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                                    SYNOPISIS
The year is 2002, long before the shameful cover up and discoveries of the Catholic Church’s recent acknowledgment of the insidious attack on the children of this planet. A time when the Vatican announced this was purely an American phenomenon.  Miguel, a 44 year old Cuban/American, has spent years struggling to come to terms with his own abuse by Father Caruso, a young, handsome priest whom, Miguel’s family supported and befriended upon their arrival in America.  This was shortly after the mass exodus that Castro’s dictatorship created when he rose to power. Miguel recently discovered that the pedophile priest who single handedly destroyed his faith, and life, is still a priest, and practicing in the Bronx, New York, a short subway ride from where he now resides with his loving partner, Jose. Miguel has decided, that although he did win a settlement from the Church, something they resisted, accused him of lying, even though others were coming forward, and conceded to settling as a means to keep this out of the public forum and court system.  It was time to confront this man face to face. He arrives at the church to see that Father Caruso is hearing confessions, and decides to enter the confessional booth. As the small window slides gently open, and he begins his confession, he freezes. His past and all that has lead him to this moment begins to overcome him.  Thus, the play begins.
Transubstantiation is the moment when the priest holds the host above his head, during the mass, and the bells ring; the host becomes the actual body and blood of Jesus Christ. The beliefs of the Catholic Church separate them from other religions and proof, in their minds, that theirs in the one and only true religion.  Transubstantiation is a play about the discovery of who, and what we are, as children of the universe. The play takes place in a Catholic church, with an ensemble of eight actors playing all of the roles in Miguel’s life, as the  truth begins to be exposed and exorcised.  All rights reserved 2010.
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Cast List
Young Miguel: Ages from 8-16, a young Cuban boy, smart, articulate, sensitive.

Adult Miguel: Ages from 25-45, a Cuban man, young Miguel grown up, very pained.

Ester/Reporter/ Lawyer: 30-50 female to play many roles and ages. Mainly Miguel’s mother, a little cold, but loving underneath.


Albi/a reporter/a priest/a tribunal/ an abused boy/a lawyer: A male 40’s-60’s plays many roles but mainly Miguel’s father 


Father Caruso(younger all of act 1)/ reporter/lawyer/ an abused boy/ tribunal/ : Male 30’s mainly plays Father Caruso in act 1 charming, charismatic and an abuser, plays a variety of ensemble roles in act 2

Sponsor/Miss Gomez/Mrs. Guzman/ Angie/ reporter/ lawyer: Female 30’s-40’s to play many ensemble roles.

Jorge/ Priest (act 1)/Priest #1 (act 2)/ Lawyer #5/ reporter/ Alex/ Waiter/tribunal/abused boy: Male 30’s-40’s to play a variety of ensemble roles.

Bishop (act 1)/Jose/Francesco(?): Male 40’s to play adult Miguel’s love interest in Act 2 and the Bishop in Act 1 can also be added in other scenes if needed IE reporter, lawyer etc….
 It is 2002 and the entire play takes place in a Catholic church, creating various playing areas as needed. The entire cast is Hispanic.

                          SAMPLE SCRIPT (middle of Act one)


 




MIGUEL (ADULT)

(Young Miguel and Father Caruso set up benches like they’re in a van driving. All other  actors take blankets etc…and cover themselves like they are the other kids in the back sleeping) So, the seal was complete, the sacrament that would leave an indelible mark on my soul, like a branded calf on his way to slaughter. This confirmation gave me sanctifying grace and strength so I could enter spiritual battle and endure the suffering and the persecution that come from conflict with the world. Although at this  moment I assumed the world we were about to encounter would have banished all conflict entirely…Disney World.  Six other newly enlisted fellow Christian soldiers, me, and of course, Father Caruso all crammed into the dilapidated parish van, and began our journey, at the crack of dawn, so we could be there as soon as that magical kingdom opened those pearly gates. Anthony insisted that I sit in the front with him. Probably because he knew I wasn’t really friends with the other guys, considering I went to a different school, even though we shared a common Catholic heritage and our Christian faith. There were no words for what I felt that early morning. I could barely sleep the previous night and if it hadn’t been for all the times I woke up and jerked off, I wouldn’t have slept a wink. The feelings that were beginning to stir, erupt, and explode inside of me were both intoxicating and sobering at the same time… I was lost in some kind of sexual fantasy land while at the same time acutely aware of every little thing happening around me, and not the least of them being a perpetual stiff cock pressing firmly against my juvenile jeans driving me to the point of pain and embarrassment. (Young Miguel adjusts himself.)  I had never felt all these feelings before in quite this way…I mean, I felt like Cinderella on her way to that ball, sitting in the front of that simple pumpkin that was turned into that gorgeous carriage, and  being pulled by those six white vermin that had transformed into those majestic mares…Then me, a once awkward poor Cuban youth, was now a wealthy, highly educated, confirmed, young man… transubstantiation… only this time, my prince, Anthony, had already found me. Within minutes the other kids were back to sleep but not me, I mean, who could sleep knowing what our immediate destiny was to become? 

 




FATHER CARUSO
You alright?


 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)

Me? Yeah…Why?


 




FATHER CARUSO
Well you’ve been staring out that window, silent for hours, why don’t you try to get some 

sleep like the other guys?


 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)

I don’t want to sleep, I couldn’t… 


 




FATHER CARUSO
Why don’t you tell me one of your stories then?

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)

I’m too excited…I can’t concentrate; I’ve never been to Disney World before.

 




FATHER CARUSO
I know, I remember you telling me that. (Father Caruso’s knee brushes up against young Miguel’s knee; he is paralyzed)


 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
I couldn’t move. His knee had just brushed mine. Was it on purpose or just an accident?







FATHER CARUSO

Tell me, what’s the first thing you’d like to do once we get there?

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)

Like to or have to?

 




FATHER CARUSO
Miguel?

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Cum!

 




 MIGUEL (YOUNG)
What?

 




FATHER CARUSO
I asked you, what’s the first thing you’d like to do once we get there?

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)

I don’t know…

  




FATHER CARUSO
What do you mean you don’t know? This is your first time going there, right? You’re obviously excited…I mean you must have dreamed that this would happen one day, yes?


 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)

Yeah…I guess…


 




FATHER CARUSO
Well then?


 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
Umm…I… I can’t think…

 




FATHER CARUSO

Well, let’s see, we have Fantasy Land, Adventure Land, Frontier Land, Tomorrow Land…(he brushes his knee again against Miguel’s)


 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
He did it again. What am I supposed to do? My heart is racing and my cock is raging…

 




FATHER CARUSO
Miguel…answer me 
 





 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
I think I need to go to the bathroom.

 




FATHER CARUSO

Oh Miguel, I told you to go at the last stop. Is it #1 or #2? Because if it’s #1 you can just use my old coffee cup, or I can just pull over and you can go outside. I don’t see any signs for rest stops, and I really don’t want to wake the others if we don’t have to, but I also don’t want you to be uncomfortable, so if it’s #2, do you think you might be able to….

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)

No, it’s ok, I’m ok now…

 




FATHER CARUSO

Are you sure?


 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
Yeah…

 




FATHER CARUSO
Really?


 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
Yeah. I’m good.

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
All that talk about #1 and #2, actually did the trick, instant, immediate, transubstantiation.

 




FATHER CARUSO

So…


 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)

So what?


 




 FATHER CARUSO
Fantasy Land, Adventure Land,

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
Space Mountain. I’d like to go on Space Mountain. I hear that’s one of the best rides to go on and  one of the longest lines to wait in, so, if we go there first, that would be great.

 




FATHER CARUSO

Good! I love Space Mountain. I also love the Haunted Mansion, and the Pirates 

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)

… of the Caribbean. Yeah, I want to go on all of those. This is so cool Father Caruso.

 




FATHER CARUSO
Good, I’m glad, I want this trip to be very memorable for you, Miguel.

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
Cool.

 




FATHER CARUSO
Yeah?

 




 MIGUEL (YOUNG)
Yeah…


  




FATHER CARUSO
Cool…

  




MIGUEL (ADULT)
(Young Miguel is staring at Father Caruso) Isn’t he just perfect? (Father Caruso catches him)
Oh God! (Young Miguel turns his head quickly back front so does Father Caruso)
 





 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
(pause) Father Caruso?

 




FATHER CARUSO
Miguel, I told you, you can call me Tony.

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
I’m sorry, Tony, why don’t we have any chaperones here like you said we would?


 




FATHER CARUSO
You mean your mother didn’t tell you?
 






 


 

MIGUEL (YOUNG)

Tell me what?

 


 



 




FATHER CARUSO
Oh Miguel, this is what’s been occupying your mind all morning, isn’t it? You thought I was lying about that, didn’t you? Do you think I would ever lie to you, Miguel?

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
No…but…I…I just didn’t know why there were no chaperones here, after you told my parents there would be, that’s all. I’m sorry.


 




FATHER CARUSO
I called all the parents this week, including your mother, to explain to them how no one was able to attend. Every parent that said they could chaperone, ended up having to back out. So I told them we would have to cancel, but everyone seemed fine with it, since it was such a small group. You sure your mother didn’t tell you?

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)

Yeah I’m sure she didn’t…


 




FATHER CARUSO
I’m sorry, I thought she would have told you. Listen, I didn’t mean to snap at you.


 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
It’s OK…I was just wondering that’s all…

 




FATHER CARUSO

I guess she also didn’t tell you that you’re rooming with me, did she?


 




MIGUEL (ADULT)

What?

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)

No, she didn’t!

 
 



FATHER CARUSO
Well, if you don’t want to, that’s ok with me, I just thought…

  




 MIGUEL (YOUNG)

No, it’s fine…I don’t mind. It’s just…

 




FATHER CARUSO
What?

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)

I’ve never shared a room with anybody before and sometimes…sometimes…


 




FATHER CARUSO
What??


 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)

Sometimes I don’t sleep very well…So I… you know…I have to find ways to make myself fall back asleep…







FATHER CARUSO

(laughs) Don’t worry Miguel, I wasn’t always a priest, you just do whatever you need to do and I’m sure we’ll be just fine, besides I sleep like a rock so there’s almost nothing that wakes me up, ok? (his knee brushes Miguel’s once again) Oh look, there’s a rest stop, you still need to go?

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)

What?

 




FATHER CARUSO

A rest stop… Do you still need to use the bathroom?


 




 MIGUEL (YOUNG)
Ah…yeah...thank you. (Lights down)
 





 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
It only took a couple of seconds, like a volcano stifled from erupting for thousands of years, and with the fortitude of Vesuvius. Ah…I could see and think clearly once again. We arrived to Walt’s World about an hour later. We went directly there and were not planning on checking into our hotel until Father Caruso made sure we had done every little thing we had wanted to do. He was determined to make our dreams come true and we were all too willing to comply. (Signs drop in with titles of rides as we see Caruso and Miguel walking the stage having fun)  We went on Mr. Toads Wild Ride, Thunder Mountain, The Tea Cups, Dumbo, Country Bear Jamboree, The Tiki Room, The Jungle Cruise, It’s a Small World, Main Street USA, as well as all the other aforementioned attractions. We ate hot dogs, popcorn, cotton candy and just about anything we could wrap our hungry little mouths around and we still had the entire day tomorrow. (Young Miguel and Father Caruso set up the pews to be two beds then exit) Sometimes I suspected the other kids were jealous of all the attention Father Caruso gave me, and yet none of the other guys ever really wanted to go on rides with me and all of them were more than happy not to share a room with me. So in a strange way it was all working out just perfectly. We arrived at our hotel shortly after 8p.m., it was a modest motel really, but very comfortable. Anthony made sure all the guys were safe and sound in their  rooms, like an attentive father, while I took a shower, put my pajama’s on and climbed eagerly into bed. (Young Miguel enters and climbs into bed) I had never been to a sleepover before. I had never even been invited, and the couple of times I invited what few friends I thought I had, they had always turned me down. So this was cool. (Young Miguel starts looking through post cards) Just as I began to shuffle through some post cards I had purchased for my parents, like the baseball cards all other normal boys my age shuffled through, Anthony came back to our room. (Father Caruso enters) He took some clothes with him, his pajamas, I suspected, and went into the bathroom. (Father Caruso exits) The door was left slightly ajar. I could see the garish lighting that can only come from horrific, fluorescent lighting in touristy motel rooms, I would later learn about all too well. I could hear the shower begin. The hot, steamy water thumping hard against the translucent door of the shower stall, just as my cock once again began to do some thumping of its own. (Young Miguel gets out of bed and crosses towards off stage to get a peek) I gingerly climbed out of bed to see if I could see this Holy man in all his nakedness about to partake in his bathing ritual. I was convinced that once ordinary water touch this sacred man’s naked body, it,  too, would transform into something Godly… transubstantiation…like water to wine…(Young Miguel runs back to his bed) Just as I was about to finally catch a long awaited glimpse of this Godly creature I heard him begin to urinate.  Then the light was gone, the door had been shut. The bathing ritual had begun.  As I lay there trying to fall asleep, all the events of the day  kept running rapidly through my mind, with one memory occupying most, if not all of it, like the neon sign I could see blinking through the window that read “no occupancy”. The one moment, above all other moments in my life, that had already burned an indelible mark on my soul was the touch of Tony’s knee brushing against mine numerous times in the van earlier that morning. That, was my first taste of ecstasy, and I hungered for more. (Tony enters with PJ bottoms on, but no top.)

 




FATHER CARUSO
I thought you’d be asleep by now.


 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
I’m sorry, I’m trying…

 





 




FATHER CARUSO

Don’t apologize; just know we have another big day ahead of us tomorrow as well. 

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)

I know…

 




FATHER CARUSO
Good. Did you say your evening prayers?

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
No, not yet.


 




FATHER CARUSO
Would you like to say them with me? (he kneels)

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)

Um…

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)

Could I brave the possible embarrassment of my young new found manhood, 

poking out,  and staring at him right straight in the eyes?

 




FATHER CARUSO
Would you?


 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
OK…


 




FATHER CARUSO
Well then come on…Come here…


 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)

Would it be alright if I say them from here?


 




FATHER CARUSO

Are you not feeling well?

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)

Um…No, I feel alright…

 




FATHER CARUSO
Then come on, on your knees. Don’t you think the Lord deserves a little something back for everything he’s given you today?

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)

Yeah…I guess…

 





 




FATHER CARUSO

Then come on…What’s keeping you?

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)

Mom, dad, Uncle Jorge, algebra, science, my pet chicken Rooster, Sally Sims…that did it…Sally Sims…Whew…now it was safe…(young Miguel gets out of bed and joins Father Caruso)


 




FATHER CARUSO

Would you like to lead or would you like me to take the lead?


 




 MIGUEL (YOUNG)

You can take the lead.


 




FATHER CARUSO

Ok… 

 




  MIGUEL (YOUNG)
Good.

 




FATHER CARUSO
This night I lay me down to sleep, I give the Lord my soul to keep, are you going to join in?

 




FATHER CARUSO/ MIGUEL (YOUNG)
If I should die before I wake, I pray the Lord my soul to take
Four corners of my bed, Four angels over head
Matthew, Mark, Luke and John, Bless this bed I lay upon
I lay my head on our lady's knee, Jesus come this night and save me
Heart of Joseph 

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
I adored thee, 

 




FATHER CARUSO/ MIGUEL (YOUNG)
Heart of Mary 


 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
I implored thee

 




FATHER CARUSO/ MIGUEL (YOUNG)
Heart of Jesus pure and just, In those three hearts 

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
I placed my trust. 

 




FATHER CARUSO
Amen


 




MIGUEL/ MIGUEL
Amen. (There is an awkward moment between young Miguel and Father Caruso)

 




FATHER CARUSO

Go to bed now. I’ll see you in the morning. (Young Miguel goes back to his bed)


 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)

Good night.

 




FATHER CARUSO

Good night, Miguel. 

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
Father Caruso?

 




FATHER CARUSO
Yes, Miguel?


 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
Thank you.
 

 




FATHER CARUSO

Go to sleep now. (He turns away from Miguel to sleep.  There is a long painful pause. Suddenly young Miguel gets up out of bed and slowly walks over to Tony’s bed. He stands there staring at him for a moment and then gently climbs into bed with him. There is a moment of stillness and then finally Father Caruso slowly turns to Miguel and calmly and almost coldly says) Miguel, what are you doing here in my bed?

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
I wanted to sleep with you. I’m sorry.

 




FATHER CARUSO
Don’t you know what you are doing right now is terribly wrong?

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
No…

 




FATHER CARUSO
You don’t?

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
I just wanted to be with you, that’s all.

 




FATHER CARUSO
Get out! Get out of my bed right now! Go! GO!! (Young Miguel runs back to his bed)
I don’t ever want you to do something like this again, do you understand? This is wrong! Bad. A sin! God will punish you for this Miguel, do you hear me? Do you?






 MIGUEL (YOUNG)
I love you Father Caruso.

 




FATHER CARUSO

I love you too Miguel, but this is not the proper way that two men express that to each other. Do you understand? You’re not even a man; you’re a boy, a young boy.

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
I’m twelve years old!

 




FATHER CARUSO
SHUT UP! (pause) I am so disappointed with you right now, and I think before I say or do anything that I’ll regret, we should both just go to sleep and forget that this ever happened. OK? OK?

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)

I only wanted to…

  




FATHER CARUSO
I don’t want to hear any more from you tonight, and that’s final. Go to sleep and pray to God that your soul can be restored to Him, now, good night. (Father Caruso turns over to go to sleep and Young Miguel does the same, we hear and see him begin to cry.)

 
SAMPLE SCRIPT –cont-(middle of act two)

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
At that moment it became painfully clear to me that all they were interested in was protecting the priests who came from the Vatican. They wanted to make sure I was never going to be able to bring any further charges against any of the other perverts who had forced their unholy cocks deep inside of me.  I was furious and yet through all the anger, somehow I still felt so much shame about it all…guilt…because at that point in my life, I had wanted it. He was a God to me. I had wanted that man. Even though it was because of that man, that no other man could ever get too close to me. I remember my very first date with Jose, I must have been crazy, but, because of Anthony, I still believed no one would ever love and or want to be with me, so I might as well sabotage it right away, just like I had murdered every other person who had tried to love me. (Jose enters in gym clothes) We had met at a gym in New York City earlier that week. (Adult Miguel enters in gym clothes) I had been trying to figure out some machine, and he was kind of enough to come over and show me how it was supposed to work, so I didn’t hurt myself. (Adult Miguel and Jose act this out) This was all part of my new regime of trying to get my life back on track. About half an hour later, I had finished my workout (adult Miguel exits) and went to shower. (Jose exits)I was about to leave the locker room and in he walked. I smiled at him and he smiled back, then within seconds he was standing in front of me, stark naked with a cock that would turn any head in New York, and I said audibly, I might add, wow! (Jose and adult Miguel enter the restaurant) He smiled and walk to the showers so completely cock sure of himself. (They are seated at the table by a hostess) I waited until he finished showering and then as if jumping off one of the tallest skyscrapers in New York City without a net, I gave him my phone number. He called me later that day and by the end of the week, we were going to dinner. Our first date.



 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
(looking through the menus) I hope you like this place, it a fusion of Cuban and Asian food.

 




JOSE
It looks great. (Waiter approaches)

 




WAITER
Can I start you off with a drink?


 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
You have to have a Mojito. There the best in the city.

 







 




JOSE

Ok…

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Two Mojito’s please.. (the waiter leaves) You are so beautiful, you know that?


 




JOSE
Thanks…So, you’re in finances…


 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Yes, I am, but  let’s not talk about the usual stuff people talk about on their first dates, let’s talk about the interesting things, ok?


 




JOSE
Ok…This should be interesting, like what?

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Do you have a boyfriend?


 




JOSE
No, I wouldn’t be here if I did.


 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Really?

 




JOSE

Yes, really, do you??

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
No, I haven’t had a boyfriend like in five years or so. I had two that have died though.


 




JOSE

Oh…WOW…so you mean, the really interesting stuff.


 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Why not?

JOSE

Why not, indeed…Cut through all the bullshit and see if there’s any reason to ever go out again, right?  

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Oh, you won’t want  to go out with me  again after tonight, I already know that.

 




JOSE

Oh, you do, huh? (The waiter comes back)

 



 

 




WAITER
Two mojitos. Do you know what you’d like to order?

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Do you mind if I order for us?


 




JOSE
Be my guest. 

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
We’ll start with the


MIGUEL (YOUNG)

calamari salad, beef dumplings and the shanghi noodles. Then we’ll have the Tuna entrée with the wasabi mash and the lamb spare ribs with the lobster mash and a side of the plantain fried rice. 


 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Thank you. (the waiter exits)

 




JOSE

Did they die of AIDS?


 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
One did, Alan, the other one, Francesco, killed himself. He hung himself on my 25th Birthday.

 




JOSE

Oh my God…That must have been horrible.

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Yeah…I’ve had an interesting life…

 




JOSE

Why?


 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Why did he kill himself?


 




JOSE

Yeah…

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
He wasn’t happy.


 




JOSE
Obviously, but…did he leave you any explanation on a note or anything?


 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
His Birthday card to me  said I was incapable of loving another human being, and he  just couldn’t bare it any longer. Happy Birthday.







MIGUEL (ADULT)
No, not at all. It was a big surprise to all of us. 


 




JOSE

I’m sorry.

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
OK, you’re turn.

 




JOSE
I don’t think I have anything to compete with that.


 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Oh you must have something…What’s your favorite drug?


 




JOSE
Clarity.

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
What’s that? Is that like ecstasy?

 




JOSE
No, I mean, clarity. I like being clear…I don’t really do drugs.

  




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Never?


 




JOSE

I smoke pot occasionally, I did coke a couple of times when I was a lot younger and that’s about it.

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
I love Coke.


 




JOSE

You do?

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Yeah…sometimes…


 




JOSE
So you still do it now?


 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Sometimes….Not a lot…

 




JOSE
Hmm…I’m also a minister.


 




MIGUEL (ADULT)

You’re fucking joking…

 




JOSE

No….







MIGUEL (ADULT)
Catholic?

 




JOSE

No, I’m a recovering catholic, thank you. I was raised Catholic but left that when I was 16 years old. I used to be really involved in the church when I was young, and then one day I was sitting at mass and the sermon was on homosexuality and how we shouldn’t condemn them but rather offer them our compassion because they’re sick and needed our help not our judgment and I got right up, and walked right out the center aisle, didn’t even genuflect and I never went back. 




 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
I used to be an altar boy.

 




JOSE
So you’re catholic?

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
I’m Cuban, what do you think? But….not any more…We’re you an altar boy?

  




JOSE
No, I never did that. I received all my sacraments though. Well, baptism, Holy Communion and my confirmation. 

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Me, too.


 




JOSE
Many years later, I realized I still had a real hunger for spirituality in my life, and I had been away from the church for so long that I became a nondenominational minister, about 10 years ago to be exact. It was all in hopes of performing same sex ceremonies for gay people.


 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Really?


 




JOSE

Hmm, hmm.

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
I was abused by a priest.

 




WAITER

Here we go, the calamari salad, beef dumplings and the shanghi noodles. Enjoy gentlemen.

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Can we have two more mohito’s? Thanks.

 




JOSE

You were abused by a priest?

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Well, sort of…


 




JOSE

How can you sort of be abused by a priest?

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Well, I wanted it…I mean I was in love with him and I finally got him to  sleep with me.

 




JOSE
How old were you?






MIGUEL (YOUNG)
It started when I was 13 and went on for a little over three years. 

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Does that freak you out?

 




JOSE
No, not really, but you said, sort of…What do you mean?

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Well, I mean, can it really be abuse if I was wanting it?

 




JOSE

Yeah…He was the adult. He was the one that should have said no, not to mention he was a priest.
 





 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
I know, that’s part of what made it so hot. My lawyer says the same thing you just said.


 




JOSE
Your lawyer?

 







 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Yeah,  I’m the middle of a big law suit down in Miami, that’s where I grew up. See, I told you that you wouldn’t want to see me again after tonight.


 




JOSE

Stop saying that. Your lawyer’s right.   Just because you wanted it, doesn’t mean it wasn’t abuse. You were 13 years old. 

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
I know, but what 13 year old kid doesn’t want sex?


 




JOSE
That’s not the point. Don’t you see that that’s part of the abuse? They try to make you feel like you asked for it, you wanted it, it was all your fault, Don’t you see that?

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)

But I did want it…

JOSE

It doesn’t matter.  He should have said no. You were the child. I bet he made you feel like he was your best friend, too.


 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
He was my only friend.


 




JOSE
See, he took advantage of you. You trusted him and he took advantage of you.


 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
You really think so?

 




JOSE
Yes! I know so!

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Will you excuse me for a moment?  I need to use the rest room.


 




JOSE
Of course…

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
Nothing was working at this point. He really seemed to take an interest and nothing I was telling him was turning him off or making him run. (The waiter comes and clears the appetizers) He had to know I was damaged goods. He had to know what every person in my life since military school had told me, I was not only incapable of loving, I was completely unlovable. This guy was too good to be true. How could I bring him into my contaminated world only to chew him up and spit him out like an old stale piece of gum, just waiting for the next guy to come and step all over him. I couldn’t do that again, I just couldn’t. (The waiter brings the main course) As much as I thought I wanted to meet someone, and was ready to do just that…I mean, I had even gotten the dog and everything…But I could not let this guy be that guy. I ran to the bathroom as fast as I could, and unlike my childhood days, this was not for masturbatory reasons.  No, it was just your every day, ordinary, powdering of the nose, shall we say… (Adult Miguel reenters)


 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Oh…you’re still here.

 




JOSE
Yeah…Where would I go? We haven’t even eaten the main course yet.

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
I thought maybe I had scared you away.

 




JOSE
Oh…is that what you’re trying desperately to do?


 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Probably.

 




JOSE
Well,  I could make it a lot easier for you, and just leave, if you’d like me too.

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
No, don’t, please…

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)

I couldn’t believe those words had just come flying out of my mouth.

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
 I’m just shocked you stayed.


 




JOSE
Well, I wasn’t about to leave until we at least finished the entire dinner, especially since you’re paying for it….It was a joke…


 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
I knew he had to have a breaking point, I just had to find it.


JOSE

This is wonderful by the way. Aren’t you going to eat?

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
I’m not hungry anymore…

 




JOSE
Was it something I said?

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
No, I just did some coke in the bathroom.

 




JOSE

(stops eating) You did??


 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
Now, I had him.

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Yeah…I did…


 




JOSE

Why?


 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
WHY??

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
What the fuck is wrong with this guy? He is a glutton for punishment?

 




JOSE

Yeah…why? I’d like to know. I mean, we’re here in this amazing restaurant, eating this amazing food and believe it or not, I’m enjoying your company thus far. 

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
The only amazing thing out of this entire equation, was him! Everything else paled in comparison. 

 




JOSE
So yes, why?

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
I…I… don’t …I don’t know… why.


 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
That was one of the most honest things I had ever told anyone, and of course I knew why, but I couldn’t articulate why…I was like a young kid, stuttering, working desperately trying to get to the next word so I could tell him why.  Fuck him…why…Who the fuck did he think he was?

                                                           JOSE

Hmmm. OK…Let’s see…Could it be that you’re trying to make me run? 

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)

What? Maybe…

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)

Bingo!

JOSE

You know what I see? I see a very hurt child who is bound and determined to chase me away  and make me believe all the lies he was taught about how worthless he is.


 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
Please, I was not a child. In fact, I had grown up faster than almost anyone I knew.


 




JOSE
Well, I don’t believe those things and I’m not going to leave unless you literally ask me to leave, and then, maybe, I happily will. Just say the word, and I’ll leave. Clarity, it’s that simple.

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
Shit, clarity…Why wasn’t it a drug? I wanted some of that stuff as soon as I could lay my hands on it.


 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
I used to fuck prostitutes too, how’s that for clarity?

 




JOSE
I used to fuck cantaloupes, so? 

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Cantaloupes? 


 




JOSE
Yeah, cantaloupes. So, do you still fuck prostitutes?

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Some times but not in awhile, do you still fuck cantaloupes?


 




JOSE
No… Now I own a flesh light. Why do you fuck prostitutes? 

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
God damn it, was he ever going to run?

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)

I don’t know…

 




JOSE

Ah…come on… don’t stop now…


 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
I wanted some of him too, real bad…


 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Don’t stop what? 


 




JOSE
Being honest. I have to tell you, that as fucked up as you want me to believe you are, you’re actually one of the most honest first dates I have ever had in my entire life. I wish all the guys I ever met were this honest our first date

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
REALLY?

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)

Honesty was not something I had ever been accused of in my life.

 




JOSE

Really… So…

 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)
I decided to just say it, even if I was never going to see him again, which was all of a sudden, for the first time this evening, a very depressing thought, rather than an expected event. 

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
I want you. I mean, I’d like to take you back to my place if you would like to come over.


 




JOSE

Ok…


 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Really?

 




JOSE
Yeah, really.


 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Do you want to leave now? Are you finished eating?


 




JOSE
Hmm hmm…I’m ready.

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Excuse me, can we get our check over here?

 




JOSE

 I would like an answer to that question though before we leave.

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Which question?

 




JOSE
Why do you sleep with prostitutes?

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
AH….Jesus…Come on…Why do you think….(pause) OK…because…I’m older now, you know? 


 
 



JOSE
So…I am older now too.


 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
But you’re beautiful!

 




JOSE

So are you.


 




MIGUEL (YOUNG)

No one had ever called me that….beautiful…

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
I am not beautiful.

 




JOSE

I think you are. Answer, please…


 




MIGUEL (ADULT)

I guess I just don’t believe any one would want me unless I paid for it. There.

 




JOSE
Why?

 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Why what? Come on I answered you. Lets’ go. (Waiter brings check) Thank you.

 

 


JOSE
I’m going to leave with you, just answer this one last question, why?


 




MIGUEL (ADULT)
Because I’m unlovable ok? Let’s go. (He leaves)

 




JOSE
Thank you. 



