
SCENE ONE

SETTING: Support group meeting for young gay South Asians; at a community center in 
Manhattan, shortly after September 11, 2001.

CHARACTERS: Neal, Nausheen, Vikram, Raj, Vish, Mary, Gilbert

((NEAL, NAUSHEEN, VIKRAM, RAJ, VISH, MARY seated in a semi-circle, in that 
order from SR to SL. One empty chair apart from the semi-circle.))

VIKRAM
(cheesy, almost like a game show host)

Welcome! I’m glad you could join us for our monthly support group for young 
gay South Asians. As you know, the group is called Gay Alienated Youths Who 
Are Desi. You might be more familiar with our acronym. (pause) GAYWAD. 
(pause) Okay, let’s start by introducing ourselves, shall we? I’m Vikram. My 
parents are from Ahmedabad, I’m 27, and let’s see…oh, I’m a journalist! (looks 
around room expectantly)

((Everyone remains silent. Some shuffle uncomfortably))

VIKRAM
(trying to be funny/cute but failing)

 Well, don’t all jump at once! 

((Another uncomfortable silence))

VIKRAM
 Anyone?

MARY
(gruffly)

Uh, yeah, I’m Mary. I’m 28. Working on my Ph.D. in Women’s Studies up at 
Columbia.

VIKRAM
Good for you! And what’s your Indian name… (draws imaginary quotation marks 
in the air)… “Mary?”

MARY
(stiffens defensively)

 That is my Indian name. I’m Christian. My parents are from Kerala.



NEAL
(bored/annoyed; interjects with loud/confident voice)

I’m Neal. Twenty-six. I-banker. Punjabi. I guess that’s it. Oh, wait, I went to Yale.

VIKRAM
 Hi Neal. Welcome.

 (At this point, GILBERT runs in, out of breath.)

GILBERT
 Hi. Sorry. Is this the GAYWAD meeting?

VIKRAM
(annoyed)

 Well, yes, it is. But our meetings are only open to young gay South Asians. Sorry.

GILBERT
 Wait. My name is Ganesh.

VIKRAM
 Ganesh?

GILBERT
 Well, it was Gilbert. But I don’t go by that anymore.

VIKRAM
I see. Well, I think it’s wonderful that you’ve chosen an Indian name for yourself. 
But the purpose of these meetings is to create a… (draws imaginary quotation 
marks in the air)…”safe space” for young gay desis.

GILBERT
 But I was born in India. I lived there until I was five…I have an Indian passport!

VIKRAM
 Did you bring it with you?

GILBERT
 Oh, well, no. I didn’t think to bring it.

VIKRAM
I see. Well, I suppose you can observe if you want. But you can’t participate. Why  
don’t you have a seat over there? (points to lone chair outside circle)



GILBERT
 Oh, okay. Can I move the chair into your circle?

VIKRAM
 No.

GILBERT
(dejected)

 Oh…ok. 

VIKRAM
Sorry. The rules are very specific. (turns away from GILBERT) Shall we continue 
with the introductions?

RAJ
(with a tired smile)

Yeah, hi. I’m Raj. I grew up in Queens. My mom came to New York from 
Guyana. So did my dad, but I don’t really know him. I’m 19. I love colors. I’m an 
artist.

MARY
 What kind of an artist, Raj?

RAJ
 I’m a painter. (pause) But I haven’t been painting much lately.

MARY
 Why not?

RAJ
Oh, I’ve been working a lot. I’m trying to save up enough money to move to 
Manhattan. I love my mom and my sisters to death. But our house just seems to 
be getting smaller and smaller, you know?

GILBERT
 Where do you work?

VIKRAM
(to GILBERT, irritated)

I said you’re not allowed to participate. (turning to RAJ and smiling) So where do 
you work?

VISH



(interjecting excitedly)
 Oh, he is such a wonderful dancer! Lovely and sensational!

RAJ
(with an embarrassed smile)

 I’m a go-go dancer over at Testicles.

NEAL
 Testicles?

RAJ
 Uh, yeah, it’s a gay bar out in Queens. 

NEAL
(still using same bored/annoyed tone)

 I’ve never been to Queens.

VISH
 Oh, I love Queens. That is where I am living.

VIKRAM
(to VISH)

 And you are?

RAJ
(sighing defeatedly)

 This is Vish. He comes to Testicles every night of the week.

VISH
Yes, I am Vish. Vish, Vish, the Spicy Dish. I am a computer programmer – 
originally from Bombay.

VIKRAM
You mean Mumbai?

VISH
 Mumbai, yes.

VIKRAM
 And you know this meeting is for people under 30, right?

VISH



Yes, yes, I do. Why do you ask, yaar? I am 29 only. (glances around nervously, 
obviously lying)

VIKRAM
(looking hard at VISH)

 Right.

MARY
(in a friendly tone, looking at NAUSHEEN)

 Looks like someone still hasn’t introduced herself. What’s your name, sister?

NAUSHEEN
(shy, nervous, whispers/mumbles something inaudible)

MARY
 What was that? Don’t be shy. We’re all family here.

VIKRAM
That’s right. This is a… (draws imaginary quotation marks in the air)… “safe 
space.”

NAUSHEEN
 My name is Nausheen.

VIKRAM
 NAW-sheen?

NAUSHEEN
 No. Nau-SHEEN.

VISH
 (sing-song)

 Nausheen, Nausheen, the Love Machine.

RAJ
 Where are you from, Nausheen?

NAUSHEEN
From Bangladesh originally. My father has a souvenir shop in Midtown. I work 
there. I’m 21.

RAJ
 So you can drink legally.



NAUSHEEN
(laughing shyly)

No. I mean yes. But I do not drink alcohol. The Koran forbids it. And my father 
forbids it. (pause) Actually, my father forbids many things.

MARY
 Damn the patriarchy! Why can’t men just leave women alone?

VISH
I would be happy to leave all women alone. (pause) Well, except this one. (points 
at RAJ). She’s just too cute! (reaches out to pinch RAJ’s cheek)

RAJ
(angrily swatting at VISH’s hand)

 I’m not a woman! I’m just a little boy.

NEAL
Little boy, my ass. Don’t act all innocent. You dance in your underwear for tips at 
Scrotum.

RAJ
 Testicles!

NEAL
 Whatever.

VIKRAM
Okay, people. Let’s focus. We don’t have all day. You obviously came here for a 
little support. It’s not easy being gay and desi at the same time. So this is a forum 
where we can express whatever rage we have. It’s a place where we can discuss 
how unfairly we’re being treated. The white-dominated gay mainstream doesn’t 
understand our rich culture. Straight South Asians think we’re making them look 
bad. We are minorities wherever we go. Our lives are devoid of hope and 
happiness. Our parents don’t want anything to do with us. So how does all of this 
make you feel? What is going on inside your pitiful, desperate hearts?

((Instant cacophony. NAUSHEEN starts to sob. RAJ mutters, “Oh my god.” NEAL says, 
“What’s your problem?” MARY snaps, “You need to relax man.” VISH tries to comfort 
RAJ, who doesn’t need/want comforting. GILBERT says, “It’s not that bad.”))

VIKRAM



Woah! Woah! Woah!

((Everyone falls silent))

I see you all have something to say. Well, I guess that’s a good thing. This 
meeting, after all, is about sharing. But let’s not all speak at once. Who’d like to 
start?

((Silence))

Okay. So we’re back where we started. Well I suppose I can describe what my 
personal experiences have been like. And I think you’ll all agree that they’ve been 
quite tragic. You see, it all started when Coach Jenkins used to show up to tennis 
practice in these really tight sweatpants. And –

    NEAL
Actually, let me go first. I really can’t stay that long. I have an appointment with 
my nutritionist, and it starts in an hour.

VIKRAM
(disappointed)

 Oh, well, okay. Go ahead. 

NEAL
Okay. (takes deep breath) I don’t  really know where to start. I’m not even sure I 
did the right thing by coming here today. Because honestly, I don’t even know if 
I’m gay.

VIKRAM
Woah there, partner. You don’t know if you’re gay? Look, I’m sorry, Neal, but this 
organization is only for true homosexuals.

MARY
Relax. Let the boy talk.

NEAL
Thanks. (pause) Look, I don’t feel like I’m a minority, okay? Nobody has ever 
treated me unfairly, and I’ve never had any problems finding a date.

MARY
With guys or girls?



NEAL
Girls. I’ve never really dated guys.

VIKRAM
Wait. One second. You don’t date guys? Once again, I’m sorry, but according to 
the support group’s charter --

MARY
Will you just let him speak?

NEAL
No, I don’t date guys. Okay? I’m sorry I’m not Mr. Gay Desi Poster Boy. The 
truth is, my parents would have heart attacks if I didn’t get married to a good little 
Indian girl. (pause) I’m just not sure that that’s what I want.

MARY
What do you feel that you want, Neal? What do you think would make you happy 
and comfortable?

NEAL
I don’t know.

VISH
Have you ever done the nasty with a big, hairy stud?

NEAL
                                       (offended at first)
No! (pause) Well, maybe once.

VIKRAM
Go on.

NEAL
Well, once, when I was nineteen, I slept over at a friend’s house. And in the 
middle of the night, when everyone was sleeping, his father came into my room 
and --

VISH
Put you on your tummy and pounded you like a raging bull!

NEAL
No! Gross.



((Silence. Everyone looks at NEAL, waiting for him to continue his story. But he doesn’t. 
He appears lost in thought. After a moment, GILBERT breaks the silence.))

GILBERT
So what did he do then?

VIKRAM
                                                   (to GILBERT; snippy)

Hey! (turning to NEAL) So what did he do then?

NEAL
Well, it was sexual in nature.

VIKRAM
                                                            (intrigued)

Go on.

NEAL
What? You want details? Forget it.

MARY
Oh my god. Your friend’s father took advantage of you. Men are scum.

NEAL
Maybe he did take advantage of me.

RAJ
But did you enjoy it?

NEAL
                                           (defensive)

I felt guilty afterwards.

RAJ
But during?

NEAL
        (looking down, ashamed)

(Pause) It was the most exhilarating sexual experience of my life. (Pause) I mean, 
I knew it was wrong. But at the same time, it felt so natural… I tried to forget it 



ever happened. And since then, I’ve never engaged in any sort of sexual contact 
with another guy.
 

VIKRAM
But you feel like you want to?

NEAL
Yes. I mean I don’t know. I mean – well, I’ve been trying to tell myself that 
maybe I’m just asexual. But I don’t think that’s actually true.

MARY
You know, Neal, you’re only in your twenties. You don’t have to make any life 
decisions today.

NEAL
I know. It’s just that I have uncles and aunties already asking me whether   or not 
I’m going to marry an Indian girl, if I’m going to have a Hindu wedding… and as 
I get older, the pressure to marry is only going to grow.

VIKRAM
Which is why you need to come out of the closet today? Tell your parents. Tell 
your uncles and aunties. Tell the world that you’re an out-and-proud homosexual.

MARY
But he’s obviously not an out-and-proud homosexual. And that’s okay. Everyone 
takes her own path. Everyone has her own timeline and circumstances to 
negotiate.

VIKRAM
Yes, but while he’s negotiating his own particular history…

MARY
Her-story.

VIKRAM
Whatever. While he’s wasting his time with things like that, gay teenagers in the 
Midwest are committing suicide because they don’t sense a large enough support 
group, because they don’t have enough gay role models.

RAJ
Yeah, but he’s not living his life for gay teenagers in the Midwest.

NEAL



I’ve never ever been to the Midwest.

RAJ
He’s living his life for himself.

NEAL
Look, I should get going. My nutritional therapist is the best on the Upper West 
Side, and I don’t want to piss him off by arriving late. (Turning to MARY) It was 
Mary, right?

MARY
That’s right.

NEAL
Here’s my card. I’d really appreciate it if you e-mailed me. Maybe we could meet 
up for a latte and talk some more.

VIKRAM 
Oh, wonderful. I’ll take one of your cards as well. For our mailing list. 

NEAL
Oh, um, I actually just have one.

VIKRAM
Nonsense. I happen to know quite a few investment bankers. And I know they 
never just carry one business card.

NEAL
Okay, you’re right. I just don’t want to give you one. Bye everyone.

((NEAL exits. VIKRAM sits for a moment in stunned silence.))

VIKRAM
Mary, Mary, Quite Contrary. Please be careful with the kind of advice you’re 
going to give him. I know we’re South Asians and therefore different. But we’re 
still queer. If he wants to fit in, he’s going to have to subscribe, at least in part, to 
gay mainstream ideology.

MARY
Gay mainstream? Ha! Now there’s an oxymoron.

VISH



Arre, he’ll be fine. I didn’t come out until I was 38, and look at me. Completely 
normal.

VIKRAM
I thought you said were 29.

GILBERT
Oh, just leave Uncle alone.

VISH
          (insulted)

Hey, who are you calling “Uncle?” I’m not your uncle. (Turning to VIKRAM) I 
thought non-veg people were not allowed to speak.

GILBERT
But I am a veg. I don’t eat meat.
  

RAJ
I eat meat.

VISH
Oh, I bet you do! (Tickles RAJ.)

RAJ
         (slapping VISH’s hand)

Stop. (Turning to VIKRAM) But it’s true. I’m not a vegetarian. Does that mean I 
have to leave?

VISH
If Raj leaves, I leave.

VIKRAM
         (exasperated)

Look. Nobody has to leave. (Pause) Except you. (Points to GILBERT)


