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ACT ONE

MUSIC IS PLAYING AS THE AUDIENCE ENTERS; A MIRROR BALL SCATTERS LIGHT ACROSS THE BARE FLOOR.WE HEAR THE RYTHMIC CLAPPING OF A HUGE CROWD DEMANDING THAT THE SHOW BEGIN. SUDDENLY, LOUDLY, THE GUITAR INTRO TO THE BEATLES’ “I WANT TO TELL YOU” OVERWHELMS THE CLAPPING.

FIRST AGE: SECRETS:

HUGO BURSTS ONTO THE STAGE, DANCING LIKE IT’S 1966 &  SINGING ALONG WITH GEORGE HARRISON:
HUGO (SINGS ALONG, LOST IN DANCING)

I want to tell you, my head is filled with things to say

When you’re here, all those words they seem to slip away.
When I get near you, the games begin to drag me down.

It’s alright. I’ll make you maybe next time around

GEORGE

But if I seem to act unkind

It’s only me, it’s not my mind

That is confusing things.                
I want to tell you I feel hung up and I don’t why. I don’t mind. I can wait forever I’ve got time.   

     HUGO & GEORGE

Sometimes I wish I knew you well

Then I could speak my mind and tell you, maybe you’d understand. I want to tell you, I feel hung up and I don’t know why. I don’t mind. I can wait forever I’ve got time…  

HUGO (LOUDLY OVERLAPPING)
Wow-whee! This is so cool!! You guys are here. My name’s Hugo. and this is my play.

An I’m so happy I’m dancing! … I love dancing, but … you guys are cool, right?. I don’t usually like it in front of people. Especially adults. Let’s face it they can be pretty square. like: “Oh that’s so cute! Hughie’s dancing”

What if I was dancing to Elanor Rigby? She keeps her face in a jar by the door! What’s so cute about that?

HUGO SINGS INDIAN HARMONIES. THEN SITS ON THE EDGE OF THE STAGE IN THE LOTUS POSITION AND ADDRESSES THE AUDIENCE: 

OK Hands up who knows what album that is? Yes, you! 

Who’s your favorite Beatle? Kids at school say Ringo should be my favourite because 

I’ve got a big nose. 

“Thank you. How polite.”

OR: 

OK Hands up who knows what album that is? No one. Like wow!  This must be pretty trippy for you guys to be back in 1966 when you’re probably all about Beyoncé. 

I won’t even ask you if you have a favorite Beatle. I do. But I’m not telling, yet. Kids at school say Ringo should be my favourite because I’ve got a big nose. Thank you. How Polite.

My full name is Hugh Michael Dann. Don’t call me Hughie, I hate that! Kids at school call me Hugh, which is OK. My Dad calls me Hugle the Bugle. Sometimes I think that’s how I got to be Hugo.

This is my room that I share with brother John William Dann. Daddy calls him Bucky and so do his friends at the Lake, but I don’t because secretly I know he doesn’t like it. I call him John. He’s 14. At home at the rectory we have our own rooms but today, we’re at our cottage on Lake Memphramagog two hours from Montreal (I get carsick) and we have to share. 

Next door is my sister’s room. Her name is Mary Elizabeth Hope Dann but we call her Bizzy or Biz and sometimes she prefers Elizabeth so you have to be careful to get it right.  

She’s 16. And she’s very beautiful, like Elizabeth Taylor and her eyes are blue and her hair is dark brown and wavy. She is going to be an artist, and she taught me how to read when I was four. So far, I’ve read The Hobbit and all the Narnia books. And Tom Sawyer. I really like Huck, but I like The Hobbit best. 

My sister also tried to teach me how to swim by throwing me off the end of the dock. This lesson didn’t work as well as the reading as I felt the shock of the icy lake and the water closing over my head. 

My sister listens to Bob Dylan “Sad Eyed Lady of the Lowlands” all the time. This is challenging, because John and I both like The Beatles, and we only have one record player.  John also likes Glenn Gould’s Goldberg Variations by J. S. Bach. John is also very smart. When I was a little kid he made up stories for me and there was always a dragon and a moo cow. Oh! And I like Beethoven’s piano concerto and we play it during thunderstorms and Beethoven died in a thunderstorm and he was deaf!

 So playing your favorite music requires a lot of negotiations and I turned 8 years old on June 16 and I got the 45 of Paperback Writer for my birthday which is great but the flip side Rain is even better I think it might be my favourite Beatles song of all time. But I am the youngest so the chances of me playing my only 45 of Paperback Writer and Rain are pretty remote.

John’s going to be an artist too, but a sculptor like Michelangelo and he has blue eyes and dark brown hair, well I guess we all three of us do, and he is also very handsome.

When I was five My Dad had a car accident, actually he had a seizure, —I’m not supposed to know that. We ran into a moving van and I went head first right through the windshield which is why I have a big nose like Ringo and scars on my forehead that look a bit like a Christmas tree.  I am scarred for life!

My Dad’s name is Reverend Eyre Frederick Morton Dann, he is an Anglican priest, NOT a Minister. My mother’s name is Laura Elizabeth Dann, but grown ups can call her Betty. The Dann’s came from Cork in Ireland. My mum’s family are English and Scottish. I like Ireland though because we have a crest which is lion in a tower. I make up stories about how we got it.

And last but not least, our dog, Timmy the best and brightest and most loving dog in the whole universe. He and I hunt Beavers in Green Bay from our rowboat. Well, not really hunt them. But Timmy does jump in the water even though he hates it and swims after them and he has lots of fun, and I think the beavers get a kick out of it too because they tease him and lead on wild chases and the they slap their tails and disappear and another pops up somewhere else.

I did learn how to swim, with a teacher. Elizabeth and John are expert swimmers and they have their Life Saving Bronze Medallions. And John is also  an expert water skier and I spot for him when he slaloms from our boat, The 40.

George is my favorite Beatle. Know why? Because he’s the shy one. And he’s very handsome … Well, that and he plays the Sitar. And my best friend at my last school in Verdun is also named George.

Sometimes I think the Beatles are changing everything and that Revolver is filled with secret meanings about all the stuff that’s going on:  the war in Vietnam, and Northern Ireland and Dr. Martin Luther King and even the bombs in Montreal, and if we could just unlock the secrets we could have peace. 

I think a lot about secrets. Every one in my family has them. There are secrets about why my mum went out and got a job. Secrets about why we left my Dad’s last parish St. John’s in Verdun and came to St. Columba in NDG, which stands for Notre Dame de Grace and also No Damn Good.

There are secrets about my sister. I know these are all secrets because —even if I don’t know what the secret is ——people stop talking when I walk into a room and everyone looks pissed like they want me to walk right out again. 

And fighting, there’s lots of fighting. My mum and dad fight with each other and they fight with my sister too. And sometimes at night I crawl under my bed to get away from all the yelling and then Timmy whines and scratches at my door and comes into my room with his tail right down and crawls under the bed with me and that’s where we go to sleep.

The Secrets are piling up. It’s already August and soon we’ll go back to the city to the new rectory and I’ll start at my new school in NDG which stands for Notre Dame de Grace and also No Damn Good! And none of us realize that this is the last summer we’ll ever spend together at the lake. 

Next year is 1967 and Canada is going to be one hundred years old which is old for a person but young for a country. 

The whole world will be coming to Montreal and we’ll rent out the cottage for the whole summer this time and I’ll get a season pass to Terres des Hommes for my ninth birthday and I’ll spend practically every day at Expo and I’ll go with friends but my mum will also let me go by myself. 

Sgt. Pepper will come out in June, and just like the song, my sister will run away from home, but later she’ll be brought back by the police, but not to us, to the Douglas Mental Hospital and my father will be in the same hospital. And then we’ll move again, but not to a new parish: to an apartment in Lower Westmount and Daddy doesn’t move in with us. And my sister will run away from the hospital and go to Toronto and after Christmas—which doesn’t go well, so will my father. He was sent to the Douglas Mental Hospital because he got arrested in a park having sex with another man, although my mother won’t tell me that until I’m 14. Secrets can live for a long while. I know, because all this time I’ve had a secret too.

Last year at my school in Verdun, my grade two teacher Mrs. Munday (I know, like the Mamas and Papas “Monday Monday, can’t trust that day” She put on a play with our class about the Billy Goats Gruff and the troll who wouldn’t let them across the bridge and THIS IS MY FIRST PLAY and I wanted so bad to be the head Billy Goat but instead I got Narrator Number one. 

But it was kind of OK because my best friend George got to be head Billy Goat. And my costume was just my stupid school uniform but George had a real costume. He had a white turtleneck and white tights like in the ballet and I looked at him and … he was beautiful, so tall, and his hair was short and so blonde it was almost like his turtleneck and I knew. I loved him. And I saw it:

We two boys together clinging’

One the other never leaving,

Up and down the roads going—North and South excursions making.

Power enjoying—elbows stretching—fingers clutching,

Arm’d and fearless, eating drinking, sleeping, loving,

No law less than ourselves owning—sailing soldiering, thieving, threatening

Misers, menials, priests alarming—air breathing, water drinking, on the turf or the sea-beach dancing,

Cities wrenching, ease scorning, statutes mocking, feebleness chasing,

Fulfilling our foray. …
I saw it all! And before I could draw another breath I knew with absolute certainty that no one, especially not George who I loved, could ever know, and that my love was terribly, terribly wrong. And once again, I felt the icy cold of the lake and the water closing over my head.

DEUXIÈME ÉPOQUE; SECOND AGE: 

SEXUALITÉ! SEX!

LIGHTS ICY BLUE FOR WINTER

KATE AND ANNA McGARRIGLE: Complainte pour Str Catherine

HUGO (SHOUTING OVER THE SONG):

Janvier! Mille neuf-cent soisante-quatorze! J’ai quinze ans.

January 1974 I’m fifteen years old.

HUGO SLIDES INTO HIS BLACK WINTER JACKET, COLLAR UP A LA JAMES DEAN, PULLS ON A PAIR OF RIPPED JEANS AND SLIPS HIS FEET INTO A PAIR OF WELLINGTON’S.

Five-and-a-half years after the Stonewall riots in ‘69. I didn’t even know what they were till 1978. I did know about Trudeau making homosexuality legal. Sort of. Age of consent for straights: 14. Age of consent for queers? 21.  And even if those changes had been around in 67, none of them would’ve saved my Dad from electro-shock therapy in the Douglas Mental Hospital. Oh yes, I know all about the disgrace to the family now.

So the I knew theword “Gay.” It  was out there, a lot. 

“Why did THEY have to go and ruin a perfectly good word. It used to mean happy!” You can have no idea how many times I heard that during the 1970s and 80s.

Moi j' me promène sous Ste-Catherine,  J' profite de la chaleur du Metro. Je fait un peu de “cruising” dans les vitrines / Quand il fait trente en dessous 

d’zéro. Mais il n‘yi a Presque riens de personnes, c’est trop froid. 
I’m in the tunnel under St. Catherine’s Street catching the Metro, Atwater to Peel. I check out guys’ reflections in the store windows. 

Not a lot of people around; but it is 30 below. I love Montreal winters, dry, cold air, invigorating, sexy! And I’m a teenager, I’m a bubbling cauldron of desire, I don’t feel the cold. 

There’s so much snow it gets piled up into icy mountains as tall as my head. I climb them and I am a giant. 

It’s 10 pm. My mother has fallen asleep with her scotch in front of the tv. It’s easy to take 5 bucks from her purse. It’s just her and Timmy and me in our apartment now.  Biz is in Toronto and John is in Italy. And not for the first time I’m taking my secret out for a midnight stroll.

By now I have acquired names for my secret:

FAG

FAGGOT

FUDGE PACKER 

COCKSUCKER

HOMO

GAY!

Of course, I am none of these things. I am just going through a phase. A very long phase.

I’m walking down Peel Sreet, past Domimion Square, past the massive Sun Life  building where my mother works, and where I meet Jean Beliveau at a Christmas party; heading to a bar on Metcalfe.

DONNA SUMMER’S ‘LOVE TO LOVE YOU’ ESTABLISHES THE BAR AS LIGHTS GO RED. HUGO WALKS UP TO THE BARTENDER:

Bonsoir. Un Molson, si’l vous plait. Combien? Un dollar. (thumbs up to the audience; tipping) Merci, Pour vous.

The bar is just about empty, but I like that. I like to get a beer or two into my under age belly so I can blame it all on the booze. “Boy, was I drunk last night!

Guys are filtering in. The best spot is the corner opposite the bar. There are about five of us, leaning there against the wall, then ten, fifteen, twenty-five, and you can’t help but bump into each other, je m’excuse! …An accidental grope?  A hand on my chest, lingering … and  you can’t even count the guys … but we’re all pushing together and into each other and it just happens .. somebody goes to the floor on their knees … somebody’s kissing my neck, my mouth, I’m kissing him back … bodies all in motion … my belt is  … I don’t know who .. and I …,I … YES , I say, AHHH YES, 

DONNA SUMMER OUT AND LIGHTS UP 

As fast as it began it’s over and we’re all scrambling to pull up our pants and pull ourselves together. I’m in the bathroom , splashing cold water on my face. 

I order a last beer. I don’t look at anyone. And I’m outa there. I walk all the way home, It’s snowing, the after midnight streets are silent, deserted.

 When I get to our apartnent, Olivier and de Maisonneuve, it’s after 3 and I don’t want to go in. I Look up at our dark windows,

I know my mother will notice the missing $5. I know she won’t ask me about it.  She knows I’ve pretty much stopped going to school, that I’m going to rely on my exams marks to graduate. It will be years before I realize how hard she’s been working just to keep us alive.

I look at the dimly lit windows of the apartment below ours where a couple of gay men live. Good little Anglican altar boy that I am, I strike a bargain with The Almighty  I will with all my strength for one of those guys to walk by the window in their underwear. They do that sometimes. If one does, I’ll take it as a sign that Jesus doesn’t hate me. … They don’t.

HUGO COLLAPSES

I got what I went for. I got what I wanted, so why do I feeI feel like shit?

Th' expense of spirit in a waste of shame 

Is lust in action; and till action, lust 

Is perjured, murd'rous, bloody, full of blame, 

Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to trust, 

Enjoyed no sooner but despisèd straight, 

Past reason hunted; and, no sooner had 

Past reason hated as a swallowed bait 

On purpose laid to make the taker mad; 

Mad in pursuit and in possession so, 

Had, having, and in quest to have, extreme; 

A bliss in proof and proved, a very woe; 

Before, a joy proposed; behind, a dream. 

    All this the world well knows; yet none knows well 

    To shun the heaven that leads men to this hell.

HUGO RECOVERS

I need to get away. I love Montreal, it’s a beautiful, big city but it’s too small for me and my secret. I have to get out of town. 

And then, right there in the snow I see an angel. An Irish American angel.

Hugo: Who are you? Why are you here?

Angel: I’m Frank O’Hara, the poet. From New York.

Don’t worry, you don’t know about me yet, but you will. I died in a sort of car accident, well, a dune buggy accident.  In July 1966, just before your Beatles album came out. And you didn’t die in a car accident, but you did get marked.  (HUGO TRACES HIS SCAR)

I had a vision like this once. The Sun himself came and talked to me on Fire Island. So I thought I might have a similar chat with you—in this blizzard. First of all: Stop listening to Shakespeare! She’s become a very bitter old queen. Those last years in Stratford: SAD! What’s the deal with this second best bed?   Bitter, bitter, bitter.

Here’s a Poem for you:

It’s called Poem. Lana Turner probly thinks I wrote it for her and I did a bit but mostly I wrote it for my boyfriend. You woulda loved him! He was a dancer. I know all about your thing for guys in tights. Anyway whenever you hear Lana Turner, I really mean you

Lana has collapsed!  I was trotting along and suddenly it started raining and snowing and you said it was hailing but hailing hits you on the head hard so it was really snowing and raining and I was in such a hurry to meet you but the traffic was acting exactly like the sky and suddenly I see a headline LANA TURNER HAS COLLAPSED! there is snow in Halifax there is art in Nova Scotia I have been to lots of parties and acted perfectly disgraceful but I never actually collapsed oh Hugo Dann, you love yourself! Get up!

H. Wow! That’s beautiful. Thanks Frank.

A: Maybe we'll speak again Go inside now Hugo, 

and I may leave a tiny thought

in that brain of yours as a farewell."

H. Frank, don't go!


A: No, go I must, they're calling me.

(THE ANGEL EXTENDS HIS ARMS, LIFTING THEM LIKE WINGS)


H. Who are they?

A: Someday you'll know. They're calling to you too." 

H. I went inside as brightly he rose and I slept and dreamed of the sea.  

And that’s an almost true story. I did have a savior of sorts, but he wasn’t an angel or a ghost. he was just a guy ghost, He was flesh and blood.  When I was 14 I thought I was going mad. My desires were terrifying. My gaydar was on high alert and I could sense homosexuality lurking around every corner and hiding in every shadow.

I started to go swimming at the pool in Westmount Park. At least there I could see men in the changing room. 

I met a guy there, older than me. I’d met him before when I’d served as an altar boy for a week or two at an Anglican parish in Westmount. He was in the choir. I figured he was maybe 22 or 23; ancient. When I saw him at the pool, I introduced myself to him and he remembered me. Unlike most adults, he was patient with a 14 year old boy. I was convinced he was gay. Just as my father had become a subject of church gossip. I’d heard rumors about his all male choir. 

How did he save me? His gift waspatience.e gave me his time, without judgment or condescension. We never talked about homosexuality or about anything remotely connected to sex. Although we often changed or showered together he never showed the slightest flicker of interest.  We talked about the Anglican politics, ( I was pretty bitter);  we talked about music, I was just discovering Bach. 

This was my first experience of “the Love that dare not speak its name; an ancient tradition of passing on wisdom from one queer generation to the next.

This is how Oscar Wilde defended it at his first criminal trial:

“The Love that dare not speak its name in this century is such a great affection of an elder for a younger man as there was between David and Jonathon, such as you find in the sonnets of Michelangelo and Shakespeare. It is that deep, spiritual affection that is as pure as it is perfect. It is in this century misunderstood, so much misunderstood that it may be described as the ‘Love that dare not speak its name,’ and on account of it I am placed where I am now. It is beautiful, it is fine, it is the noblest form of affection. There is nothing unnatural about it. It is intellectual, and it repeatedly exists between an elder and a younger man, when the elder man has intellect. and the younger man has all the joy, hope, and glamour of life before him. 
I was in love with him, of course, but he never showed any reciprocal feeling. He was just there, when he was there. If he wasn’t I’d linger, but I’d soon head home. I suppose this lasted maybe two or three weeks, and then he seemed to stop coming altogether. I was such a frightened, needy little boy, I suppose I must have driven him away. My father was gone. My brother was gone. But for those few weeks, I felt I had a friend. And that in itself seemed enough to keep me from … well, going insane.

THIRD AGE: QUEER CAREEERS
1978, Dartmouth/Halifax. Nova Scotia

I’m 20 years old.

 “From narrow provinces

of fish and bread and tea

home of the long tides

where the bay leaves the sea

twice a day and takes

the herrings long rides”

My Fellow Actor, best friend and best and drinking buddy, Rod Murray and I are in a cozy living room in Dartmouth, drinking beer, dancing to The Stones, and snorting poppers before heading out to a gay bar in Halifax called The Turret. We’ve been there before. We’ve been rehearsing a play there for a week with two other actors from Mermaid Theatre, Bruce Tubbe and Bill Carr, and two actors from the community: but tonight there’s a special party. We’re going to meet the staff and the organization that run that runs the bar, the Gay Alliance for Equality. The Turret is a not-for-profit, run by and for the—as then called—Gay & Lesbian Community. That’s who we’re going to meet.

The community is quite reasonably concerned about these straight theatre people coming into their hard-won safe space. Straight. My best friend Rod? 100% straight, no Kinsey curve where Rod is concerned. 100% straight! Bruce and Bill, pretty much the same. And as far as everybody else is concerned so am I. Ill be walking my secret into the lion’s den tonight. How in heaven’s name did I get here?

I did leave Montreal. I enrolled at Carleton in Ottawa … and I flunked out. 

Then I enrolled at Acadia in Wolfville Nova Scotia. I traded Monteral, a multicultural metropolis filled with gay bars for a Baptist College off the Bay of Fundy, pop. 5,000 when Acadia’s in session, otherwise a village… I flunk out again. Two strikes.

And then I’m saved. Not by a dead poet, but by a tiny Welsh woman in her sixties who teaches drama at the university; who co-founded and was the Artistic Director of Mermaid: the second and for a very long time Nova Scotia’s other professional theatre company after Neptune. And was mother of my friend Richard Garbary. 

Evelyn Garbary. Mrs. G. 

I owe that woman my life.

I’m sitting in their kitchen with Richard and his mother, drinking strong, sweet tea. Mrs. G is smoking, perpetually. I’ve just received the news that Acadia thinks I should move on. She looks me in the eye, an enormously long ash is poised to fall from her smoke:

EG: What’re you going to do luvvie?

H: I don’t know. But I love it here. I don’t want to back to Montreal and there’s nothing for me there. My mother’s being transferred to Toronto, thanks to Rene Levesque. I hate Toronto.

EG: Well, I think you’re an actor! I’ll fix it with the University that you can audit my classes and you’ll do lots of plays and if you’re any good, after a year I’ll give you a job with Mermaid.

And she did. And everything that has happened to me as both actor and activist has flowed directly from that cup of tea in a kitchen on Main Street in Wolfville, Nova Scotia.

Everything transpires exactly as Mrs. G has laid it out. After our tour, she connects Rod, Bruce, Bill and I with Rosemary Gilbert from CBC Halifax, who offers to pay us something like $70 bucks a week and puts us up at her house so we can be in this musical she’s directing called The Night They Raided Truxx by Paul Ledoux and Terry Last.

Back to the party: I’m scared. It’s not that I’ve been a monk in Wolfville, but opportunities were few and very furtive. Now I’m walking my secret into a hotbed of temptation. Will I succumb? You bet I will!

I go home with DJ, a big, tall, blond American named Joe. He introduces me to his lover, also named Joe, and we the play cards, to get in the mood: Strip Fish.  And it’s lovely, all night long and in the morning too.

Next day I slink into rehearsal …

MIMES HEART POUNDING

(As Rod) “Hugues! What happened to you last night?”

H: I went drinking with the DJ back at his place. Crashed on his couch.

It’s sad how quickly  friends accept the lies we tell.

But the play and The Turret are getting into my head and under my skin  in a very good way. Like True North, pulling me steadily closer to accepting the the truth.

In October of 1977 Montreal Police raid the gay bar Truxx on Stanley Street. "The heavily armed members of the technical squad entered with bullet-proof vests and at least two machine guns." 146 men are arrested and charged with being found-ins in a common bawdyhouse. The me were held for up to 15 hours at police headquarters "while 'compulsory' VD tests were administered: the largest mass arrest since the War Measures Act. That record will stand until the 1982 bathhouse raids in Toronto.

That’s what our play was about. Paul, the playwright, is straight, butt his friend Terry had been in Truxx wnen the cops arrived and just escaped arrest. Most of the songs are sung by the guys in lock-up. There’s the jockstrap song: (SINGS) “The jock strap is our sacred symbol of might, Life can go on if our jockstraps are tight;” The defiant anthem, (SINGS) “We live our life and love it in a world of sodomy! Sodomy! Sodomy!! 

For the VD tests, Bill Carr came out in a big Mae West wig, in a gown actually worn by Marg Osborne on Don Messer’s Jubilee, and the guys are all holding a fire hose between their legs, and Bill has a giant Q-tip with a big red bow, and they sing, (SINGS) “Don’t you stick that thing, don’t you stick that thing in me! I just might pee while I’m down on my knees, if you stick that thing in me.”

My favorite was the ballad that followed the interrogation scene. Bill played the “bad cop”; I played the “good” cop, who coerces the young hustler, Tommy—played by my buddy Rod, into naming names. (SINGS) Why can’t they leave us alone? 

For the first time I experienced the intensity of an audience of queer people watching their story unfolding on stage; people who have rarely seen themselves represented, and even more rarely as the heroes. We were more than just a hit; we were royalty for the rest of the run.

And the bar itself is unlike any gay bar I’d ever seen. In Montreal there was a strict gender divide. In Halifax men and women, were working, mingling, laughing together. And the things they were able to do as a community because of the revenue from the bar, a help line, gay men and women really fighting, together, fighting for their right to be themselves. The Police didn’t trouble the bar, they probably liked knowing where we all were on any given weekend. But the Military Police would stake out the entrance from across Barrington Street, photographing people going in and out, hoping to lay some dishonourable discharges on the deviant men and women who had the temerity to think they might serve their country.

After we closed Truxx, I flew home to see my mother in Montreal for the last time.  She’d found a house in the Toronto suburb of North York. With Sun Life subsidizing low mortgages for key employees, my mother would be owning her own home for the first time in her life. She was excited about the move and I was happy for her. 

She’d come on holiday to Nova Scotia the summer before, to check up on me, I suppose. My friend Michael and his wife laid out a beautiful lunch for her at their hippy House on the South Mountain, although she was a bit taken aback by the goblets of strong gin and tonics.  I think he was concerned about my choice to become an actor, but Michael was a genuine grown up, a teacher and a father, so she left reassured.

My mother and I had spent a lot of time together as a family of three (with dog).   Gay men and their moms, I know: but I was starting to see her as a person in her own right, she meant a lot to me.

I return to  Wolfville in August for Mermaid rehearsal’s for a fall tour, the first time Mrs G sees all of us since the Turret experience. And the first time I see Rod, Bruce, and Bill.  Mrs G loved a good gossip, and it is immediately clear to me that my fascination with The Turret and its male patrons and even the politics of gay liberation, had not gone unnoticed, or untold.  

I’m sure she intended to be supportive, One of her young treasures, for whom she held great ambitions was busting down the closet door, she was thrilled and wanted to know more. She wanted details! 

I, on the other hand,was furious and frightened, to find my most private activities paraded before the company  with leering smiles and inuendo  and a positively salacious delivery of the question, “And how was … Montreal?”

I laugh, as if it’s all in good fun, but I’m burning inside. 

I say, “Yes, OK. There was a moment during the play in Halifax when I thought maybe I might be bisexual. but I have discovered I an not!” End of story can we please all get back to work?

Probably one of my best performances in the theatre of real life, standing there in front of my boss and my colleagues: I was so terrified and ashamed that this thing, me, myself, had become a subject of the sleaziest most prurient speculation. I plunged back into the “SAFETY” of the closet.  How dare they all think they can dictate to me who I am or what.  

Mrs. G, if she was disappointed goddess bless her, she doesn’t show it. She continues to open doors for me: lands me a job at Toronto Arts Productions, now called Canadian Stage. I don’t have any lines, but I’m at all the rehearsals, and it’s a chance to see a major professional company in action. She connects me to the literary manager - dramaturg, an extraordinary, brilliant man named Peter Wilde, one of the great eccentrics of Canadian theatre. He’s still teaching theatre in Toronto, inspiring new generations of Canadian actors. Peter had trained as an actor at the Bristol Old Vic Theatre School in England and that soon became where I intended to train. Through the play I was in, I meet the great Douglas Campbell, a link to the long tradition of British classical theatre, a man with infinite patience and kindness for young theatre artists. I even meet Sir John Gielgud, ushered backstage to his dressing room when he was performing in Toronto at the Royal Alex.
Everything seemed to be going my way, people were clearly taking note of my genius. Yet all the while I was lying about my life, about myself to myself the gnawing hunger of my terrible secret was growing in strength and waiting to squash me like a bug.

In the summer of  ’79, after a hard slog with Mermaid, Rosemary invites me to work with her again on another musical by Paul Ledoux called North Mountain Breakdown. I played a back-to-the-land hippy named Spaghetti. But the big star of the show was Denny Doherty of the Mamas and Papas, he was fun and funny, and I was hanging out with a guy who hung out with The Beatles. 

I was still closeted, but there was another queer actor in the cast and we hung out a fair bit at The Turret. He introduced me to Quaaludes, a powerful muscle relaxant and while we were dancing my legs seemed to slither away from me as if all my bones had melted away and I found myself looking up from the floor at the surprised dancers who were looking right back at me. It struck me as hilariously funny and I spent the rest of the evening with a big grin on my face. Fortunately I was so relaxed that I suffered no immediately recognizable damage. Drugs. The 70s & 80s were bigger drug decades than the 60s and the drugs were much more serious. 

After the play closes, I fly to England to audition for Bristol.  On the eve of my 21st birthday iI’m in London London seeing plays. I meet two American guys, one quite handsome, the other suffering from a difficult spinal condition. After the interval, they switch seats and all through the second act the beautiful young man and I press our knees and thighs together. We go to a pub after the play, I’m worried about not getting back to my hostel in time, they suggest I stay in their hotel room. When his friend goes to the loo, the beautiful young man explains to me that once he goes to sleep, we can sneak into the vacant room next door. He really is spectacularly beautiful, blond with a Southern drawl, and inttiguingly artistic too, a classical pianist. I nuzzle into his white underwear, I lose myself in his strong smooth arms. All too soon we sneak back into the room and I slip into the twin bed that’s pushed up beside the Abandoned Friend’s.  As I lie awake, I feel a little bird like hand tapping at my waist, as if at a window. I roll away. Half an hour later, those little bird strokes are back, again I roll away. A sorrowful pall of resignation falls heavily over the breathless room. 

When I wake up, the sun is shining into the little room, the beautiful young man is writing in his journal. The Friend has gone out for breakfast. “He’s giving us a chance to say goodbye,” I think. “that’s very gracious of him.” Neither the Beautiful Young Man nor I are feeling particularly proud of ourselves. I dress, and we take tender. if sad,  farewells. 

I often think of the Abandoned Friend. I’ve since walked many miles in his shoes. What could I have said? Nothing. Words weren’t what was wanted. What would it have cost me, I wonder to have offered a few moments reluctant effort to bring another soul some respite and release? 

Three men, awake in our separate beds, all of us alone and oh so lonely. 

“Your hands, strewn on the sheets, were my dead leaves

   And how my autumn loved your spring!

A door in the wind of memory heaves,

   And banging, shuts on everything.”
But the sun is shining and it’s my 21st birthday and London is gloriously beautiful. and I’m too young and selfish to be sad for long. Walking through Green Park, there seem to be dozens of young soldiers in scarlet coats. There is cheering from The Mall and as I reach the edge of the park I see a troupe of Horse Guards and Life Guards and behind them the Queen a beautiful chestnut horse. Behind her rides Lord Louis Mountbatten. It is the Trouping of the colour, the official celebration of the Queen’s birthday.  How lovely of Her Majesty to celebrate her birthday with mine.

 I am accepted into the acting program and in the fall I will return to England to start my training. I’ll never leave, I think. I will  become an English actor.  As I flew the from East Coast of the New World  to those Western Isles of the Old, Underneath my feet the world was changing but I took no notice.  

Margaret Thatcher had become Prime Minister of Great Britain, soon to be followed into power by Ronald Reagan in America and Brian Mulroney in Canada.

This is how the world is transformed.  People go about their lives, they fly in planes across the globe, they make love in hotel rooms and politicians right and left drag their peoples behind them like so much luggage.

And by the time I fly back after a year in England, , Doctors in Los Angeles and New York are identifying the first clusters of patients with obscure diseases that should not be infecting apparently healthy people.  There appears a disease targeting gay men and Injecting that destroys their immune system so they die of  a pneumonia that usually killed cats. They call it Gay Related Immune Deficiency; GRID. We will all soon call it AIDS. 

The blood dimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere

The ceremony of innocence is drowned;

The best lack all conviction, while the worst

Are full of passionate intensity.

Surely some recvelation is at hand;

Surely the Second Coming is at hand.
… The darkness drops again; but now I know

That twenty centuries of stony sleep

Were vexed to nightmare by a rocking cradle.

And what rough beast, its hour come round at last,

Slouches toward Bethlehem to be born? 

THE FINALE  OF JONI MITCHELL’S VERSION OF YEATS’  POEM CRESCENDOS ITS WARNING.

                                              Hugo: See you in the New World

HUGO EXITS

END OF ACT ONE

ACT  TWO

DURING THE ENTR”ACTE BEATLES’ SONGS HAVE BEEN PLAYING: RAIN; ELANOR RIGBY; WITHIN YOU, WITHOUT YOU. AS THE LATTER SONG FINISHES HUGO ENTERS, DRESSED ENTIRELY IN BLACK. HIS MANNER IS SOLEMN, PURPOSEFUL. HE ADRESSES THE AUDIENCE FROM A PODIUM, PERHAPS FROM AN ALTAR WITH CANDLES. IT MAY BE THAT SOME MUSIC PLAYS SUBTLY UNDER THE SCENE ; PERHAPS ARVO PART’S ‘SILENTIUM.’

FOURTH AGE: WARRIORS
Good evening! My name is Hugo Dann and I want to recruit you! I want to recruit you into an army of Liberation: An army of poets and artists and thinkers; an army whose weapons are wit and wisdom and flair! And above all, LOVE! And if you want to join this to join this Army of Lovers all you have to do is is to ask yourself three questions: Who are we? Where do we come from? Why are we here? 

We can start down this road, all of us together in this room right now by looking into the Heart of Darkness that is our troubling traumatic past. 

We can start by acknowledging and celebrating our own incredible survival in the face of 2,000 years of violent hatred, religious bigotry, misogyny, criminalization, persecution & plague. Queer/Trans people have been burned at the stake as witches and sodomoites, emprisoned in Nazi concentration camps and Canadian jails for gross indecency. We’ve been hunted out of our jobs, evicted from our families. Even our Past has been rewritten so that many of our extraordinary contributions to humanity have been erased. 

But we’re here. Right now in this room. We’re still here. I give you:

A Brief, Personal, Queer History of Violence. 

“Do not be afraid of the past. If people tell you that it is irrevocable, do not believe them. The past, the present and the future are but one moment in the sight of God.  Time and space are merely accidental conditions of thought. The imagination can transcend them.”

May Oscar Wilde, give us courage!

Everrett George Klippert, born 1926, died 1996

And every Canadian should go down on one knee when his name is spoken. A most unwilling and unlikely martyr, a gentle man, who wanted nothing more than to lead a quiet life, yet his many and long sufferings brought all Canadians, gay, straight, cisgender and Trans closer to achieving the rights and protections we finally won in the Charter of Rights and Freedoms.

Convicted of 18 counts of gross indecency by a Calgary court in 1960, the same law that sent Oscar Wilde to prison and of which the Reverend Brent Hawkes was just cleared, here in Nova Scotia; may we never see it used in a Canadian court again!

Mr Klippert served his full term of four years in prison after pleading guilty to having consensual sex with other males. Despite the crown and the media characterizing some of these men as “boys” there has never been any allegation of pedophilia or child abuse attached to Mr. Klippert, it would have been contrary to his nature. It should also be noted that his family supported him, raising the enormous sum of money demanded as bail andthat he had good character witnesses from employers and the family’s Pastor. Upon his release from prison, he relocated to the region of Great Slave Lake in the Northwest Territories where he worked as a mechanic.

In 1965, he was picked up by the RCMP for questionig as a potential suspect in an arson case. Luckily, he had an alibi. He told the police he had been having sex with another man at the time of the fire. He also told the police about the other three men he’d been seeing. He was charged again and this time was sentenced to an additional three years in prison, 

The Crown attorney in Yellowknife applied to have him designated a dangerous sexual offender. Two psychiatrists examined Mr. Klippert and concluded he was neither a pedophile nor in any way inclined to violence – they found him “intelligent,” “courteous” and “sensitive” – but concluded he was likely to once again seek out sex with men upon his release. Justice John Sissons went ahead and designated Mr. Klippert a dangerous sexual offender, subject to life imprisonment. In 1967, the Supreme Court of Canada celebrated Canada’s Centennial by upholding the designation in a 3-to-2 ruling and leaving Mr. Klippert to rot in jail for the rest of his life. 

Tommy Douglas made a speech decrying the injustice in The House. The press was outraged and the country itself seemed to recognize the barbarity of the punishment, causing an uproar  in Parliament and the press. A month later, Justice Minister Pierre Trudeau introduced legislation that, would finally, in 1969, among other provisions, decriminalize consensual homosexual acts between two adult men. 

Mr. Klippert however was not released from prison until July, 1971. Justin Trudeau has said his government will pusue a posthumous pardon for Mr. Klippert, but that’d not nearly enough. He deserves at least his face on the 20$ Bill and a monument on Parliament Hill with other great Canadian Queer/Trans activists.
He was a man without guile, who believed that if that if he told the truth everything would be OK. The Poloce and Crown Prosectors and the whole mighty apparatus of the criminal justice used his honesty and decency to their own cynical ends, caging a good kind man for 10 long years for something that was nobody’s business but his own, they gave him 10 years penal servitude for for being a man loving men.

I bow before you Mr. Klippert. You suffered greatly. There can be no recompense, but you mafe out country better and we are all in your debt.

In the decades before Stonewall, before Dyke and Trans Marches and Pride Parades, the great festivals for Queer/Trans peoples, at least in the Northern latitudes, were New Year’s Eve and Halloween: a feast of renewal and a feast of the Dead. And of the two, I would say, Halloween was by far the most important. To this day queers go out in the late October gloaming and take to the Public Square in our fabulous outfits. 
Our earliest activists recognized the liberating power of disguise. Oscar Wilde said, “Give a man a mask and he’ll tell you the truth.” One of the few photographs of the inside of Dr. Magnus Hirschfeld’s Institut ffor Sexual Research in Berlin that survived the Nazi’s bonfires, shows its Queer and Trans patients and residents celebrating a fancy dress party with the good Dr. smiling broadly on the proceedings.
On Halloween in Toronto, the drag queens draped themselves their most fabulous creations as they paraded into the St. Charles Tavern for the biggest party of the year. Most used the discreet back alley-entrance. But the real Queens of the Amazons  defiantly ran the gauntlet and entered the big front doors on Yonge Street, while across the street  dozens and even hundreds of men, young and old shouted  their contempt  and pelted these magnificently attired amazons with eggs and filth.  The small contingent of cops, there to ensure no property was harmed, laughed along  with the crowd to see such sport. This rite of straight pride started iwas definitely intended to intimidate and humiliate us, but the Queens who entered through the front doors understood that theirs was  an action of resistance. This drama of intimidation and resistance began in the 1960s and continued into the 1980s. I know because I joined the resistance to those straight men in 1986. 

While my str8 buddy, Stu, looked on (we were on our way to a party) I bowed gracefully and shouted my thanks when they called me cocksucker and faggot. I could see the eggs arching through the air and I played a game of toreador for the mob, daintily dodging and swirling my long fall coat as they smashed harmlessly on the sidewalk and the tavern walls. I was having a lovely time, and some of the queens even thanked me for drawing off the fire. But the crowd across the street was not so pleased. Eggs gave way to rocks and even a trash can flung on to Yonge Street. Danger! Danger! Property in danger! And at last Toronto’s Finest moved in and dispersed the homophobes. My friend and I walked away unscathed. 
And to this day queers go out in the late October gloaming and take to the public square in our fabulous disguises. Sometimes safely, sometimes not. Give us a mask and we’ll tell you the truth.

· My personal history of violence includes: Beaten up twice between Grades 6 and grade 8: Violet bruises blossoming like pansies on back, arms and legs; Verbal abuse such as fag, cocksucker, etc, along with threats,  diminishng frequency until the last temembered incident, a carload of teenage boys on Robie Street last summer. I characterize these verbal and physical attacks as  Rites of Passage; the aggressor asserting their hetero masculinity by challenging our Queer/Trans masculinities.

· Bristol, 1980: Attempted bashing by skin heads in England: This was a more sinister effort than the outbursts of teenage testosterone: the intention was to intimidate and to inflict maximum pain; , with a whisper of  sanction from Prime Minister Margaret Thatcher’s constant anti-gay rhetoric and agenda. No place for us in this England. 
Nick, a classmate from the Old Vic  and I are attacked by some street thugs while walking home from a restaurant after one of my farewell parties. Thanks to England’s lax drinking laws, are sharing a bottle of retsina when three or four guys seemed to surround us from nowhere. One of them knocked me down from behind and I fell to my knees. I thought I saw Mick take off running. I had the bottle and all I could see were their Doc Martin booted feet around me, so I swung it.  A thug said, “Drop the fuckin bo’el.” You’ve gotta be crazy!” I said. Then there was shouting from across the street and I saw a break and I dropped the bottle and ran as fast as I could after Nick.

       I have such a sadness about that night. When I caught up with Nick, we were both in shock. We went back to his little bed sit. I asked if I could sleep on his floor. Nick gave me a couple of pillows for my head and undressed for bed. I looked over his bookshelf and found a copy of a book I knew, John Rechy’s ‘City of Night’ an early queer classic about his life as a hustler in LA. I started reading. I didn’t get undressed. The book is sexy and I didn’t want Mick to see me aroused. I put John Rechy aside and told him he could turn out the light. We held hands in the dark. He told me I could sleep with him in his bed if I wanted. Mick was openly gay. We were both traumatized. Nothing could have been better for both of us than to curl up together even if only to hold each other. Hadn’t I essentially come out to him by picking out City of the Night? But I couldn’t. He was part of my public world and I remembered what had happened with Mermaid. My sadness is for the way I let Mick down by perpetuating what we both knew to be a lie and thus denying both of us the healing we both needed. In a way, I suppose I let the bashers win.
· Bristol, 1980: Attempted bashing by skin heads in England: This was a more sinister effort than the outbursts of teenage testosterone: the intention was to intimidate to inflict maximum pain; , with a whisper of  sanction from Prime Minister Margaret Thatcher’s constant anti-gay rhetoric and agenda. No place for us in this England.

· Toronto, 1981: By the sheer luck of not going out on that particular night I escaped Operation Soap: the Toronto bathhouse raids on February 5: 300 men arrested, But I didn’t escape getting bashed by the Toronto police  for walking past a park I didn’t even know was a cruising area; (bit of a missed opportunity there, a blow job in the bushes would have been much nicer than what actually happened). This was my first encounter with aggressive State sanctioned intimidation.  

I had been at a party with friends from an acting class and some of us had gone on to a club to hear Jools Holland. When I got there, I realized I was already quite drunk. I thought I’d go for a walk to see if I might sober up a bit and either go back for the show, or grab the subway back to my mother’s house. I walked down Jarvis Street beside Allen Gardens. There was a paddy wagon drawn up by the sidewalk., the Police Logo with ‘To serve and Protect on its side, and two or three beat cops on the sidewalk. They asked for my ID, where was I coming from, where was I going, everything seemed fine till one of them called me a faggot, to which I foolishly replied, “If you’re going to be rude, then I don’t have to talk to you.”  I started to walk away, They grabbed me and threw me into the back of the wagon, and I think three of them got in, but it may have been two, anyway one of them held me pinned face down on the floor, so I couldn’t really see and the other/others leisurely kicked me and punched me until they got bored. They left me in the wagon with the guy who’d been holding me down. He was about my age, 22, 23, very good looking. I can see his handsome face to this day. I couldn’t wrap my head around someone of my own generation acting that way. I looked up at him from the metal floor. Quite sincerely I asked him, I really wanted to understand, “Do you think you can do just anything?” “You bet!” he said.

They threw me in the drunk tank and released me around 5am after charging me with disorderly conduct and resisting arrest. I  saw my doctor, he recorded the bruises (more violet pansies blossoming on my back, my ass, the backs of my arms and legs). I launched a complaint. In Toronto at that time, you could only complain about the police to the police. The cop who interviewed me, I had to go to the station, could not have seemed more conciliatory and concerned. He quickly gained my trust. He had me tell it all in my own words, and took a few notes. “Now we’ll go through it again for the record.” 

He was a master! His entire demeanor changed in an instant. He turned my story upside down and inside out. It was a brilliant exercise in cynicism. By the end it was clearly established that the police had been entirely justified throughout and any slight bruises I might have sustained were entirely the result of my own violent behavior. Furthermore, according to the officers arrest report, they had reason to believe I was in the area for illicit purposes, namely homosexual acts in a public park, I was lucky not be facing more serious charges. I didn’t appear in court, a lawyer entered my guilty plea and my mother paid the fine.

· More State Sanctioned anti-Queer violence:

· 1983: Shopping at Glad Day Bookshop in Toronto; Two Toronto police officers come up the stairs and heaad right for the glossy magazines, seizing all the copies of Torso, Blueboy, and Advocate Men. , all routinely available at Subway kiosks and mainstream book stores across the city.

· 1989: Again at Glad Day, where I am now an employee, receiving boxes of books that have been held up for weeks by Canada Customs; that have been so deliberately, thoroughly savaged so as to be unsale-able and unreturn-ale

· Toronto,1990s: Fired from my Barrista job at a Second Cup on Eglinton by a religious boss for booking Pride Day as a  day off work.

· Toronto, 199: Domestic partner abuse from a boyfriend;

· Being in a gay bar in Toronto 2003 when the ventilation system was pepper sprayed on Pride Night 2003. 

· Forced to resign my position with a queer organization due to workplace bullying.

· Two friends beaten to death; two other men I knew of, killed by a man with severe mental illness (as was one, if not both,  of my two friends); Finally a third gravely injured in a knife attack; Scott Jones, the man who lived.

· So we must speak of the dead, our Martyrs and heroes: lovely, flawed humans who have taken the hits for all of us.

NOT WRITTEN YET, BEATING DEATHS OF GREG JODREY, RAYMOND, GLEN RACE MURDERS AND ATTACK ON SCOTT JONES.
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