOYS 

Keith! Keith! Keith! Keith! Keith! Keith! Keith! Keith! 

 SMERAGE (nervously) 

All is lost! 

(SMERAGE’S voice cracks. He clears his throat and continues.)  

This foul Egyptian— 

(GILKEY doubles over in laughter for a ridiculously extended amount 
of time.) 

 GILKEY (still laughing) 

I’m sorry. 

(He laughs as he mimics SMERAGE’s voice cracking and throat 
clearing.) 

All is lost! Ha! Just clear your throat! To be or not to— 

(Clears his throat in place of the final “be.”) 

ALL IS LOST! ALL TALENT! ALL DIGNITY! ALL CHANCES OF ADMISSION! 

(ROBERTS throws a glass of hooch in GILKEY’s face.) 

 ROBERTS 

Apologies, Keith. Stanley likes to be the sole center of attention.  

 LUMBARD (earnestly) 

I really don’t know why I’ve never come here before. This is so much fun.  

 ROBERTS 

Enough words. Let’s have a dance! 

 

(ROBERTS puts on a fast dance number. The BOYS spill drinks, 
dance in couples, swing each other, change couples, etc. Time doesn’t 
pass as much as it hurtles through the night. The scene morphs to slow 
motion—ROBERTS and GILKEY dance, SAY and LUMBARD share 
a laugh—while WOLLF and SMERAGE have a private conversation, 
in real time.) 

 WOLLF 

You were very brave.  

 SMERAGE 

I’d like to skewer that toad.  
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 WOLLF 

Forget Gilkey. 

 SMERAGE 

I want to skewer him before he skewers me. 

 WOLLF 

That’s not going to happen.  

 SMERAGE 

How do you know? You won’t be here next year.  

 WOLLF 

I’ll leave orders.  

 SMERAGE 

Nathaniel, what will I do without you?  

 WOLLF 

Act! 

 SMERAGE 

I love you.  

(Pause.) 

 WOLLF 

Keith. 

 SMERAGE  

You’re not going to go and get married, are you?  

 WOLLF 

Are you?  

 SMERAGE 

Never. I couldn’t bear it.  

 WOLLF 

Then we’ll be bachelors together. 

(As they kiss, the others resume, in real time, their wild dancing. At 
the end of the song, the BOYS all collapse from exhaustion, except for 
CUMMINGS.) 

 CUMMINGS 

Excuse me, uh, everyone. I have a toast. Cyril taught me a trick, and I swear to God he’d do it stone cold 
sober just as often as he’d do it drunk. Coming out of a cafe, an apartment, or just on walks around the city, 
we’d find a quiet street, take a running jump and scream. Just scream. So damn beautiful. Scream it all out. 
Nighttime around us. Residences around us. Middle of the road if it was late. Swear to God we were sober 
ninety percent of the time. In full charge. Bellowing it into the air. Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh! Like lions. Open. 
Just getting it out, my friends. Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh! Yes sir. Taking a bite out of the night. Such a pleasure. 
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Such a damn relief. Release! Nothing insincere about that boy. Nothing but boldness. I loved those nights. 
It was all about getting the scream up as high as you could, like throwing a javelin, like you were trying to 
take a bite out of nine feet of night and cling on up there with your teeth sunk in, just ravaging the night, 
rending it to pieces. Like it was nothing. Like you were everything. Never satisfied, always feeling there 
was more in you that you weren’t getting to. Even now I wanna do it. I wanna pull my ribcage open and go 
Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!  

(One by one, the BOYS join CUMMINGS and scream at the top of 
their lungs. They stamp their feet, bang furniture and double over, all 
the while screaming. The moment is cathartic. After the screaming 
subsides, CUMMINGS raises his glass.) 

So here’s to that. Let’s celebrate that boy. I do every damn day. To Cyril. 

 ALL 

To Cyril!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 

(Everyone raises their glass, including LUMBARD, and drinks. 
Someone flips a record on the Victrola. Wild music fills the room.) 

 ROBERTS (jumping on a table) 

Here’s to Eugene Cummings and his ferocious roar!  

 CUMMINGS (jumping on a chair) 

And here’s to all of you! The best friends a fellow could have!  

 SAY 

Here’s to Ernest Roberts! May you always dress in silk! 

 ROBERTS 

Here’s to Nathaniel Wollf! May you never get the clap!  

 WOLLF 

Here’s to Ernest’s fiancé, Helen Gay Smith.   

 GILKEY 

May she never get the clap! 

 ROBERTS 

Here’s to Bradlee! Here’s to dragging him out and putting him in!  

 CUMMINGS 

Here’s to Oscar Wilde! 

 ROBERTS 

Here’s to President Abbott Lawrence Lowell! 

 SMERAGE 

Here’s to every man in uniform! 

 ROBERTS 

Here’s to the bathhouse on Cadogan Square! Eddie, I’m taking you there this summer.   
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 CUMMINGS 

Here’s to secrets among friends!  

 ALL 

To secrets among friends! 

 ROBERTS 

Here’s to letting your hair down! Here’s to dropping hairpins all over the city! 

 CUMMINGS 

Here’s to 1920! 

 ALL 

To 1920!  

 ROBERTS 

Here’s to fair Harvard, the best education money can waste! 

 ALL (drunkenly singing) 

Fair Harvard! Thy sons to thy/Jubilee throng, 

 ROBERTS 

/Here’s to being better than everyone else! 

 ALL 

From the home of our/infantile years, 

 CUMMINGS 

/Here’s to Fall River! 

 ALL 

When our fathers had warned, and /our mothers had prayed, 

 ROBERTS 

/Here’s to debutants everywhere! 

 ALL 

And our sisters had blest through /their tears.  

 CUMMINGS 

And here’s to— 

(DAY enters.) 

 ROBERTS 

Kenneth Day! Perkins’ finest! 

 ALL (to DAY) 

KEN DAY!! 

(During the following, ROBERTS crosses over to the door to greet 
DAY.) 
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 ALL (singing) 
For he’s a jolly good fellow, 
For he’s a jolly good fellow,  
Ken Day’s a jolly good fellow… 

 ROBERTS 

Evening Kenneth, what brings you to our soirée? 

(DAY punches ROBERTS in the mouth. ROBERTS loses his balance. 
DAY pummels him repeatedly as the rest of the BOYS look on in 
horror. CUMMINGS manages to pry DAY off of ROBERTS. In one 
final act of defiance, DAY flips over the table, knocking bottles and 
glasses to the floor as he exits.) 

Surprise. 

 

 

[Intermission] 
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  ACT II 

 Scene Eight 

The next afternoon. Split scene: CUMMINGS, GILKEY, SAY, 
SMERAGE and WOLLF are in Perkins 28; in a separate space 
onstage, ROBERTS is being interviewed by the COURT. 

 

 COURT [CLARK]  

Have a seat, Mr. Roberts.   

 ROBERTS 

Excuse me gentlemen, will this take long? I have exams for which I really must study.  

 COURT [CLARK] 

The duration of this interview depends entirely upon your cooperation.  

 ROBERTS 

Please, by all means then, ask away.  

 

[TRANSITION TO:] 

 GILKEY  

Eugene, why can’t you tell us?  

 CUMMINGS 

I want to wait for Ernest.  

 GILKEY  

Why? 

 CUMMINGS 

Because there‘s no sense in riling everyone up if I’m mistaken.  

 SAY  

Mistaken about what?  

 GILKEY  

Last night?  

 SMERAGE  

Is Ernest all right?  

 WOLLF  

He’s fine.  

 GILKEY 

Does anyone know why Day did that? 

 

[TRANSITION TO:] 
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 COURT [DAY] 

Your residence on campus, Mr. Roberts?  

 ROBERTS 

Perkins Hall, Room 28. Home sweet home.  

 COURT [DAY]  

And your roommate’s name?  

 ROBERTS  

I live alone, sir. 

 COURT [DAY] 

I thought all rooms in Perkins were double occupancies? 

 ROBERTS 

Indeed they are. But the fellow I roomed with transferred early in the fall quite unexpectedly. Left me all 
alone in that big room. Though, I’ve made serious efforts to be social.  

 

[TRANSITION TO:] 

 GILKEY 

If you’re not talking, I’m not staying. I’ve got auditions to run. 

 CUMMINGS 

Stanley, don’t go. Everyone needs to be here. This is important.  

 SAY 

Then drop the shroud of mystery and start explaining.  

 WOLLF  

Someone may have reported us.  

 SMERAGE  

Meaning what exactly?  

 

[TRANSITION TO:] 

 COURT [CLARK] 

How close were you to Cyril Wilcox?  

 ROBERTS  

About... 

(Measuring about seven inches with his hands.)  

...this close.  

 

[TRANSITION TO:] 

 WOLLF 
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This morning, I went to the lab and Dr. Lee was there waiting for me. He started asking me questions about 
Cyril and Ernest. And Ken. If they were friends of mine.  

 GILKEY  

And?  

 WOLLF 

And then Eugene walked in and suddenly Dr. Lee didn’t want to talk about it any more.  

 

[TRANSITION TO:] 

 COURT [CLARK] 
Edward Say, Nathaniel Wollf, Eugene Cummings. Have these men been to your room?  

 ROBERTS 

I’d have to check the guestbook, gentlemen.  

 

[TRANSITION TO:] 

 WOLLF 

Dr. Lee wants to see me tomorrow.  

 SMERAGE  

I’m sure it’s nothing, Nat.  

 WOLLF 

Dr. Lee is on the Admin Board. 

 CUMMINGS 

Keith, Dr. Lee is the health and hygiene advisor on the Admin Board. 

 GILKEY 

So, what, he thinks we’re spreading Spanish flu?  

 WOLLF 

I suspect he thinks we are spreading something else. Spreading it to everyone at the parties.  

 

[TRANSITION TO:] 

 COURT [DAY] 

Mr. Roberts, would you please tell us about the kind of socializing that occurs in your room?  

 ROBERTS 

I’ve hosted some small gatherings. You need four for bridge. Never more than five or six for charades. 
Maybe fifty.  

 COURT [DAY] 

How often do you host these parties?  

 ROBERTS 
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Only on the major holidays: Christmas, Easter, Tuesdays... 

 

[TRANSITION TO:] 

 GILKEY 

They’re not going to ruffle the feathers of Congressman Roberts. 

 SAY 

Not with baseless conjecture.  

 WOLLF 

And if they have evidence?  

 SAY 

Evidence of what?  

 SMERAGE 

That we had a party?  

 WOLLF 

Evidence of what goes on at the party. 

 CUMMINGS 

Someone could have come forward. 

 SAY/GILKEY/SMERAGE 

Who? 

 

[TRANSITION TO:] 

 COURT [DAY] 

Mr. Roberts, what is your relationship to Kenneth Day? 

 ROBERTS 

Kenneth Day? That poor orphan who runs track? Well, we’re in the same fraternity, the same class, and I 
believe he lives on my hall. Yes, I’ve bumped into him a couple times. 

 COURT [DAY] 
You mean to tell us you don’t have an intimate relationship with Mr. Day?  

 ROBERTS 

I’m not sure I understand what’s being asked. 

 

[TRANSITION TO:] 

 SAY  

Oh my god. You think it was Day? 

 WOLLF 

It’s possible.  
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 CUMMINGS 

Let‘s not jump to any conclusions.  

 GILKEY 

Day attacks Roberts and then tattles to the Deans, is that it? 

 SMERAGE 

That doesn't make any sense.  

 SAY 

Why would Day tell them in the first place? He didn’t want anyone to know.  

 

[TRANSITION TO:] 

 COURT [DAY] 

Mr. Roberts, we have in our possession a letter to Cyril Wilcox written by your own hand stating that you 
are quite intimate with Mr. Day.  

 ROBERTS  

May I see the letter?  

(The COURT hands ROBERTS the letter. He reads it, then folds it 
neatly and returns it.)  

Gentlemen, I would suggest that we all think very carefully before the next step.  

 COURT [CLARK] 

And what might that be, Mr. Roberts?  

 ROBERTS 

We wouldn’t want this to somehow leak to the press.  

 COURT [CLARK] 

Mr. Roberts, is that a threat? 

 ROBERTS 

And I wouldn’t want my father to be disappointed by how this was handled.  

 COURT [CLARK] 

What are you suggesting?  

 

[TRANSITION TO:] 

 CUMMINGS 

Everyone calm down. Ernest will have answers. We’ll figure out what’s best for us all, together.  

 

[TRANSITION TO:] 

(Time skips forward. ROBERTS arrives at Perkins 28, post 
interrogation.)  
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 GILKEY  

Speak of the devil.  

 ROBERTS 

The devil’s here. The question is why is everyone else? I really should start locking my door.  

 CUMMINGS  

Everything all right, Ernest?  

 ROBERTS 

Of course. What’s got everyone so knotted up? That disaster last night? I’m fine really.  

 CUMMINGS  

You being called in to the Dean’s office.  

 ROBERTS 

Sorry to disappoint, Gentlemen. It isn’t exactly juicy gossip. My grades aren’t stellar and—  

 WOLLF 

We know what it was about.  

 ROBERTS  

??? 

 WOLLF 

It was about Cyril, wasn’t it?  

 ROBERTS 

I suppose they asked if Cyril’s death was affecting my studies.  

 CUMMINGS  

Who was there?   

 SMERAGE  

How many were there?  

 ROBERTS  

Five. What are we— 

 GILKEY  

Five? 

 SAY 

Who?  

 ROBERTS 

Goodness gracious. Uh, Greenough, Murdock, Lee...  

 WOLLF 

Dr. Lee was there? 

 ROBERTS 
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And he went Lee Lee Lee Lee Lee all the way home. This concern for my academic welfare is 
heartwarming.  

 SMERAGE 

Did he ask about the parties?  

 ROBERTS 

Yes, Keith, I invited them all over for tea this afternoon. 

 CUMMINGS  

Ernest, this is serious.  

 ROBERTS 

Eugene, this is ridiculous. It was routine.  

 SAY 

Then, tell us what all you said.  

 ROBERTS 

I was in there for two hours. I can’t recall every story I spun— 

 WOLLF 

Two hours of talking about your grades? Why don’t we start over, Ernest.  

 CUMMINGS 

We know they’re asking questions about us. 

 ROBERTS 

Yes, well, all good things must come to an end.  

 GILKEY  

What does that mean?  

 ROBERTS 

It means exactly that, Stanley. This couldn’t go on forever.  

 WOLLF 

Did Dr. Lee ask you about your sexual activity?  

 ROBERTS  

Yes.  

 SAY  

What did you say?  

 ROBERTS 

That I’m saving myself for marriage.  

 CUMMINGS 

Ernest, we need to know exactly what they know, and what they are after.  

 ROBERTS 

Fine. They had a letter I had written to Cyril.  
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 CUMMINGS  

A letter?  

 ROBERTS  

Some silly missive I had written weeks ago. 

 CUMMINGS  

What was in it?  

 ROBERTS 

That everyone, including me, was sucking off Kenneth Day. And my summer plans of having Bradlee put 
it in for two days and two nights without taking it out.  

 SAY  

Oh my god.  

 GILKEY  

Who else did you mention in that letter?   

 CUMMINGS  

How did they get the letter?  

 ROBERTS 

I wasn’t in a position to ask many questions.  

 GILKEY  

Couldn’t you deny it?  

 ROBERTS 

No use. There was a second letter about all the depravity in Perkins 28 sent by a concerned classmate of 
ours.  

 SAY  

Who?  

 ROBERTS  

Good question. They signed the letter “Anonymous, Class of ’22.” 

 GILKEY  

Smerage wrote it.  

 SMERAGE  

I did not.  

 GILKEY 

How much did they pay you, thirty pieces of silver?  

 CUMMINGS 

Now everyone stop that. There’s no sense in working at cross-purposes. 

 WOLLF 

We need to develop a plan. 
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 CUMMINGS 

We need to make a unified front. 

 WOLLF 

So that our stories are consistent.  

 SMERAGE 

I agree. Strength in solidarity.  

 GILKEY (to SMERAGE)  

You think he’s going to pick you over a diploma?  

 WOLLF 

Stan, you’re a real bastard, you know that?  

 GILKEY 

I’m a realistic bastard. You’re not going to lose Medical school over some hussy you picked up on your 
way out the door.  

 WOLLF 

Go to hell. 

 SMERAGE 

I won’t betray anyone’s trust.  

 CUMMINGS 

Agreed. We have to vouch for one another.  

 ROBERTS 

The best course of action in these situations is to make a clean breast of it. If they ask about your 
involvement, tell them everything.  

 GILKEY 

You’re suggesting we tell the truth about all of this?  

 ROBERTS 

Veritas, Gentlemen.  

 WOLLF 

Harvard cares about its reputation, as well.  

 GILKEY 

The reputation of being the faggotiest university on the eastern seaboard.  

 CUMMINGS  

We have to trust one another.  

 SMERAGE  

I’m sorry but I do not trust, Stan.  

 GILKEY 

And I do not trust you, you second-class slut!  
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 WOLLF  

THAT IS ENOUGH!  

(WOLLF almost punches GILKEY but CUMMINGS intercedes.)  

 ROBERTS 

What? You think you’ll convince the Deans that you aren’t a bunch of faggots? Because you are all a 
bunch of faggots.  

 CUMMINGS  

No I am not.  

 ROBERTS (laughing)  

Apologies, Eugene. What are you again?  

 CUMMINGS 

I’m a Harvard man. 

 ROBERTS  

Not yet.  

 CUMMINGS 

Wollf and I graduate in nine days. You want us to put that all in jeopardy?  

 ROBERTS 

When was the last time you had sexual relations with a woman, Eugene?  

 CUMMINGS  

Don’t be vulgar, Ernest.  

 WOLLF 

I could lose my offer to Medical School.  

 ROBERTS 

What about with a man? Do you masturbate? Or drink alcohol? Or enjoy opera? Or read Oscar Wilde? Do 
you dress like you and walk like you and talk like you? Because that’s what they’re after. They’re after all 
of you.  

 CUMMINGS 

We’re not surrendering. We can still defend ourselves.  

 ROBERTS 

Gene, this is Harvard not the Alamo.  

 CUMMINGS 

The college won’t want this to get out.  

 ROBERTS 

Harvard protects you, until it needs to protect itself. If you agree there is a problem, they will help to hide 
it. If you deny it, then you’re a liability. Everyone needs to go in and renounce his sins. The deans will then 
formulate an excuse for your withdrawal that protects both you and the college; your parents are 
disappointed but, “boys will be boys”, and soon it’s as though nothing ever happened. Sorry, Eugene, you 
wouldn’t know this but this is how a certain class handles matters.  
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(There’s a silence in the room as everyone considers the options.)  

 CUMMINGS  

Everyman for himself. That’s your plan?  

 SMERAGE  

You want us to all withdraw?  

 ROBERTS 

Withdraw. Transfer. I hear New Haven is lovely this time of year.   

(LUMBARD enters, holding two summonses.)  

 LUMBARD  

What the hell are these?  

 ROBERTS 

Lovely, the masked puritan of Perkins Hall. Come in. 

 LUMBARD 

Edward, why are you and I being called into the Dean’s office? 

 SAY (to ROBERTS)  

You said our names?  

 ROBERTS  

It was the other letter!  

 SAY 

I don’t believe a word you’ve said.  

 GILKEY  

You selfish son of a bitch.  

 ROBERTS  

Me? What about Cyril?  

(Silence as CUMMINGS stands.)  

 CUMMINGS  

What about Cyril?  

 ROBERTS 

Rather selfish to leave us to clean up his mess.  

 CUMMINGS  

Don’t pervert his death, Ernest.  

 ROBERTS  

It’s already perverse, Gene.  

 CUMMINGS 

Because you’re making it so.  
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 ROBERTS 
No, you made it so. Wasn’t it you who advised him to leave. 

 CUMMINGS 

I suggested Cyril go home. Take a break. Let his family take care of him.   

 ROBERTS 

This was his home. We were his family. The truth is you told him he needed to get away from me.  

 CUMMINGS 

So what if I did.  

 ROBERTS 

You sent him to his grave. 

 CUMMINGS 

Cyril killed himself because he was unwell. 

 ROBERTS 

Cyril killed himself because he was too stupid to figure out how to live like this. And now the rest of us 
can’t live like this anymore either.  

 CUMMINGS  

You’re disgusting.  

 ROBERTS  

No, Eugene, disgusting is breaking out in hives, running home, opening up the gas valve and going to sleep 
like a coward. That’s disgusting. Wake up, Eugene! CYRIL KILLED HIMSELF AND NOW WE’RE ALL 
DEADMEN.  

(Silence.) 

Everyone get out. I said GET OUT!  

(Exit WOLLF, GILKEY, SAY, LUMBARD and SMERAGE. 
ROBERTS is visibly shaken. CUMMINGS lingers at the door. After a 
moment:)  

 CUMMINGS 

It’s not too late, Ernest. Nothing is irreparable.  

 ROBERTS (coldly) 

Eugene Raphael Cummings, you know nothing about nothing. 

 CUMMINGS 

(Shakes his head.)  

You’re right, I thought we were friends.  

  

[TRANSITION TO:] 

(Flashback to ROBERTS’ interrogation.)  

 COURT [CLARK] 
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Then, it is settled. In exchange for your complete cooperation with the investigation, Mr. Roberts, you will 
be afforded the opportunity to contact Congressman Roberts by telephone prior to the mailing of our 
administrative action. What you choose to tell him, or not tell him, will be between the two of you. Are we 
agreed?  

(ROBERTS nods.) 

 COURT [DAY]  

Now tell us, who among these students is a friend of yours? Kenneth Day?  

 ROBERTS   

Yes. 

 COURT [DAY]  

Edward Say?  

 ROBERTS   

Yes.  

 COURT [DAY]  

Nathaniel Wollf?  

 ROBERTS   

Yes.  

 COURT [DAY]  

Eugene Cummings?  

(ROBERTS is silent.)   

Eugene Cummings?  

 ROBERTS  

No. Mr. Cummings is not a friend. 

 

 

 Scene Nine 

The next afternoon. SAY and LUMBARD are seated side-by-side in 
chairs center stage. Each is being interrogated separately but 
simultaneously. Text in italics represents conversations occurring 
outside of the Dean’s office. As the scene progresses, the overlapping 
dialogue accelerates and intensifies. 

 

SAY  LUMBARD 

Perkins 24.  Perkins 24. 

I transferred from Dartmouth this year.  Second year, sir. 

Mr. Wilcox?  Mr. Wilcox? 
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SAY  LUMBARD 

I knew him passingly…   

  …I don’t think I ever said two words to him. 

It’s tragic. Very tragic.   

What am I going to say?   

  I suggest you tell them the truth. 

Why start now?   

  I’ve heard from several students that he may 
have committed suicide. 

I knew he was having 
some…difficulties…with… 

  

  …connections to 

Some Boston men.  The wrong crowd. 

I don’t know the men personally though. I 
only know what I’ve been told. 

  

  I heard this from Mr. Say. 

(Each looks at the other.) 

Yes, I know Mr. Roberts.  Yes, I know Mr. Roberts. 

He lives two doors down.   

  He likes to throw extravagant parties. 

I would occasionally stop by his room to be 
friendly. 

  

  …nothing that a broad-minded person would 
object to. 

Conversation was typical of any college dorm 
room… 

  

  …I believe I’ve seen two or three. 

Homosexuals?   

  From Boston. Yes, sir. 

Possibly. I’m no expert. I only attended one 
party— 

  

  You said what? 
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SAY  LUMBARD 

It just slipped out.   

—with my roommate Joseph Lumbard.   

Last week we were invited to a party and 
attended together, but when we saw what was 
taking place… 

 
 

…we were uncomfortable and left.  Mr. Say seemed comfortable with them. 

  These men spoke fairly unabashedly about 
their… habits… in my presence. 

Hmm. I can’t remember anyone specifically.   

 
 One time four men from Boston slept in our 

room because they had missed the last trolley. 
There was a rumor going around that Mr. Say 
had relations with one of them. 

Did someone say something about me?   

  Again, it was only a rumor. 

I’ve cut all possible ties with the men at these 
parties. 

  

Yes, sir.  Yes, sir. 

Yes, sir.  No, sir. 

No, sir.  Yes, sir. 

  Mr. Say admitted influence of these people 
over him. 

Mr. Roberts never approached me in any 
indecent sense. 

  

  I’ve noticed he’s been wearing rouge. 

No, I don’t… but I would guess a “faggoty 
party” might be a party for faggots?  

  

 

 I was too embarrassed to confront him again. I 
had warned him about his effeminate 
appearance, but he explained to me that he had 
trouble with his spine as a child and was cared 
for closely by his mother. 

That’s true, Joe. That’s a fact. What else did 
you say about me? 
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SAY  LUMBARD 

 
 Since meeting Mr. Say at the beginning of the 

year, he’s become more secretive and private.  

I was called in a second time.   

  I told the truth, Edward. Just like you should. 
What would you have me do? 

Protect me.   

  How about protecting me instead of dragging 
me into this whole mess? 

I’m not dragging you into anything, Joseph. 
You’re already in it. 

  

  The only reason I am involved is because I am 
YOUR ROOMMATE. 

(Telephone rings) 

Are you going to get that?   

  Why? It’s never for me. 

What about this don’t you understand? 
They’re going to kick me out, Joe. 

  

 
 How is that my fault? You went to those 

parties, you know those people, you’re acting 
like this is my fault— 

Thank you for seeing me again.   

(LUMBARD answers telephone.) 

I want to dispel any confusion about my 
appearance and demeanor. I think that it is 
important for you to know that I spent the first 
eight years of my life in a plaster cast to 
correct a spinal deformity. My adolescence 
was spent in a steel jacket to correct my 
posture. As a result I couldn’t participate in 
any athletics. 

 

Hello? Ernest is actually out. I just passed him 
on the way to the library, surprisingly. Yes, 
sure I’ll tell him that you phoned. 

If I appear effeminate, I believe that it is a 
direct result of this medical condition, 

 Why are they calling me back? Edward! What 
did you say about me in there? 

…and I don’t want it to cloud the facts of the 
situation. 

  



2.4.19 

71 

SAY  LUMBARD 

As far as telephone calls are concerned,  
yes, I answered telephone calls. Classmates 
asked me to, and I was happy to do it as a 
friendly act. 

 Yes, I’ve answered a few telephone calls and 
taken messages. But for the most part, Mr. Say 
answers. 

(Telephone rings) 

Because you took just as many messages as I 
did. You talked on the phone just as much as I 
did, Joseph and that is the truth. 

 Well, they normally leave me their name and a 
short message. I treat it simply as a house 
matter. 

(SAY answers telephone.) 

Hello? No, he’s not. May I take a message? 
I’m fine, thank you. Uh-huh. I’ll let him know 
Ta-ta! 

 I would want the same thing done if my 
parents phoned for me. 

Don’t act like you’re not involved in this. As 
though you don’t know who these people are 
and what the messages are regarding. You’re 
more than just the messenger. 

 To my knowledge, there was never anything 
illicit in the messages. Most of the time they 
didn’t even leave a message. As the saying 
goes, “Don’t shoot the messenger.” 

(Telephone rings) 

Mr. Roberts and my relation was that of 
neighbors and nothing more. I certainly can’t 
be blamed for where the house lottery placed 
me and with whom. 

 The phone was ringing off the hook, what was 
I supposed to do? They weren’t for me 
anyway. How could I have known who was 
calling? They weren’t my friends. They never 
called for me. 

(LUMBARD answers telephone.) 

These gentleman would call up from Boston. I 
was merely courteous. They’d ask where Mr. 
Roberts was and I would say, “I don’t know.” 
They’d ask what I’ve been up to and I’d say, 
“I’ve been in my room studying.” And they 
would ask me to pass along a message to Mr. 
Roberts to return the call. 

 Hello? Oh, hello, Stanley. I don’t know what 
their plans are. Well, I’ll certainly explain to 
them that that’s what you’re planning on 
doing with your evening. No, I’m afraid I’m 
going to have to pass on that offer. Good 
evening. 

Mr. Lumbard is mistaken. I only attended one 
party. 

  
Oh right, Edward. They’re going to believe 
you only went to one party when they were two 
doors down… 
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SAY  LUMBARD 

I don’t know what Mr. Lumbard was referring 
to.  
 
Yes sir, there were many parties and they 
spilled out into the hallway and I may have 
gone to see what all the fuss was about from 
time to time. Because of my proximity to Mr. 
Roberts’s room, I couldn’t help but notice 
what was going on. 

 
 
 
Yes sir, I attended the most recent party in 
Perkins 28. It was an end of year celebration. 
There were speeches, some drinking, some 
dancing. Roberts wore a dress as a kind of 
joke. 

I stayed to the end of the party, sir.  I stayed to the end of the party, sir. 

Why? Because it was fun?  Why? Because it was interesting? 

(Telephone Rings) 

This isn’t debate practice, Joseph. I’m not 
your opponent. I’m your roommate. 

 Yes, there were gentlemen… kissing. 

(SAY answers telephone.) 

Hello? Ned! It’s been ages! I’ll let him know 
you called. 

 I suppose the extent of my involvement was 
that I danced. One dance. 

Well, I don’t know why you even came to the 
party in the first place… you’re such a fire 
extinguisher. 

 I don’t make a habit of drinking. But, yes, I 
did have one drink at that party. 

We were always invited to come to the parties.  I did not attend any of the other parties. 

(Telephone Rings) 

But I would rarely go to Mr. Roberts’ room. 
One time I remember ordering a party guest 
out of the hallway because I needed to study. I 
certainly didn’t go to a party that time. 

 Edward, they asked me how many times I’ve 
masturbated! They asked me if they were 
whores instead of homosexuals would I have 
stayed at the party? Would I have answered 
the phone? 

I was never alone in the room with these 
gentlemen. There was always someone else 
there. You can ask anyone and they’ll tell you 
the same story. 

 I have made other arrangements for housing 
next year after my experience with Mr. Say. 
We are very, very different people. Even Mr. 
Say has said… 

Just ask my friend Joseph Lumbard.  …we’re nothing more than roommates. 

I swear to you that I am telling the truth.  I swear to you that I am telling the truth. 

  EDWARD IS LYING!!!. 
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(The force of LUMBARD’s accusation sends SAY flying out of his 
chair. The telephone ringing stops.) 

 

 

 Scene Ten 

The following morning. Split Scene: SMERAGE is auditioning in 
front of the Dramatic Club panel; WOLLF is being interviewed by the 
COURT. 

  

 COURT [ROBERTS]  

Name, please.  

 SMERAGE  

Keith Percy Smerage.  

 WOLLF  

Nathaniel Wollf.  

 COURT [GILKEY]  

Class?  

 SMERAGE  

‘21.  

 WOLLF  

My senior year, sirs.  

 COURT [DAY]  

Proceed.  

 WOLLF  

I’m sorry to be speaking to you under these circumstances.  

 SMERAGE  

All is lost! 

 WOLLF  

I fear you may have connected me to certain individuals on campus.  

 SMERAGE  

This foul Egyptian hath betrayed me. 

 WOLLF  

I know there is a group. I have even met some of these men.  

 SMERAGE  

My fleet hath yielded to the foe, and yonder 
They cast their caps up, and carouse together 
Like friends long lost. 
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 WOLLF  

However, these are not people I associate with outside of college matters.  

 SMERAGE  

Triple-turned whore! 

 WOLLF  

Sirs, I confess. I have faced a struggle of my own for some years. 

 SMERAGE  

‘Tis thou hast sold me to this novice, and my heart makes only wars on thee. 

 WOLLF  

It began at Exeter. I was the victim of a series of attacks by an older boy. After which, I began to 
experience new urgings. But I had been successful in suppressing it. Until this year.  

 SMERAGE  

Bid them all fly, 

 WOLLF  

Until after a Dramatic Club event.  

 SMERAGE  

For when I am revenged upon my charm, I have done all. 

 WOLLF  

I had met a new student.  

 SMERAGE  

Bid them all fly, be gone! 

 WOLLF 

It began as a mentorship but evolved into something else. 

 SMERAGE 

O sun, 

 WOLLF  

We spent several evenings together, working—  

 SMERAGE  

Thy uprise shall I see no more; 

 WOLLF  

And by constant allusions to homosexuality, he made his intentions clear.  

 SMERAGE  

Fortune and Antony part here, 

 WOLLF  

I found myself being seduced by him.  

 SMERAGE  
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Even here do we shake hands. 

 WOLLF  

The first encounter took place in his room.  

 SMERAGE  

All come to this? 

 WOLLF  

He undressed me.  

 SMERAGE  

The hearts that spanieled me at heels, 

 WOLLF  

Then he undressed himself. 

 SMERAGE  

To whom I gave their wishes, do discandy, 

 WOLLF  

We masturbated. 

 SMERAGE  

Melt their sweets on blossoming Caesar; 

 WOLLF  

Several times after that. But once the act was finished, I would always leave. 

 SMERAGE  

And this pine is barked, that overtopped them all.  

 WOLLF  

His name?  

 SMERAGE  

Betrayed I am. 

(Pause.) 

 WOLLF  

Keith Smerage. A transfer student from Tufts.  

 SMERAGE   

O this false soul of Egypt!  

 WOLLF  

Sirs, I am ashamed of my behavior. 

 SMERAGE 

This grave charm, whose eye becked forth my wars, and called them home, 

 WOLLF  
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And the fact that it jeopardizes everything for which I have worked so hard sickens me. 

 SMERAGE 

Whose bosom was my crownet, my chief end, 

 WOLLF  

But I have put a check on myself since the last indecency.  

 SMERAGE  

Like a right gipsy hath at fast and loose beguiled me to the very heart of loss. 

 WOLLF 

No, I do not love Mr. Smerage.   

 SMERAGE  

What Eros, Eros! 

 WOLLF  

Any other connection is slander.  

 SMERAGE 

AH, THOU SPELL! AVAUNT! 

 WOLLF  

Sirs, I chose Harvard as my alma mater because I think it the finest institution of its kind, and I want 
nothing more than to do right by its name. This outbreak has forced me to confront something too long 
present in me, and I see now the havoc it can wreak on a man’s life if indulged. As I told Dr. Lee yesterday, 
I would welcome any treatment available for this disease. I have no doubt that now, as a man hardened by 
war, I have the strength to overcome this illness before entering medical school in the fall. I hope my 
honesty and penitence today have given some indication of where my loyalties lie in all of this. 

 COURT [GILKEY] 

Thank you for your candor, Mr. Wollf. We’ll notify you of any disciplinary action by the end of the week.  

 

 

 Scene Eleven 

Perkins 28. CUMMINGS walks in—pink slip in hand—to discover 
that all the grand furniture and fixtures have been removed from the 
room. There is no trace left of ROBERTS. SAY sits unnoticed in the 
shadows with a half empty bottle of scotch. 

 

 SAY  

He’s not here.   

 CUMMINGS 

You scared me! 

 SAY 

Ernest isn’t here.  
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 CUMMINGS 

I see that. Why are you here?  

 SAY 

The door was unlocked. I had nowhere else to go.  

(CUMMINGS approaches SAY and notices he has a black eye and 
bruised face.) 

 CUMMINGS 

Edward, what happened?  

 SAY  

I’m leaving, Eugene.  

(CUMMINGS sees a packed suitcase in the corner.)  

 CUMMINGS 

Where are you going?   

 SAY 

I don’t know.  

 CUMMINGS  

For how long? 

 SAY 

Forever.  

 CUMMINGS  

Edward, you’re bloodied, your suitcase is packed and you’re leaving forever... what’s going on?  

 SAY  

I’m exposed.  

 CUMMINGS  

Is this about Ernest?  

 SAY  

It’s about inevitability.   

 CUMMINGS 

Eddie, I have faith the group will vouch for one another, and this will all blow over.  

(SAY lets out a deep, uncontrollable laugh.) 

 SAY 

He was waiting for me in the alley outside The Rooster. He knew I would be there.  

 CUMMINGS  

Who?  

 SAY 

A man. An older gentleman. He asked me for a match. He had heard about Perkins 28.  
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 CUMMINGS  

How?  

 SAY (choking up)  

I thought he was flirting. He asked if I knew Cyril. I was so careless. 

 CUMMINGS 

I’m not following.  

 SAY 

He was looking for me. He hunted me down.  

 CUMMINGS 

Why would anyone want to hurt you?  

 SAY (with resolve)  

Because I’m weak, Eugene. I am preyed upon because I am weak!  

 CUMMINGS 

Nonsense. You are wonderful, witty, handsome—  

(SAY pushes CUMMINGS away.)  

I’m sorry I—   

 SAY (shouting) 

STOP APOLOGIZING! STOP BEING WEAK!  

 CUMMINGS 

Eddie, you’re drunk. We need to get you something to eat.  

 SAY 

Got called in, finally, did you? 

 CUMMINGS (nodding) 

I’m going to fight it. 

 SAY 

Are you? 

 CUMMINGS 

I have to try. 

 SAY 

You won’t find any talisman here, Eugene. You’re on your own. 

 CUMMINGS 

Thank you for your compassion. 

 SAY 

Compassion. That’s rich. Compassion?! One of us has disappeared each day for a week, and you were 
nowhere to be found! Where was your sense of urgency when I was called in?! When Wollf and Smerage 
were called in?! Where were you then?!!! 
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(LUMBARD enters.) 

 LUMBARD 

What’s going on in here? I heard shouting.   

 CUMMINGS 

Joseph, good, you’re still here.  

 LUMBARD 

Of course I’m still here. I’m trying to study for my finals. 

 SAY (laughing) 

He’s lost his mind.  

 LUMBARD 

Excuse me?  

 SAY 

What the hell are you studying for?  

 LUMBARD 

That’s what I’m here to do. We still have to finish out the year.  

 SAY 

Look around, Joseph! They don’t want us here!  

 LUMBARD 

Edward, I’m sorry that you are in this mess but you knew you were in the wrong.  

 SAY (earnestly) 

What is so wrong with me, Joseph? Please enlighten me so that next year, when I go to my third college in 
as many years, maybe I’ll have a prayer of survival.  

 LUMBARD 

There are rules. And you don’t get to choose which rules to follow and which to ignore.  

 CUMMINGS 

Do you agree with the rules, Joseph?  

 LUMBARD 

I didn’t make the rules.  

 CUMMINGS 

But you obey them.  

 LUMBARD 

Eugene, I didn’t do anything.  

 SAY 

You’re damn right, Joseph. You did nothing. Ernest did nothing, I did nothing, Nathanial did nothing. 
Eugene did nothing. We all did nothing.  

 LUMBARD 
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No, Edward. I did nothing. You flaunted your audacity before the entire campus, and now I have to pay the 
consequences. I went to one party, Edward. I went to one party. And now my entire future is in jeopardy 
because I had the great fortune of sharing a room with you.  

 SAY 

I’m sure you made that quite clear to the deans. And I’m sure they understood. And I’m sure the people in 
your future will understand too. How the upstanding, down-the-line Joseph Lumbard had the misfortune of 
witnessing an unhealthy deal of indecency at college, but came out unscathed. I’m sure you’ll keep well 
clear of me… of Perkins 28… of Kenneth Day. You’ll say to yourself what a relief it is to be clear of it all. 
And if you really drum it in, it might start to feel like the truth. And the next Kenneth you meet—and you 
will meet another Kenneth—will be of no interest to you. And the next Perkins 28 you come across—and 
you will come across another one—will be of no interest to you either. Because nothing happened here. Not 
to you.  

(LUMBARD looks to SAY and then CUMMINGS. He considers 
speaking, but exits instead. SAY starts to go as well.) 

 CUMMINGS  

Eddie, where are you going? I need you here.  

 SAY 

Do you see my face? This is what happens when you are exposed. The reckoning is upon us. And I will 
leave before my weakness destroys my family. 

 CUMMINGS 

“Is it weakness that yields to temptation? I tell you that there are terrible temptations which it requires 
strength, strength and courage to yield to.”  

 SAY 

Eugene, don’t ever let them hear you quote Oscar Wilde. Everything you love is a danger to you.  

 (SAY exits. Lights fade on CUMMINGS.) 

 

 

 Scene Twelve 

Light up on SMERAGE placing a phone call. 

 

 SMERAGE  

Mother, are you sitting? I have some rather big news. I just received notice that…I made the Dramatic 
Club. Yes. I know. I am fully beyond words. I made the Dramatic Club. Next season my name will be 
etched on the Club scroll for everyone to see. Thank you. Thank you. You and Dad know lack of 
confidence has been my stumbling block but I intend to make things different now. Big fires from little 
sparks grow. Isn’t that what you say? All I have now are my finals to confront, but if I keep a cool head I 
shall not fear. I will. I will. Give Father my love. I’ll write you both as soon as I have a spare moment. 
Goodnight, Mother. I love you too. Goodnight. Goodnight. 

(SMERAGE hangs up the phone as lights slowly fade.) 
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 Scene Thirteen 

The Following Day. Greenough’s office. GILKEY sits in front of the 
COURT. 

 

 GILKEY  

Good morning, gentlemen. Shall we get straight to the point? Here is the truth: Cyril Wilcox committed 
suicide. He was a homosexualist and therefore committed suicide. He was a queer, and not the only one. 
You may have more such events on your hands I fear. If I can help prevent this in any way, I’d like to do 
so. So please… ask away.  

 COURT [LUMBARD]  

Thank you Mr. Gilkey. If I may remind you that your name has been raised to us—  

 GILKEY  

Of course it has. I’m here because I know these men. But not in the way you imagine.  

(Out of habit, GILKEY begins to cross his legs, but catches himself 
midway.) 

As a student of criminology, some of my favorite classes involve deciphering the most challenging puzzles: 
human beings. As a budding criminologist… You were aware that I’m specializing in criminology.  

 COURT [SAY/LUMBARD]  

No, I don’t think we were.  

 GILKEY 

Well, I am. These men are my subjects.  

 COURT [WOLLF] 

Explain.  

 GILKEY 

I first saw Ernest Roberts last year in the Fry Dining Hall and I knew immediately what he was. For 
research purposes, I was eager to speak with him. I complimented him on his tuxedo jacket and asked if I 
could borrow it. 

 COURT [ROBERTS]  

Mr. Gilkey how did you know that Mr. Roberts was a homosexual?  

 GILKEY  

He displayed a number of the common symptoms.  

 COURT [ROBERTS]  

And those would be?  

 GILKEY (matter-of-factly) 

Effeminate gestures, allergies to coarse fabrics, raw bitten cuticles, the inability to look a woman in the eye, 
poor hand to eye co-ordination, handwriting that slants from right to left, a voice pitched a half octave 
above the average man’s…the list goes on.  

 COURT [SAY]  

And these are your observations?  
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 GILKEY  

Most are well published.  

 COURT [SAY]  

And with whom do you discuss these matters?  

 GILKEY  

Sir, I understand your question, and I can assure you I’ve never discussed homosexualism with anyone who 
hadn’t already been exposed.  

 COURT [ROBERTS]  

How frequently did you see Ernest Roberts?  

 GILKEY  

Not often.  

 COURT [LUMBARD]  

When did you last see him?  

 GILKEY  

I saw him last weekend outside the chapel where I was attending evening mass. I could tell immediately 
that something was the matter and without so much as a query from me, Mr. Roberts told me about his 
meeting with you gentlemen.  

 COURT [LUMBARD]  

And that is when you decided to contact Dean Greenough’s office?  

 GILKEY  

Yes, sirs. I knew immediately that you were searching for criminals and like I said, I thought I could be of 
service.  

 COURT [SMERAGE]  

Are you familiar with a student by the name of Keith Smerage?  

 GILKEY  

Ah. A case in point. 

 COURT [SMERAGE]  

Mr. Gilkey, Keith Smerage has testified to you having made indecent advances towards him.  

 GILKEY 

Indecent advances?  

 COURT [SMERAGE] 

Yes.  

 GILKEY 

Indecent sexual advances?  

 COURT [SMERAGE] 

Yes.  

 GILKEY 
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That is completely false. And revolting.  

 COURT [SMERAGE]  

You did not make advances towards him?  

 GILKEY   

In Christ’s name not. I was afraid this might happen. 

(GILKEY begins to cross his legs again, but stops himself midway.) 

I suppose that is the price I pay for my authority.  

 COURT [WOLLF]  

Authority?  

 GILKEY  

For my sins, I run the Dramatic Club. Homosexuals love theatrics. I was asked to see this Smerage fellow 
and between you, me, and the furniture, he has no place in the theatre. I was ready to pass on him entirely 
when my colleague, Nathaniel Wollf, insisted that he be inducted saying, “He has talent. It just needs to be 
nurtured.” Being a reasonable man, I compromised, allowing Mr. Smerage to join as a member of the 
technical crew. There is only so much damage one can do backstage. Sadly this rubbed Smerage up quite 
the wrong way. So yes, I was afraid that a bitter young thespian like him might begin slinging 
accusations—he has an unreliable character and is queer, without a doubt.  

 COURT [WOLLF]  

Could he have mistaken you for being queer?  

 GILKEY (oblivious) 

I don’t see how.  

 COURT [WOLLF] 

Mr. Gilkey, do you not think that, by pursuing these interests, you are monkeying with fire?  

 GILKEY (wholesomely) 

I think a man should know about everything. I want to know all I can.  

 COURT [WOLLF]  

But your interest in homosexuals is certainly most unusual.  

 GILKEY  

Unusually fascinating is what it is, sir. Repulsive, but fascinating. I don’t think one should be condemned 
for scientific curiosity.  

 COURT [LUMBARD]  

We’re concerned your close proximity to these deviants may be affecting your own character.  

 GILKEY 

I am not the problem here, gentlemen. I assure you. I’m the model Harvard Man. And I’ve brought proof. 

(GILKEY approaches the COURT, offering them three envelopes.)  

Here are three letters, signed by my roommates vouching for my character and social habits. These are 
decent men with whom I have shared a suite over the past year and can be considered expert when it comes 
to my whereabouts on campus and my personal relationships. They have each offered to appear in front of 
you, as witnesses should you so desire. 
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(The COURT examines the letters. GILKEY is pleased with himself. 
Confident in his victory, he finally follows through with the impulse to 
cross his legs.) 

Now, Mr. Wollf’s attachment to Mr. Smerage strikes me as a bit of a concern. He told me they had spent 
dinners together and time rehearsing Mr. Smerage’s audition material after hours. I believe they are queer 
together. And it is clear you already suspect Mr. Roberts of being inverted. Though Dr. Krafft-Ebing’s 
theory on this disease being contagious was disproven, Dr. Sigmund Freud has pointed out—  

 COURT [WOLLF] 

You have read Sigmund Freud?  

 GILKEY (smiling) 

Well, yes, it is in the library—Dr. Freud has pointed out that we should not view homosexualism as 
pathology—he agrees with Dr. Ellis in that regard, but it should still be taken—  

 COURT [SAY] 

Did you say Dr. Ellis?  

 GILKEY  

(Realizing his misstep.) 

I…did, sirs.  

 COURT [SAY] 

Dr. Havelock Ellis?  

 GILKEY (trapped) 

Yes… Doctor. Havelock. Ellis.  

 COURT [WOLLF] 

Are you referring to the book Sexual Inversion?  

 GILKEY 

Oh... I don’t remember the title, sirs.  

 COURT [WOLLF] 

That book is banned literature, Mr. Gilkey.  

 GILKEY  

(Feigning surprise.) 

It is? Is it? Oh! I was not aware of that.  

 COURT [SAY] 

How did you discover that material?  

 GILKEY 

I—um—well—we…  

 COURT [WOLLF] 

Mr. Gilkey, where did you first hear of that book?  

 GILKEY (quickly) 
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Through department discourse.  

 COURT [ROBERTS] 

Mr. Gilkey, we insist you tell us in what department, and with which faculty members you have discussed 
this material.  

(No response.)  

Mr. Gilkey?  

 (No response.)  

Mr. Gilkey? 

 GILKEY 

Mr. Clark? 

 

  

 Scene Fourteen 

(Lights suddenly shift to CLARK’S office. CLARK is packing his 
belongings in a cardboard box. GILKEY stands from his interrogation 
chair and “enters” the scene. The COURT remains on stage, 
watching.) 

 

 CLARK 

Your paper became late nine minutes ago, Mr. Gilkey. 

 GILKEY 

My typewriter broke. I would have had it done on time otherwise. 

 CLARK  

In life one must be prepared for the unexpected.  

 GILKEY 

Please, Mr. Clark. 

 CLARK 

Actions have consequences, Mr. Gilkey. 

 GILKEY 

I understand, but—  

(CUMMINGS rushes in.) 

 CUMMINGS 

Oh, thank god. I’m sorry, Mr. Clark. I know I am late— 

 CLARK 

Actions have consequences, Mr. Cummings.  

 CUMMINGS 

Please, Mr. Clark. I need this course to graduate. 
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 CLARK 

Then perhaps you shouldn’t have left it to your senior year. Sometimes one must confront the devils we 
wish to ignore.  

 CUMMINGS 

I’m begging you. 

 GILKEY 

Please, Mr. Clark.  

 CLARK  

Fine, give them to me. You two are an excellent reminder of all I’ll be leaving behind here at Harvard.  

 CUMMINGS 

You’re leaving?  

 CLARK 

Yes.  

 CUMMINGS 

May I ask why? 

 CLARK 

It is clear that my thoughts are no longer welcomed. I was told that I may continue grading papers, but not 
teach. And that’s not quite the writing career I had in mind.  

 CUMMINGS 

I’m sorry, Mr. Clark.  

 CLARK 

I’m not, Mr. Cummings. I am free to go wherever and do whatever. The truth has, indeed, set me free.  

 CUMMINGS 

What truth is that? 

 CLARK  

An indisputable one. 

 CUMMINGS 

This is unfair. We can do something. We’ll write a letter, or speak with President Lowell. 

 CLARK 

I was summoned to a dark room with a single candle burning and interrogated by five administrators, 
including President Lowell. 

 CUMMINGS 

Did you defend yourself?  

 CLARK 

They weren’t there to hear my defense; they were there to inform me of my punishment.  

 CUMMINGS 
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But without hard evidence how/ could they—  

 CLARK 

“O men of Athens, surely behind this accusation there is some truth.” And indeed there was an accusation, 
and some student, and some truth behind it.  

 CUMMINGS 

What accusation? 

 CLARK 

That I was discussing and providing banned literature to students.   

 CUMMINGS 

Mr. Clark, I never—  

 CLARK 

If my plainness of speech has made society hate me, what is that hatred but proof of the truth I have 
spoken. And doesn’t that make me the wisest man in town?  

 CUMMINGS 

I swear— 

 CLARK 

Thank you for your concern. Now if you‘ll excuse me. 

 GILKEY 

Mr. Clark…. 

 CLARK 

Yes, Mr. Gilkey? 

(Pause.) 

 GILKEY 

Best of luck. 

 CLARK 

I was wrong about one thing, Mr. Gilkey. Never stop searching for Truth. And Mr. Cummings, I hope one 
day you make peace with yours.  

(CLARK picks up the cardboard box.) 

I’ll mail you your papers, gentlemen. I’m eager to read what kind of men you are. 

(CLARK exits. CUMMINGS and GILKEY look at one another in 
silence. GILKEY exits, leaving CUMMINGS standing alone. Lights 
fade out on the COURT. Transition to:)  

 

 

 Scene Fifteen 

Fall River, Massachusetts. A train whistles in the distance. Lester 
WILCOX emerges from the shadows. 
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 WILCOX 

Are you headed back tonight?  

 CUMMINGS 

No, early tomorrow./I have an appointment.  

 WILCOX 

/Final examinations, yes?  

 CUMMINGS 

The final finals, in fact. My last year, you know?  

 WILCOX 

Truly? Time moves so quickly. It feels like I saw you riding your bike to school only yesterday.  

 CUMMINGS  

No, I’ve done my time.  

 WILCOX  

Good time, I hope.  

 CUMMINGS 

Oh, yes. Harvard has been as wonderful as you said it would be.   

 WILCOX 

How was your Reading Period?  

 CUMMINGS 

It went by quickly. And now I’m underprepared, I fear.  

 WILCOX 

I was often tempted to treat Reading Period as a vacation, too.  

 CUMMINGS 

No, I’ve been working very hard. Haven’t slept in weeks, feels like. I came home for the day, is all.  

 WILCOX 

Very kind of you to call, then.  

(Train whistle.) 

 CUMMINGS 

I hope I’m not a bother—  

 WILCOX  

Not at all.  

 CUMMINGS  

How are Mr. and Mrs. Wilcox?  

 WILCOX 
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As well as can be expected, I suppose. 

 CUMMINGS 

And you? How’s work? Or you’re not still in the Navy, are you? 

 WILCOX 

No, Navy days are behind me. I’m, uh, I am receiving a promotion next month at the Millmen Factory.  

 CUMMINGS  

Congratulations.  

 WILCOX 

Thank you. 

 CUMMINGS 

Business is up, then?  

 WILCOX 

No, in fact, there was a rash of thefts. I received the promotion because I caught the thief.  

 CUMMINGS  

How did you manage that?  

 WILCOX (casual) 

Criminals are like animals. They need things to survive. But they only take what is easily taken. The key to 
catching an animal is to set a trap that doesn’t look like one. After that, it’s simply a matter of patience. 
When he came sniffing around for his next easy meal, I got him.  

 CUMMINGS  

You’re like Pinkerton!  

 WILCOX 

Give a man enough rope, right?  

 CUMMINGS  

Lester, may we talk about it?  

 WILCOX 

I believe everything was said at the funeral.  

 CUMMINGS 

I think we both know that isn’t true.  

 WILCOX 

He could have blown up the entire house, you know?  

 CUMMINGS  

I know.  

 WILCOX 

One spark and we all would have... It was so reckless. So thoughtless of him.  

 CUMMINGS 
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He wasn’t in a good state of mind. It goes without saying. Have your parents... come to terms?  

 WILCOX 

It’s too alien for them. They’ll always think of it as “the accident.”  

 CUMMINGS 

Did he leave a note, or some signal?  

 WILCOX 

I turned the room upside-down looking but... Did he say something to you?  

 CUMMINGS 

No he didn’t, but it was apparent he was under a lot of stress. The hives...  

 WILCOX 

He always had a fragile constitution.  

 CUMMINGS 

No, it was more than that. Lester, he was struggling— 

 WILCOX  

But you looked out for him, didn’t you? 

 CUMMINGS 

Of course. We were very close. But I couldn’t always be there. What I’m trying to say— 

 WILCOX  

Perhaps it’s my fault.  

 CUMMINGS  

It’s no one’s fault, Lester.  

 WILCOX 

The night before he—the accident, Cyril wanted to talk privately. He brought me out here and didn’t say 
two words as we walked. He might have kept walking forever if I hadn’t stopped him. He told me he was in 
trouble.  

 CUMMINGS  

What kind of trouble?  

 WILCOX 

He said… that there was a man in Cambridge who was blackmailing him.  

 CUMMINGS  

Blackmail?  

 WILCOX 

Yes, and he looked at me as though I should understand, but I didn’t. So I said, “What’s he going to say 
about you?” Cyril turned to me and said, “He’s going to say that I’m a homosexual. And I am a 
homosexual.” He said he was tangled up and didn’t see a way out—that those urges were eating him up 
from the inside. It was why he left campus. He worried it would follow him back home.  

 CUMMINGS  
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He told you that?  

 WILCOX 

Yes. I asked how long he had been doing it and he said he learned it years ago, but it had become a problem 
at Harvard.  

(Train whistle.) 

He asked me to help him. And he started blubbering. It was... sickening.  

 CUMMINGS  

That sounds awful.  

 WILCOX 

I smacked him. And he looked up at me, dumb. Didn’t defend himself. And I said, “What kind of man are 
you?” And he started weeping again. So I looked him square in the eyes and told him, “You are not my 
brother.” And I left him here. Alone. Out in the woods.  

 CUMMINGS  

And it was that night?  

 WILCOX  

At some point or other. 

 CUMMINGS 

It sounds like he wasn’t well.  

 WILCOX 

Of course he wasn’t well! He shames this entire house and then makes a spectacle of himself?  

 CUMMINGS  

Excuse me?  

 WILCOX 

I told him to leave, and instead he lies here. He throws this in the face of my parents, of me. The County 
Coroner had to tell my father that his son was found lying on his bed, dressed in a full suit. He knows what 
that means. I know what that means. Everyone in the town knows what that means, and they all want to 
know why. And we have to endure the indignity of eulogizing and grieving for that. I was the one who 
found him, you know? I saw him looking at me with the same dumb look he had in the woods. Asking me 
to help him. Because he was scared. Because he didn’t know what else to do.  

 CUMMINGS 

Lester, you can’t blame your brother for it.  

 WILCOX  

Oh, I don’t.  

 CUMMINGS 

It sounds like you do.  

 WILCOX 

No, Eugene, my brother didn’t do anything. That thing that died in his room wasn’t my brother.  

 CUMMINGS 
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It may have been an unwanted part of him, Lester, but it was a part of him.  

 WILCOX  

Did you know about it?  

 CUMMINGS  

Yes.  

 WILCOX 

And what did you do about it?  

 CUMMINGS  

I tried to help him.  

 WILCOX 

How?   

 CUMMINGS 

I told him to focus on his studies. And think of his family. And think of his future.  

 WILCOX 

Who else knows besides you?  

 CUMMINGS 

I... I don’t know, Lester. I don’t think Cyril talked about it with too many people.  

 WILCOX 

That’s not how it seemed in the letter.  

 CUMMINGS  

The letter? 

 WILCOX 

The letter I found in Cyril’s room. The one I turned over to the college.  

(Train whistle.)  

Everything all right, Eugene? 

 CUMMINGS  

You started the investigation. 

 WILCOX 

Someone is responsible for my brother’s death. Cyril told me that it became a problem at Harvard. The 
problem is someone at Harvard.  

 CUMMINGS 

Lester, the Deans have taken that letter and ...it’s gone beyond that now. Students who never knew Cyril 
are being interrogated. Professors are losing their jobs. People are being ejected from Cambridge. It’s out of 
control.  

 WILCOX 

No, it’s going exactly as I’d hoped. I found the letter while cleaning out Cyril’s room: a letter filled with all 
the repugnant filth my brother had become part of. Explaining all I needed to know about the degenerate 
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stranger in my house. And what had made him sick. I brought the letter to Dean Greenough myself. We 
agreed that we could not stand idle while another Harvard boy was infected, so I came up with a list of 
suspects from the letter. There was Cyril’s roommate from last year, Kenneth Day. Day wasn’t the source 
but when he confessed, we had enough evidence to go after the Congressman’s son. Roberts confirmed the 
names I got from the Proctor of Perkins Hall. Once we knew where they had been congregating, we started 
combing through club rosters to find how far it had spread. And under pressure, they gave more names.  

 CUMMINGS 

Those people have nothing to do with Cyril’s death.  

 WILCOX 

That’s what is necessary— 

 CUMMINGS  

To ruin people’s lives?  

 WILCOX 

—to cut out the cancer.  

 CUMMINGS 

They are treating Cyril as a deviant. It’s shameful. You would be ashamed of the things they’re saying 
about him. You have to tell them to stop the investigation.  

 WILCOX 

Why? Is there not a homosexual problem on campus?  

 CUMMINGS 

Cyril was mixed up. He was always sensitive. Unstable. At the end of the day, we both know the truth. 

 WILCOX  

The truth?  

 (Train whistle.) 

The truth is, that Cyril said he was sickened when he was here. But it only became a problem when he was 
there. The only person who followed him from here, to there, is... you.  

 CUMMINGS 

I was nothing but a good friend to your brother.  

 WILCOX  

Are you one of them?  

 CUMMINGS 

Are you accusing me of something?  

 WILCOX 

I’m not actually. Edward Say told me everything.  

 CUMMINGS 

Edward?    

 WILCOX 
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Well, to tell you the truth, it was hard to hear what he was saying with all the blood in his mouth. But, I 
kept asking until I heard it clear enough: “Eugene Cummings.”  

 CUMMINGS 

Lester, your family has known me all my life. You know who I am.  

 WILCOX 

And now the university knows what you are.  

 CUMMINGS 

The university is looking for deviants! I am not—  

 WILCOX 

How old was he when you first touched him?  

 CUMMINGS 

I never touched... I would never do anything to hurt Cyril.  

 WILCOX 

I knew you would come back here.  

 CUMMINGS  

Listen to me— 

 WILCOX 

I know what you need, you animal.  

 CUMMINGS  

You have to listen—!  

(WILCOX grabs CUMMINGS and wrestles him into a chokehold.)  

 WILCOX 

You perverted my brother, didn’t you?  

 CUMMINGS  

That’s not what happened!  

 WILCOX  

Did you touch him?  

 CUMMINGS  

Who have you told?!  

 WILCOX 

You think you can come back here?  

 CUMMINGS  

Lester, I’ll lose everything...  

 WILCOX 

You think you can touch another boy in this town?  

 CUMMINGS 
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Lester, I’ll never come back again just please...  

 WILCOX 

You took my brother from me.  

 CUMMINGS  

Lester, please...  

 WILCOX 

You took him from me, you faggot!  

(WILCOX throws CUMMINGS to the ground and jumps on top of 
him.) 

 CUMMINGS  

Get off me!  

 WILCOX 

You are the cause of all of this.  

 CUMMINGS  

Stop!  

 WILCOX 

YOU KILLED HIM.  

(WILCOX punches CUMMINGS. CUMMINGS tries to crawl away. 
WILCOX kicks him repeatedly. WILCOX grabs CUMMINGS by his 
collar and holds him close.)  

 CUMMINGS  

Please. Lester.  

 WILCOX 

He died because of you.  

 CUMMINGS 

No!  

 WILCOX 

Say it. Say: “I killed Cyril Wilcox.”  

 CUMMINGS  

But I didn’t...  

(WILCOX slaps CUMMINGS.)  

 WILCOX (slowly)  

I need to hear you say it. 

(CUMMINGS shakes his head “no.” WILCOX slaps him again, this 
time harder.)  

 CUMMINGS (utterly broken)  

I killed Cyril Wilcox! I killed Cyril Wilcox! 
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(WILCOX pulls him even closer.)  

Are you going to kill me?  

 WILCOX 

No. Because I want this to eat you up from the inside. Then I want you erased. I want your family to have 
to answer, “What happened to Eugene Cummings?”  

 CUMMINGS (bloodied, crying.)  

Please don’t tell my family.  

 WILCOX 

And if not, I will hunt you, Gene.  

 CUMMINGS  

Please don’t tell my family.  

 WILCOX 

And if I find out that you ever touch another boy, I will come and kill you myself.  

 CUMMINGS  

Please don’t tell my family.  

 WILCOX 

Never come back here. You understand?  

 CUMMINGS  

Please don’t tell my family.  

 WILCOX  

Disappear, you understand?  

 CUMMINGS  

Please don’t tell my family.  

 WILCOX  

Eugene?  

 CUMMINGS 

PLEASE DON’T! PLEASE DON’T! PLEASE DON’T!  

(The train whistles one final time as WILCOX punches CUMMINGS, 
leaving him alone, face down in the woods. A chair begins to glow 
center stage. CUMMINGS drags himself to the chair and sits, as the 
BOYS behind him sit in their respective chairs.)  

 

 

 Scene Sixteen 

Lights shift to the Dean’s office, the next day. CUMMINGS addresses 
the COURT. During the following speech, the BOYS remain in the 
background moving in unison, reliving physical moments from their 
individual interrogations.  
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 COURT [CLARK] 

Please state your full name for the record. 

 CUMMINGS 

Eugene Raphael Cummings. 

 COURT [ROBERTS] 

Class? 

 CUMMINGS 

Senior. 

 COURT [SAY] 

Concentration? 

 CUMMINGS 

Medicine. 

 COURT [LUMBARD] 

Age? 

 CUMMINGS 

Twenty-three. 

 COURT [SMERAGE] 

Residency in Cambridge? 

 CUMMINGS 

165 Mount Auburn. 

 COURT [WOLLF] 

Mr. Cummings, do you know why you’ve been called here? 

 CUMMINGS 

Yes. 

 COURT [CLARK] 

Proceed. 

 CUMMINGS 

I know the evidence you have against me. I know that no one will speak on my behalf. I know what I say 
here today is to you just the ramblings of a diseased mind. I know this conversation will be buried and I’ll 
be a mystery to the world. But one day they’ll ask why a young mind was so burdened. I beg you 
gentlemen to understand. This will all happen again. I see you are unmoved. I’m sorry I didn’t warn the 
Wilcox’s that their son was suffering. I thought it was our burden to carry. I’m sorry I thought that was 
friendship. I am sorry there is no peace to be made. I am sorry I was such damning company to Cyril. And 
it’s true that I was. I spoke to him of what we shared. I shared his sadness with him. But in the end such a 
friendship was of no comfort to him. It only made him feel more alone. I’m sorry, I’m sorry. Oh God, I’m 
sorry, I’m sorry for these thoughts… What kind of man am I? Once upon a time I would beg God. I begged 
him to take it away and he did nothing. And I’m glad now he did nothing because it is my nature. My name 
is Eugene Cummings and it is my nature. And now nobody wants me and that is my nature too. I am sorry 
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you gentlemen have so little pity. I’m sorry that I have to apologize for this. I’m sorry I can’t burn this 
building to the ground. I am sorry that I have to beg you for understanding. I am sorry that in this curse I 
feel great love. I’m sorry my love is so cursed. I’m sorry that companionship will never be free from the 
fear of losing it in an hour, in a fit, in the slow grind of shame until you can no longer look at each other 
without disgust. Until you think yourself cursed, and curse yourself for it. To be hated together and reviled 
together. Your love, your brave attempt at love, ridiculed; to return home together and face each other there 
with that ridicule ringing in your ears. I’M SORRY BUT IF IT OCCURRS IN NATURE HOW CAN IT 
BE UNNATURAL.  

(The BOYS’ movement intensifies, accelerates and fractures, 
continuing in canon. CUMMINGS walks through the maze slowly and 
deliberately.) 

Would you like to know why Cyril Wilcox died? Because I know why. He died because he lost everything. 
He died because he was alone. He died because those he turned to turned on him. He died because he did 
not want to become a man, because a man must be a certain way. A man must uphold the family name. A 
man must make his parents proud. A man must defend his home. And when you realize that you can’t do 
those things. And that nobody understands you. And that nobody will ever understand you. What kind of 
man are you? What kind of man are you?! One who isn’t wanted. And if they will never want us, then they 
can never have us.  

(During the following, CUMMINGS scales the enormous bookcase to 
the top.) 

Not our love! Not our memories! Not our bodies! Not our minds! Not our discord! Not our blood! Not our 
spirit! Not our fear! Not our madness! Bewilderment! Astonishment! Rage! Exhaustion! Despair! Nothing! 
They can never have us! AHHHHHHHHHHHHHH! 

(He jumps.) 

 
 
 Epilogue 

Lights up on the Full Company. The actors break the fourth wall to 
address the audience. As each actor finishes his eulogy, he assumes his 
position in the photograph tableau we saw in the prologue.  

 

 ACTOR PLAYING DAY 

Kenneth Day, found guilty. Despite a summer of correspondences with the deans, Day was never 
readmitted to Harvard. He spent the next 50 years working as a bank teller. He married three times and had 
two children. When the court documents were released in 2002 his daughter was shocked, claiming her 
father had always been something of a “skirt chaser.” 

 ACTOR PLAYING ROBERTS 

Ernest Weeks Roberts, guilty. Ten weeks after being asked to leave not only Harvard but Cambridge all 
together, Ernest Weeks Roberts married his childhood sweetheart, Helen Gay Smith, and lived as an 
interior decorator. Less than a year into their marriage the couple gave birth to Ernest Weeks Roberts, Jr.  

 ACTOR PLAYING SAY 

Edward Say, guilty. Only one record of Edward Say exists after 1920 – a record of his death in 1929, in a 
mysterious, single-car accident. He died before his 30th birthday. 

 ACTOR PLAYING LUMBARD 
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Joseph Lumbard, found not guilty. Lumbard was readmitted to Harvard after a one-year suspension, and 
made up the extra credits in order to graduate with his class on time. He went on to become a successful 
Federal Judge whose career spanned eight decades. He died in 1999 at the age of ninety-seven. His obituary 
filled half a page in The New York Times. 

 ACTOR PLAYING WOLLF 

Nathaniel Wollf, guilty. Wollf worked as a psychiatrist in WWII and spent the rest of his life traveling the 
world. A lifelong bachelor he died alone in London at the age of 64. 

 ACTOR PLAYING SMERAGE 

Keith Smerage, guilty. After being expelled from Harvard, Keith moved to New York City to pursue his 
dream of being an actor. He appeared in minor roles in several plays, but on September 8th, 1930, Keith 
Smerage killed himself in his West Village apartment by turning on the gas and going to sleep.  

 ACTOR PLAYING GILKEY 

Stanley Gilkey, found not guilty. He was readmitted to Harvard the following year and graduated one year 
behind schedule. He went on to produce eleven Broadway shows and later became the first general 
manager of Lincoln Center. He died in San Francisco in 1974, surrounded by friends and companions.  

 ACTOR PLAYING CLARK 

Donald Clark, guilty. President Lowell crossed Clark’s name off all University records personally. He 
never got his PhD. But he did publish a volume of poetry under the pseudonym, Axton Clark. He died at 
age 47 in Denver, the librarian of a tubercular hospital, where he was also a patient. His final words were, 
“It doesn’t seem quite fair.” 

 ACTOR PLAYING LESTER 

Lester Wilcox was committed to Taunton State Hospital in 1929, where he spent the remaining twenty-five 
years of his life. His doctors suspected he was a paranoid schizophrenic.  

 ACTOR PLAYING CUMMINGS 

Eugene Cummings, guilty. Prior to learning of the Court’s verdict, Eugene Cummings committed suicide at 
Harvard’s Stillman Infirmary by ingesting ether and mercury. He was 23 years old. The material in this 
play comes from a series in the Harvard University Archives catalogued as “Secret Court Files, 1920.” 

(Camera flash. Blackout.) 

 

[End of Play] 


