
JUNE.

You’re A Copycat of TONE.
You’re A Copycat of STYLE.

I’ve decided to write a book, no a play, a masterwork for the stage, 
about today, this day in June in Washington Square. 

“...the triumph and the jingle and the strange high singing of some aeroplane overhead
was what she loved; life; London; this moment of June.”

The book, no, the play, though even now I somehow can’t stop imagining it as a book,
a thick book that’s typeset pretty, and perhaps in the distant future, I see a play,
a stage production, an adaptation, all on a very large stage, sprawling, abyss-kind of venue,
those which exist in only Bushwick and dreams, and all the actors are so full of life,
so fresh, unanimously on the verge of bursting, bursting air of new, well— new to me now, 
these stage actors of the future, and they all, very palpably, want to be there, desire the thrill of it,
the high of the text, the lights, the reality in two, and I hate the feeling, but I have it, a feeling,
you see, I’m sensing in this distant future a kind of departure from the theatrical need, necessity,
a change that coincides (rather, shall we say, remarkably) to a growing loss of reality on the stage, 
a loss of life, a loss of Here I am, a Human, See Me Be! Living! 

Here I am in front of you, I’m breathing in this moment of June.
I fear it will be a changed thing in the distant future, this art form, not this June. 

It must be said, if this play based on the book about my day is to at some point along our line
meet an audience, see a stage, I think this is the most, only, 
the most crucial quality is that is must be real. If it fails to be real, it fails to be living, and 
if it fails to be living, it fails to be this day of June.

It is a kind of wonder, a novel, a book of many descriptions, much talk, and remarkable in that
the writer is sort of the painter, the sculptor, the tour guide who’s got a pen, but the viewers 
have all been blinded and they’re feeling their way around, and how remarkable it must be to 
relinquish all control, Here, this is what I have given you, adjectives, and objects, 
and reflections on several things, what you see, I don’t know, living,
living, and these Tuesdays of June may be ours. 

Suddenly, there’s a man two benches away, he’s probably a very kind, very friendly 
outstanding man, but in this moment, troubled hour, I despise him, 
he’s going to be on a comedy night on TNT, he’s a comic, he’s raising money, 
he wants to perform for a French boy with his backpack and the French boy’s mother
with her map, and they speak no English so they’re either deeply frightened or deeply entertained,
he performs, two benches away, there’s lots of singing, none of it’s coherent, 
the mother with the map is not laughing, her son pretends to, he’s incandescent. 

Oh. Well, he’s done now, but my train of thought is lost, who can say if it may return, when, or in 
what form, or who I’ll be when next I board, it’s gone now, all I know, 
dissolves, disappeared into thin, 
remarkable This Is Summer, You Are June air. 



THERE ARE DAYS I FEEL 23.

Half of my apartment is extremely cold, the other half is extremely hot. My bedroom is in the 
hot part, which I subdue with a fan and I don’t wear clothes, but the bathroom and the kitchen 
and the hallway where I play are in the cold part, so I get nervous whenever I take a shower 
and I run cold water all over my body before I’m done, in preparation, and just last night I 
rose from my bed to have a chug of yellow Gatorade and standing in my kitchen, the cold 
rushing through my body, overcome by chills, teeth chattering, shattering, I ran back to my 
bedroom, dove body into bed, still chattering, chills, finally they passed and I calmed down 
and I didn’t exit my bedroom until this morning at 6 AM when I exited my room dressed in 
two pairs of sweatpants and parka because my iPad wasn’t working and my laptop was on the 
living room couch—

There are days I feel 23, I really do, I feel the depth of my age, the breadth in my position, 
how much I have to do and how terrifically long I have to do it.

There are also days when I feel some other age, 60, like I’d like to have decided my life, I’d 
like to be who I am today when I am 30, 40, 55, 60, I would like to be consistent, to have a 
plan, I’d like to know where I’ll be and who I’ll love and how I’ll look and what I’ll do, I’ve 
been foolishly allowing myself to think of this as Magical Thinking, to borrow mistakenly 
from Joan Didion, the idea that if I think about something enough, if I think about how much 
I can do now, how much I can WILL now to be so in the future, how can I make it be? this 
vision in my head, this consistence, what can I do? who can I convince? it’s not Magical 
Thinking at all, that’s not what Joan Didion means, and I know that, I mean, I knew that but 
then I forgot, somehow, but then just now watching an interview with Ms. Didion on the set 
of her Broadway play with Vanessa Redgrave, I was reminded that Magical Thinking has all 
to do with grief, with the losing of someone dear, the parting of histories, and I do not know 
what I want, who, and isn’t my life so boring now? am I not leaden and barred down by 
sameness? do I not thirst for— and I realized I don’t know anything about grief, because I 
haven’t really lost anyone, no one who’s stayed with me, really, flashes here and now, the 
closest thing to grief I’ve felt, most palpably, most profoundly, profundity in triteness, 
feelings as a result of my own decision to restrict individuals from my landscape, or their 
refusal to allow me into theirs, grief in parting, dismissal. but that’s not what Joan Didion is 
talking about, 
that’s not what Vanessa said. 

It’s fucking cold in my apartment, this morning I was thinking about what it feels like to be in 
the sun, how much happier my skin must be, is it?! and my mind! and how in June I woke up 
every morning at 7 AM and laid on this same little patch of grass on this weird, small hill in 
Central Park, right at the entrance on West 96th Street, read books, read Didion in fact, but 
how in July I moved to Queens and there were no parks, and I’d lay at night out of my 
second story window which had no screen and I had no shirt on and I’d smoke cigarettes and 
sing and the mosque on the corner and all the beautiful men from the mosque walking home, 
in their whites, and the Mexican restaurant across the street, and a very late night, shirtless 
and smoking, a mess of mosquito bites, a pattern of blooded holes, how I’d watched a man 
get beaten outside of the restaurant and hadn’t called anyone or said anything, out of fear, 



because one time in that same window, also shirtless but during the day, I’d had a long 
conversation with a man on the sidewalk below who I discovered was on heavier drugs than 
even I and, after withdrawing into my apartment, I convinced myself he’d broken in, come in 
downstairs through the doors into the foyer, I was terrified, alone,  like a horror movie, and I 
reacted so poorly, screaming, but he didn’t, come in, he hadn’t, and five minutes after that 
man at night got beaten up, his girlfriend came out of the restaurant and screamed and cried 
over her lover who lay there on the sidewalk, but she got him on his feet and they walked 
away together, though he stumbled, I wrote better in the summer, though this summer I 
wasn’t myself. though Who are we now

I’m still in love with you, then. 

I do kind of like (like is strong but I’m saying like) I do like when I’m walking in the wind or 
in bitter cold and my eyes tear up naturally, well up with water, and I like this because it’s 
cathartic, because in those moments my mind often wanders, to something that’s worth my 
crying, or something that I’ve been meaning to cry about, what’s worth tears? I don’t really 
cry, it’s too much work, but how tragic I must look in the wind or bitter cold, and some 
passersby may think I’m sad, and it is a kind of relieving sensation, someone giving witness 
to your sadness, even if they may wonder if it’s just the wind, is it just the bitter cold? That is 
one thing that summer does not do, that summer doesn’t provide, opportunities for crying, 
one night in July my bag was stolen after an outdoor production of Sweeney Todd I’d been 
working on, and after the show I went on a date in Park Slope with a man, and also his 
husband, and after that I cried, in an Uber, but no one saw that. 

I didn’t write this. 


