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WHAT I MEAN WHEN I SAY WHERE I WAS THAT NIGHT was commissioned and first 

produced by The Tank (Meghan Finn + Rosalind Grush, Co-Artistic Directors) as a part 
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performed by Kev Berry. 
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Who 
Man 
 
When 

Now 
 
Where 
West 36th Street 
And Long Island 
 
What It Looks Like 
A music stand 
 
He wears a black t-shirt and khaki shorts 
He might have on new shoes 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

This play is for Timmy 
 

-kb 
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* 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
   “I believe it is in my nature to dance by virtue of the beat of my  
   heart, the pulse of my blood and the music in my mind.” 
 
   Robert Fulghum 
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   Before the show 
   Quiet 
   Darkness 
 
   *** 
 
   Man the in the sickly green light 
   He barrels through 
 
  MAN 
I’ve been dealing with Twitter trolls all week 
Normally I am the troll  
Trolling my friends  
Negging their jokes  
Responding with poorly timed memes 
But this week I’m on the receiving end of said trolling 
And not from light-hearted uptown fags who respond ironically to rhetorical questions 
Tweeted out in moments of lighthearted but deeply felt despair 
And maybe that’s a good tagline for Twitter 
Join for the memes  
Stay for the lighthearted but deeply felt despair  
I’ve been dealing with Twitter trolls real life Twitter trolls 
MAGA Twitter trolls who have just had it with the culture of politically correctness  
That the left has been promoting for so long they’ve just had it up to here 
And they’re finally fighting back I mean my God they’ve sat for so long  
Sitting with such restraint hands in lap acting so respectfully 
It’s about goddamned time they fight back  
Before the lid just pops right off the pressure cooker 
I’ve been dealing with Twitter trolls all week in response to Ben Brantley’s review 
Of a musical called Head Over Heels wherein there’s a lot of genderfuck  
Necessitated by a farcical plot and wherein there’s a major character 
An Oracle 
Portrayed by a trans performer named Peppermint 
Normally I don’t delve into the actual details of what’s going on in the world here 
I don’t know if you’ve noticed this but I’ve never said the president’s name  
Or anything like that  
But this week it felt necessary 
So Brantley wrote his fucking pan of the show which is fucking stupid because 
The show is flawless 
But he misgendered Peppermint in the review 
Or rather rolled his eyes at the gender revolution  
And he appropriated a few lines from the show in doing so  
And shoehorned them into his review without providing any context for his jokes 
And you see there’s the problem 
When you remove a joke from its original context  
And in the show the joke works and it’s not a problem and it’s all fine and good 
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When you remove a joke from its original context  
And put it in a review that is otherwise devoid of humor  
The joke can easily becomes offensive 
And boy oh boy 
Misgendering a trans performer in the paragraph after you referred to binary 
As the most overused word of the decade or century or something like that 
Via a joke pulled without context from the script of a show 
Is wildly fucked up  
And so the trolls my God the Twitter trolls 
The theatre community exploded at Brantley’s review calling it misguided transphobic 
Which it was it was misguided transphobic 
I was one of those people calling it by its misguided transphobic name 
Misguided transphobic misguided transphobic misguided transphobic 
Elio Elio Elio Oliver Oliver Oliver 
And then I came across this actor named Aaron on Twitter who is a gay actor 
And he was being a fucking apologist for Brantley and saying 
Hey let’s give him the benefit of the doubt 
And I called him by his bullshit  
Bullshit bullshit bullshit  
He very clearly was worried that shitting on the irrelevant Times would 
Hurt his currently nonexistent career 
He very clearly was worried about coming across as a smart intellectual creature 
Fuck that 
Fuck coming across as smart and intellectual because fuck it 
My friend recently tweeted that  
If you’re pretentious about high art you’ll miss out on some brilliant low art 
Which is true and this Aaron fuck was being pretentious about a musical farce 
That uses the music of the Go-Gos to tell a Renaissance romance  
Anyway so the trolls my God the Twitter trolls 
I respond to this Aaron fuck calling him out on his being an apologist  
One of his followers comes back at me with some fucking garbage about how I’m gay 
Which like okay fair but also let’s be a bit more creative here I am not just my identity 
Yes I am 
One of his followers comes back at me and normally I’m like I’m rubber and you’re glue 
But in this case I responded like I’m rubber and you’re a fucking cunt 
It was late at night and I was riled up from this review that had been posted 
And I called a stranger on the internet a cunt  
That just opens the fucking floodgates  
Because then when I respond to the Head Over Heels tweet the next day 
Where they post and thank Brantley for his weak-kneed apology  
And respond to another MAGA Twitter troll talking about how trans actors aren’t  
Immune to critiques 
By saying that this MAGA Twitter troll was missing the point  
Three separate MAGA Twitter trolls decide to slip and slide their way 
Into my DMs to tell me to fuck off for calling the original MAGA Twitter troll a cunt 
And I keep responding to Trans Actors Shouldn’t Be Immune MAGA Twitter troll 
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Because I am still riled up from the night before  
Which just keeps inviting uninvited MAGA Twitter trolls into my house 
I guess it’s an open door party now because I am still dealing with them 
One of them mentioned something I mention on my LinkedIn 
They found me on LinkedIn like what are they gonna do 
Not endorse me for my public speaking skills 
 
Which brings me to my point  
Which brings this whole situation back to me 
Which is why we do this right 
We as theatre artists spin the world into a mirror  
That we can respond to with ourselves in the picture 
Over the course of this thing I have vaguely talked about myself 
Through the lens of a character loosely based on myself 
I have talked about things that have happened to me 
I have talked about things that have not happened to me 
I have worried about myself in relation to the world we’re in 
But I haven’t yet talked about where I was the night this all started 
And I thought I had but I searched through my master Word document  
That holds all seventeen and counting chapters of this Orange Terror Cycle  
The nation is creating for me 
 
And after searching all of the buzzwords in the 150 pages of this episodic play 
You’ve been watching me create over the last two years 
Backyard 
Neighbors 
Bathroom 
Trans 
Orlando 
Pulse 
49 
 
I don’t think we ever got around to it 
 
This all started in the wake of Pulse  
Did you know that 
That shooting two years ago in Orlando 
Which when it happened was the largest mass shooting in history 
And which since has been eclipsed many times over  
Blood moon after blood moon after blood moon 
This all started in the wake of Pulse 
We came together as artists and queers and sat around wondering  
Well what in the living fuck now that part of our family is dead 
And this was before we knew our current president would be our current president 
There were still six months to go 
But we devised a plan to every other month respond  
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However angrily we felt at the time 
And as quickly as we could 
And once our current president became our current president 
It necessitated a change in the schedule since in his new order 
The news schedule is like a car wheel on the highway  
It moves so fast that in order to keep up you have to let your eyes adjust 
So that when you’re looking at it the wheel seems to be spinning backwards 
And the reversals of present progress regress to yesterday’s oppression 
Which is how we’ve found ourselves here at Chapter 17 
Which means that by the time November rolls around 
And our current president has been our current president for two years 
We will have twenty chapters of this play we’re making 
A two and a half hour long document of the first half of the 45th Presidency 
Of the country that’s supposed to be so great 
Assuming he makes it all the way through this play will be  
Nearly 50 chapters long 
 
But  
What I Mean When I Say Where I Was That Night 
 
June 11 2016 
 
Was at home  
At home on Long Island home 
In my parents’ house on Long Island home 
Tomorrow August 1 2018 is my one year anniversary of  
Moving out of my parents’ home on Long Island home  
And into the city which I’ve truly called home 
Since the first time I lied to my dad telling him I was meeting friends 
But really just wanted to explore beyond the perimeter of Times Square 
When I was thirteen 
I was at home on Long Island home  
 
We went out to dinner that night 
Just me and my parents  
My sister was away or something  
Or maybe she was there but she was definitely asleep by the time the crucial events 
Of this story transpired 
And after dinner our neighbors next door and our neighbors behind us 
Jill and Kevin and Mary Lou come over for a few drinks on our back patio 
And Timmy the first boy I think I ever truly loved came over 
He was never my boyfriend  
But we fucked and went on dates and weren’t fucking anyone else 
Looking back he’s just one in a long pattern of sociopaths I’ve dated and loved 
 
So the neighbors come over and Timmy who keeps me grounded comes over 
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Something about finance bros who wear Outdoor Voices and LuluLemon  
Just grounds me I don’t know 
And we’re talking and drinking and having a good time 
And then Kevin the neighbor who lives behind us  
Takes a sip of his vodka  
And deigns that it’s time to bring up the transgender bathroom problem 
And he and his wife start going on and on about the men dressing up as women 
To use the women’s room at Target which was the hot button topic of the time 
Do you remember that  
Let your eyes adjust to the wheel of the sports car and take you back 
And they’re going on and on and on 
And eventually I explode 
Timmy puts his hand on my thigh and tells me to breathe 
I ask why should I breathe why should I be calm when there’s bigotry being spouted 
Jill interjects that if I calm down I will be clearly able to express my anger 
We love Jill she is very nice and quietly woke we love Jill 
So I begin to explain why I am angry about their opinions 
I won’t go into it here because I do believe we all believe people should 
Be able to piss into toilets in bathrooms aligned with their own gender identity 
Or believe in the complete abolition of gender 
I begin to state my case on the subject 
And then Mary Lou interrupts and asks if I have a daughter 
I push past the interruption because of course I don’t I’m a 23 year old fag 
And then Kevin asks have you thought about what would happen if my daughter went 
I push past the interruption because I know all of these cases 
Men dressing like women to use the women’s room  
Have been happening in Rust and Bible Belt states 
And then Mary Lou interrupts with more bullshit 
And then Kevin interrupts with more bullshit 
And eventually I explode one last time  
And command them to stop interrupting me 
I tell them they are silencing the narrative of my queer community  
By framing it through their own oppressive gazes 
And if they would stop interrupting me with their bullshit focused on their daughter 
They might begin to hear how their heteronormative fuckfire wordvomit 
Is more damaging than they will ever fully understand 
It is at this point that I am asked to excuse myself 
I walk Timmy to his car 
Where he kisses me good night 
Despite losing my virginity in the attic of that house 
The only boy to ever kiss me on my parents’ property was this pathological liar Timmy 
 
I calmly walk back to the back patio 
And wish everyone good night 
And climb into bed 
And fall fast asleep 
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When I wake up 
The world had changed 
 
I spent that Sunday behind a haze of tears  
 
The next night I went to my first drag show 
The next night I drank to excess 
And every night that week 
I was told from all angles that it wasn’t an attack on the gay community 
That it wasn’t an attack on the gays 
It was an attack on Americans  
That it wasn’t an attack on the gays 
It was an attack on the Latinx community 
That it wasn’t an attack on the gays 
Because he might have been gay himself and deeply closeted and ashamed 
Friday night after the world changed 
I was asked to leave a friend’s party at her house because I got too drunk 
And I in my drunken stupor fell and busted up my face and my favorite sunglasses 
I wore my maroon v neck shirt and navy and white striped shorts 
And I was sad and terrified and scared and I didn’t know what to do 
 
Because I was told the night before that my community’s worries  
Must cower in the face of the straight community’s worries on the same topics 
That in the long run would not affect their humanity 
Because I woke up in a world that assured me from all angles 
That that just might be true 
Because I was told 
And two years later reminded  
That it’s still true 
 
Ben Brantley might be gay 
Bitter and flippant but gay definitely gay 
Gay in the way that he famously has a twink of the week gay 
But his response to a trans person simply trying to exist onstage 
Has rendered him effectively straight 
 
Two years after the worst weekend of my life 
Two years into the strangest four years of my life 
I am tired of being reminded that I need to cower 
When all I know how to do is be strong 
I am tired of waking up to CNN telling me we’re going to die 
I am tired of waking up to Facebook telling me to call my senators 
I am tired of waking up to Twitter posting another thread I have to read  
As a result of some shit storm that has to do with one of the court cases  
That I must have missed while I was letting my eyes adjust to the wheel  
I am tired of the queer community being yet again somehow invalidated  
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By one of our own 
And yet there’s a new sort of fire that burns within me 
And maybe it’s because I am writing a play in verse  
And maybe it’s because I am very good at tweeting back at MAGA Twitter trolls 
Using all 240 characters to fire off precise exacting tweets making these assholes wither 
Maybe all of that has my brain focused in such a way  
That I can see my anger with greater clarity 
Maybe that’s a sign it’s working 
The work we’re doing here 
Seventeen times and counting 
We’ve spun the world into a mirror  
And I can see myself and my place in it 
With growing crystal clarity 
The work we’re doing here 
If not directly affecting the world at large 
Is affecting how I see my place in it 
Affecting how I think about the work I have to do 
What I mean when I say where I was that night  
Is that I wouldn’t be here if I hadn’t been there  
 
   The lights snap out 
    
   End of Play 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 


