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Thirty-three year old Christopher Vasquez sprinted down the stairs of Columbia 

Heights Elementary School to hail a cab to The Family Tree Community Center on 

Eighteenth Street.  It had been a long day of teaching for him, but it wasn‟t over yet.  

He was expected at the Center in fifteen minutes to lead his Thursday evening 

discussion with his usual lively and outspoken group of teens.  He had planned to 

leave school earlier that afternoon so that he could make it to the Center on time, but 

an after school faculty meeting about potential teacher layoffs due to the city‟s 

budget cuts ran later than expected.  Now, judging from the traffic, a prayer and a 

miracle would be the only way he would make it to the Center on schedule, where 

he‟d been serving as a volunteer group discussion leader for the past five years. 

He climbed into the back of a cab and looked out of the fingerprinted window, then 

glanced anxiously at his watch as the cab bumped up and down over the potholes of 

the neglected DC streets.  U Street is going to be a pain at this time of day, he 
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thought, noticing the dark clouds that threatened rain.  Having no umbrella, he 

cursed himself for forgetting to check the weather forecast that morning.   

Christopher took pride in his teaching and mentoring and committed himself to the 

students that he worked with every day.  He credited his Puerto Rican immigrant 

parents for having taught him that having a strong work ethic could lead to the 

American Dream, and that working hard was absolutely necessary if he was going to 

have a successful career in whatever he chose to do.  His decision to become a 

teacher was influenced by his own childhood experiences in grade school, when he 

was neglected by some of his teachers who allowed their cultural biases against 

immigrant children impact the way they taught such populations.  Even as an adult, 

Christopher was haunted by vivid childhood memories of being overlooked in class 

or assigned to sit in the back of the room simply because a teacher failed to believe 

in his ability to compete with his American born classmates.  In his own twenty-first 

century classroom, he witnessed how many of the students from immigrant families 

showed signs of insecurity and powerlessness, and he believed that a crucial part of 

his job was to encourage them to see that they were indeed entitled to equal 

treatment and access to better lives.  He wanted them to know that they didn‟t have 

to apologize for who they were or where they came from, and he encouraged them 

to see their unique family origins as resources of strength rather than impediments to 

a successful future. 

Yet despite the obstacles he faced in school as a child, Christopher also had fond 

memories of grade school, and in particular, his fifth grade year when he met Zen, 

the new biracial, half Chinese half African American student transplant from San 

Francisco.  Unlike Christopher, Zen was born in America, but he watched with 
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knowing curiosity as she struggled each day to assimilate into the conservative, 

Northern Virginia neighborhood where they both lived.  Her father was born in 

Alabama, but like Christopher‟s parents, Zen‟s mother was a non-native American - 

a Chinese immigrant who studied English as much as possible in an effort to try to 

rid herself of the stigmas of transnational “otherness.”   When Christopher overheard 

two gossiping teachers at school talk about Zen‟s interracial upbringing as if 

speaking about a dark secret that dare not be spoken of out loud, Christopher 

walked up to Zen on the playground, tapped her on the shoulder, and asked with the 

ignorance of a child:  

“Do you speak African-American Chinese?”  

“There‟s no such thing.”  Zen answered honestly.  “Do you speak Puerto Rico?”    

“Puerto Rico is a place – not a language,” he educated her.  

From then on, the two of them became close friends with a personality gap so wide 

between them that their coming together as companions made sense.  But while Zen 

accepted her reputation as the quiet but motivated overachiever who never wanted 

to be the center of attention, Christopher made his intentions to be noticed by his 

classmates perfectly clear, including himself in every social clique imaginable and 

converting his outsider, immigrant status into that of one of the most popular 

students in the class.  Recruiting Zen into his coveted grade school clique became a 

mission for him, and after inviting the shy, quiet girl to his house after school one 

day, he found himself enchanted by Zen‟s unconventional beauty.  He was 

impressed by the fact that she didn‟t allow her shyness to get in the way of 

interacting with his large, boisterous, affectionate family, and that she wasn‟t 



4 
 

intimidated by a household full of passionate Puerto Rican voices that never seemed 

to relent. 

But Christopher‟s own flamboyant behavior as a child and teenager was attributed to 

more than his cultural roots or upbringing.  It would be years later - well into his 

twenties - before he realized that his ostentatious personality was manifested out of 

something much deeper: an attempt to gain attention and affirmation from others 

who would have otherwise liked to see him and his “kind” disappear.  Christopher 

had inherited his loud mouth from his family, but he used it as a defense mechanism 

to project a personae that convinced others of his invincibility rather than his 

insecurities.  No one was going to push him into a dark corner and pretend that he 

didn‟t exist, and as he matured, he worked tirelessly to combat the memories of 

being chastised throughout his teenage years for being a Puerto Rican immigrant 

and gay.  Although he encouraged the children in his class and the teens at the 

Center to be proud of who they were, there were still times when Christopher was 

afraid of the consequences of his own lifestyle.   

But now, finally armed with the courage to become the human embodiment of his 

own ideal and accept his potential fate as perpetual outsider, Christopher was finally 

preparing himself for gender reassignment surgery so that he would be transformed 

into the woman he‟d always been inside but never had the courage to let breathe.  

He could never explain the years of feeling trapped in his own body, punished for 

having desires he couldn‟t control and fated to live as a man when the one thing he 

wanted was to be a woman.  Until recently, he‟d decided that he couldn‟t go on living 

that way, declaring a welcome defeat in an impossible war within himself.  And at 
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long last, he was through projecting a physical image that was inconsistent with 

whom he felt he was inside.    

When Christopher decided that he was ready to go through with hormone 

replacement therapy and surgery, his regular physician wouldn‟t touch the subject, 

refusing to counsel him about what he referred to as “strange and unnatural identity 

disorders” of any kind.  Christopher was shocked by Dr. Bates‟ resistance about the 

matter, not to mention his insensitive, unprofessional judgment of him.  After all, 

Christopher had been his patient for the past ten years.  Forced to seek a new doctor 

who would be supportive rather than critical of him, Christopher sought the advice of 

Patsy Green, the director of The Family Tree Community Center, who referred him to 

a doctor who specialized in transgender therapy and surgery.   

“You sure about this, Christopher?”  Patsy had asked him when he told her his plans. 

“I want this more than anything,” he answered.  “I just hope that becoming who and 

what I want to be won‟t mean losing the people that I love in the process - people 

who have loved me as a man, even a gay one, my whole life.” 

Tonight, after his discussion group at the Center, Christopher would have his chance 

to find out how at least one of his friends would react to his news.  He‟d invited Mel 

to happy hour at Club Reveal - his new favorite getaway spot - to tell her about his 

plans.  These days, Reveal was where he felt most comfortable, and he hoped that 

telling Mel in a familiar environment would help to ease his nervousness.  He‟d been 

spending a lot of time at the new night club, trying to silence the noise of the outside 

world and break free of the social constraints that had made him believe that the only 

alternative to his becoming a physical woman was to die a slow, agonizing death in 
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the male body he was born into.  Zen was like a sister to him, but Mel had always 

been the most open-minded member of their clan, and her support would mean 

everything to him.  If her reaction was what he hoped it would be, Christopher might 

have the courage to tell the others.   

At least that’s the plan, he thought drily to himself. 

Finally, the cab rounded the corner near the Center, slowing to a stop at the front 

door just as it started to rain. 

“Thanks,” Christopher said to the cab driver, pushing a healthy tip into his palm and 

cursing himself for having worn his new Michael Kors leather boots on a day when 

the sky decided to pour rain.  He pulled the collar of his trench coat over his head, 

and with long, lean legs floated gracefully from the street curb to the entrance of the 

Center. 

“Hey Christopher,” Patsy poked her buzzed salt-and-pepper head out of her office 

door.  “Your usual suspects are waitin‟ for you in the back,” she said, pointing toward 

one of the small break-out rooms behind her.  “Started comin‟ down pretty hard out 

there, huh?”   

“Hey, yourself, sweetie,” Christopher dripped water onto the floor as he leaned down 

to kiss Patsy lightly on the cheek.  “Yes, it‟s absolutely horrendous out there!”  He 

removed his wet coat and draped it over his arm.  “I suppose I should head back – 

I‟m expecting another full class tonight.” 

“Full isn‟t the word,” Patsy laughed. “There‟s about thirty of „em in there.  I ended up 

having to pull some extra chairs from one of the other classrooms just so everybody 
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had a place to sit,” she shook her head in disbelief.  “Even the rain didn‟t keep your 

kids away tonight.  Now that’s a sure sign that you‟re makin‟ real progress with them, 

Christopher.”  Patsy acknowledged.   

The heart and soul of the Center, Patsy had earned a reputation for being one of the 

city‟s most vocal advocates of GLBTQ rights.  Most people were surprised to learn 

that the fast-talking, energetic, middle-aged grey-haired woman had at one point 

aspired to a career in politics.   

“I quickly learned that I could do more in the „real‟ world than I could as a politician,” 

she told a reporter for Washington Life, DC‟s most popular newspaper targeted 

toward the gay community.   

When Patsy and her partner of twenty-five years, Barbara, opened the doors of the 

Center, they‟d been convinced that the last thing DC needed at the time was yet 

another politician.  They felt the most effective way to serve and invest in their 

community was to see the dream of The Family Tree Community Center realized, 

and their ability to establish alliances with some of DC‟s most influential politicians, 

lawyers, and human rights organizations had brought their vision for the Center to 

life.  Patsy continued to work tirelessly to secure funding, support, and sponsorship 

for the programs that the Center offered to the gay community, which, like most other 

non-profit organizations was now struggling to maintain operations in a weakened 

economy.  Many of the corporate and private sponsors that Patsy had garnered over 

the years had far fewer resources to donate to the Center since their own budgets 

had to be adjusted to accommodate the recession.  Patsy and her staff had been 

forced to make tough decisions about which programs to sacrifice until such time as 

they could increase their budget.  Fortunately, committed volunteers like Christopher 
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made it possible for the Center to maintain most of the integral social services that 

many in the gay community desperately relied upon.  The Center had become one of 

the city‟s most reliable resources for those in the gay community who sought 

everything from legal aid, literacy programs, and family and relationship counseling 

to health and nutrition services, financial planning, and career advice.   

Tonight, judging from the sounds coming from his regular classroom, Patsy must 

have been right – there was a full house of kids tonight.  Christopher walked through 

the main area of the Center toward the room, hearing the boisterous teenagers 

unleash their afterschool energy on one another.  The group was usually composed 

of a multicultural mix of girls and boys, ranging between the ages of fourteen and 

seventeen, most of whom were regulars for the weekly group discussions.  When 

he‟d first started volunteering five years ago, Christopher struggled to connect with 

many of them, especially those who had never shared their feelings about their 

developing sexual identities with anyone before, least of all their peers.  Often times, 

their stories revealed painful experiences that they‟d endured as they became more 

aware of their sexuality and learned about the social perceptions of and stereotypes 

about GLBTQ culture.  During discussions, Christopher encouraged them to express 

themselves in healthy rather than self-destructive ways and to empower one another 

to overcome the challenges of surviving in an oftentimes hostile, homophobic world. 

“Hey, Mr. Vasquez!” they yelled at him in unison as he walked through the door. 

“Hola, everyone,” he said, placing his leather briefcase and coat on an empty chair in 

front of the room.  “Forgive my tardiness.  I know you‟re all ready to begin tonight‟s 

discussion.” 
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“Man, you lucky.  I was just about to leave,” Kenny, one of the oldest members of the 

group picked his oversized afro while chiding Christopher. 

“You were not!”  Claudia, a feisty fifteen year old put Kenny in his place in her heavy 

Jamaican accented voice.  “Mr. Vasquez, Kenny‟s lyin‟,” she said, turning to 

Christopher.  “We all said we were gonna wait for you.  We knew you‟d be here.” 

“Well, I‟m glad you didn‟t leave, Kenny,” Christopher said.  “I appreciate everyone’s 

commitment, and I promise to work harder to get here on time.  Our discussions are 

important to me too,” he added, making eye contact with all of them.  “Now, why 

don‟t we make a circle with our chairs so that everyone has a chance to be seen and 

heard during discussion.”   

Christopher waited while everyone stood up to rearrange the chairs, and when the 

activity settled down, he began.  

“Okay, guys.  Tonight‟s discussion topic is „identity.‟” Christopher turned to write the 

word on the chalkboard.  “I‟d like us to explore the meaning of the word as much as 

we can.  Anything you have to say on the subject is fair game.  You can tell the rest 

of the class what it means to you, how it makes you feel, what you think about it, 

etc,” he said, walking around the room as he talked.  “Who‟d like to start? 

“Me!”  Claudia raised her hand. 

“Okay, go ahead, Claudia,” Christopher smiled. 

“Well, I think identity is who you are,” she chirped. 

“That‟s bullshit!”  Kenny answered, raising himself out of his seat. 
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“Kenny, you know we don‟t speak to one another that way in discussion.”  

Christopher spoke in a low, serious voice.  “Find a more considerate way to express 

what you‟re feeling.” 

“Okay.”  Kenny folded his arms across his black “Rage Against the Machine” tee 

shirt.  “Identity ain‟t got nothin‟ to do with who you are – it‟s who people say you are.” 

“You’d let somebody tell you who you are?”  Rachel, one of Kenny‟s neighborhood 

friends, stared at him through her microbraids. 

“I ain‟t said nothin‟ „bout lettin’ nobody do nothin,‟” Kenny challenged.  “But that don‟t 

mean people ain‟t gonna do what they wanna do no matter what anybody else 

thinks.” 

“I don‟t think it‟s so bad to let somebody tell you who you are.”  Brandon, a timid but 

overweight sixteen year old said in a barely audible voice.  “It makes it easier.” 

“What‟s easy about bein‟ somethin‟ you don‟t wanna be?” Angel asked, her long 

brown legs dangling under the desk. 

“I get it!”  Sugar jumped into the conversation, her light, pixie voice ringing in 

everyone‟s ears.  “That way, you don‟t have to decide what you want to be.  You can 

just be.  Right, Brandon?” 

Brandon nodded, then lowered his curly brown head. 

“I damn sure ain‟t gonna let nobody tell me who to be!”  Jason peaked hazel eyes 

from under his St. Louis Cardinals baseball cap. 

Christopher frowned his “language” warning at him. 
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“You can‟t control what other people do,” Claudia said in her motherly voice. 

“Yes you can!”  Kenny leaned forward.  “In fact, I think some people like to be 

controlled.”  He glared at Brandon. 

“Easy, Kenny.”  Christopher walked toward him.   

“Well, I think „identity‟ means whatever you want it to mean,” Martie, the youngest 

member of the class tossed her blond curls away from her too blue eye shadowed 

eyes. 

“What you think, Mr. Vasquez?”  Kenny leaned back in his chair, his long legs 

reaching beyond his desk.  “You ain‟t said nothin‟ yet.  Who‟s wrong and who‟s right 

about this identity shit – I mean „stuff?‟” he demanded. 

Christopher looked at the anxious teenager, his ears ringing from the youthful 

wisdom of the group as they debated the term under discussion.  Then, he sat on top 

of the desk at the front of the room and panned his eyes around the expectant group 

before saying: 

“You‟re all right, Kenny.  How does that make you feel?” 

The rebellious teenager waved his hand with dismissive impatience at Christopher.  

“What?  We can‟t all be right, Mr. Vasquez!” he proclaimed.  “Man, that‟s why don‟ 

nobody know who the hell they are!”   

***   *** 
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It was six o‟clock by the time Christopher finally ended the discussion.  The group 

had been particularly expressive tonight, and since they seemed willing to continue 

their conversation beyond their usual time, he felt no need to end it before they‟d 

exhausted their topic.   

“Good work, you guys.  I‟ll see you all next week!” he called after them as they left 

the classroom in a talkative mass. 

“Bye, Mr. Vasquez,” thirteen year-old Claudia chirped in her Jamaican-accented 

voice as she left the classroom and disappeared around the corner. 

“I think your little island girl has a crush on you.” 

Christopher turned to see Mel standing in the doorway.  

 “Hey!”  He smiled widely and embraced his friend, feeling the dampness in her thick 

hair from the still falling rain outside moisten his cheeks.  “How long have you been 

waiting?” 

“Long enough to see how good you are with those kids.”  She folded her arms 

across her chest and leaned against the doorframe, her eyes smiling at him.  

“They‟re lucky to have you as a mentor.” 

Christopher smiled.  “Thanks, Mel.  I love them just as much as I hope they love me.” 

“I wanted to take a picture of all of you when I looked through the door.  You were all 

so engaged, so in sync.  But I didn‟t think it would be appropriate.”  She lingered then 

said, “You‟d make a great parent, you know.” 
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Parent? Christopher paused.  He‟d been told that he possessed a rare gift when it 

came to working with young people, but in all of his years as a teacher and mentor, 

no one had ever suggested that he‟d be a good parent.  Mel‟s compliment quelled 

his anxieties about telling her his news like a warm blanket.  “Wow,” he blushed.  

“Thanks, Mel.  I needed that.” 

“You‟re welcome,” she said, smiling at him and adjusting her camera bag on her 

shoulder.  “So, are we going to stand here all night talking about your God given 

talents or are we going to go have drinks at this fabulous new place you keep telling 

me about?”   

“Believe me - I‟m more than ready for those drinks!”  You have no idea, he thought, 

turning to get his coat.  “I can already taste the Manhattans.” 

The two of them made their way to the front door of the Center, almost colliding into 

a drenched Patsy, who was coming back in from the rain after having run an errand. 

“Mel!  How are you?  It‟s been a while!”  Patsy hugged her with strong, wet arms. 

“Christopher told me about the exhibit you‟re workin‟ on.  Barbara and I can‟t wait for 

the opening!  I‟m gonna have to commission some of your work for our brownstone 

in DuPont Circle before you get too expensive!”    

“Don‟t fill her head with too many compliments, Patsy,” Christopher teased, 

squeezing Mel closer to him.  “Pretty soon, it won‟t be able to fit through your door.” 

Patsy laughed heartily.  “That‟s okay.  Nothin‟ wrong with a little praise now and then, 

right?” she winked at Mel.  “By the way, Christopher, you still plannin‟ to make it to 

my place next Friday?” 
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Shit.  Why did she have to mention that now? Christopher thought, catching his 

breath and feeling Mel‟s questioning eyes on him.  Patsy had invited him to meet 

some of her transsexual female friends from out of town, hoping that he would find 

their transition stories helpful as he prepared for his own surgery.  Patsy probably 

thinks I’ve already told Mel about my plans, he thought, holding his breath.  “Um, 

yeah,” he answered Patsy self-consciously, releasing Mel from his embrace and 

searching for air.  “I‟ll be there.” 

 “Good.  See you then,” Patsy said, patting him on the shoulder and turning to head 

back to her office.  “I‟ll let you two be on your way.  Be careful out there.”   

“Thanks,” Christopher said, afraid that Patsy might say more and anxious to escape 

before Mel started asking questions.  “Now let‟s get those drinks!” he said, steering 

her out the door and into the rain to hail a cab to Club Reveal. 

***   *** 

Christopher closed his eyes to the thumping, trancelike music filtering through the 

speakers at the club.  It was still early, which meant that the sound of the usually 

earth shattering bass only slightly vibrated the dance floor.  Reveal had opened on Q 

Street only a couple of months ago on the Friday following the presidential 

inauguration.  Like most gay clubs, there had been rumors of its opening long before 

the first group of customers entered the dramatic, palatial space decorated with 

sangria red and black velvet furniture, disorienting wall mirrors, and neo-Victorian 

crown moldings with matching floor to ceiling pillars.  The first crowd of partiers was 

eager to celebrate the victory of the democratic nominee whose successful rise to 

the presidency was attributed in no small part to the support of the GLBTQ 
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community.  Reveal was a veritable haven where people came to celebrate the 

broad spectrum of personalities and characters to ever shape the gendered human 

experience, its clientele representing an array of the most discrete expressions of 

sexual identity to the most experimental. 

Christopher met his significantly younger new lover, Dylan, at Reveal.  The fact that 

he was twenty-two was something his friends still teased him about. 

“You‟re much too young to be going through a midlife crisis by dating someone 

who‟s barely old enough to drink,” his friend Darian criticized him one day. 

“At least I don‟t chew them up and spit them out like you do,” Christopher returned. 

Still, all of his friends were right.  Dylan wasn‟t nearly as mature as Christopher‟s 

previous partners had been, and although Christopher wasn‟t ready to assign the 

term “boyfriend” to his new young lover, he liked the fact that Dylan was full of 

energy and fun to party with.  He was clingy and much too talkative on most 

occasions, but Dylan‟s openness was refreshing to Christopher, especially since he 

had no tolerance for dating people who were too set in their mid thirty-something 

lifestyles to accept being with someone who was in the midst of making the greatest 

change of his life.   

But tonight, Christopher was glad that his vibrant, overzealous lover had an evening 

class, which meant that he wouldn‟t be at Reveal as he so often was for happy hour.  

The last thing he needed was for Dylan to show up and spoil his carefully calculated 

plans to tell Mel his news.     
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 “What‟s going on next Friday at Patsy‟s?”  Mel sipped from her glass of white wine 

sangria – her favorite drink - and swiveled around on her barstool to face 

Christopher, her head tilted to the side with curiosity.  

I should have known she was going to ask me about that, Christopher thought, 

taking a deep breath.  Nothing slips past Mel.  But now the door’s open, he told 

himself.  Take your chance.   “Actually, I want to talk to you about that,” he said, 

taking a deep breath and turning to her. 

“Oh?” Mel said, her legs dangling from her barstool.  “For a minute there, I was 

jealous.”  She put her sangria on the bar and leaned closer to Christopher.  “You 

haven‟t made a new set of friends behind our backs, have you?” 

Christopher laughed at Mel‟s feigned insecurity.  “Believe me, honey, there‟s 

absolutely no way on earth that anyone else could ever take your places with me.  

So for now – for better or worse – I belong to you.  You‟re stuck with me,” he said, 

hoping there was truth in his words and that the bond he shared with his friends was 

strong enough to keep them together no matter what.  “Anyway, shouldn‟t I be the 

one feeling insecure?”  He picked up his Manhattan with graceful fingers.  “Must be 

nice to have a leave of absence from work so you can focus on the exhibit of a 

lifetime.  Your editor must know how valuable you are to the paper.”   

“A leave of absence without pay,” Mel corrected him.  “I‟ll be living off of savings this 

year.  But you‟re right - Victor‟s been more than a great editor over the years.  Like 

the Polish father I never had.  He‟s almost as excited about the exhibit as I am.  He‟s 

already planning to have one of the veteran photographers cover the event for the 

paper.”   
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 “See?”  Christopher patted her hand on the bar.  “You‟re already the city‟s most 

important artist, chica,” he said, taking advantage of the opportunity to delay telling 

her his news. 

“Yeah, right.” Mel said sarcastically.  “Hardly anyone knows about the exhibit except 

you guys, Christopher.” 

“Are you kidding?  You know me!  I‟ve told everyone about it, honey!  Do you really 

think I could keep your becoming the artist of the century a secret?”   

“Oh God.  That must mean there are at least five hundred more people that know 

about it!” Mel teased, then immediately became serious.  “I don‟t know, Christopher.  

I‟m not entirely sure I can pull this off.  This is a big deal, you know.  These people at 

the gallery expect a lot of me.  When I signed that contract I felt like I‟d agreed to do 

more than I was ready for.” 

“Honestly, chica.  When are you going to embrace your talents?”  Christopher tried to 

boost her spirits before bearing his soul.  “If it were me and my work on display, I‟d 

be making my own fliers by now and posting them all over the city.”  He put his drink 

on the bar and reached for Mel‟s hands.  “I mean it.  You need to get excited about 

this exhibit!  If you don‟t, who will?  I swear, you act like you‟ve been given some 

crappy term paper assignment or something instead of the chance of a lifetime.  This 

is no time to sit back and be humble, chica.” Christopher wagged his finger at her. 

 “That‟s funny – Zen would probably tell me to do the exact opposite thing.  I bet 

she‟d tell me to relax about the exhibit instead of taking it so seriously.”  Mel paused, 

her eyes still on Christopher. 
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“Well, as close as we are, Zen and I have different ideas about most things in life,” 

he said, immediately regretting the cynical comment. 

“Which is why the two of you have remained such good friends over the years, 

right?”  Mel finished her drink and fished for a tiny chunk of apple in her glass.   

Christopher nodded in silence, staring into the brown liquid of his Manhattan. 

 “Can I get the two of you another round?”  The bartender dressed in drag as Sarah 

Palin reappeared with the polite smile of a politician. 

“Yes – we‟ll each have another,” Christopher said. 

 “Actually, I think I‟ll have something different this time,” Mel said, grinning at the drag 

queen‟s uncanny likeness to the governor of Alaska.  “I‟ll try the „Drill, Baby, Drill 

Martini‟ with two olives, please.” 

“Excellent choice,” Sarah Palin smiled, tossing her massive bun of chestnut brown 

hair before turning on her heels to retrieve their order.   

“What‟s gotten into you?”  Christopher leaned back in surprise.  “You never do hard 

liquor!” 

“I don‟t know.” Mel shrugged.  “Guess I feel like steppin‟ it up a bit tonight.” 

“Nothing wrong with that, chica!”  

Mel looked around at the crowd of people that filled the room - gay couples, drag 

queens, transsexuals, and everyone in between had come to happy hour at Reveal 

that night. 
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“This place is great, Christopher,” she said.  “Judging from this image, politics isn‟t 

the only place where there‟s been progress in the world.  It‟s like Inauguration Day all 

over again – only the gay, gender bending version!” she grinned.  “It‟s incredible 

what can happen when people are given the chance to be open with one another.”  

Mel projected her voice over the increasing volume of music. 

 “What do you mean?”  Christopher probed cautiously. 

“I mean, look around.” She gestured with her hand toward the people on the dance 

floor.  “Now, this is truly a picture perfect moment.  I remember the days when every 

club was intended for a specific crowd of people – when gay men and women 

wouldn‟t dare share their space with one another, let alone with drag queens and 

transsexuals.”   

The Alaskan governor slash bartender returned with their second round of drinks.  

Mel speared an olive out of her martini glass, popped it into her mouth, and turned to 

face Christopher again.  “It‟s all so silly, you know.”  She took a sip of her drink and 

swallowed, wincing at the taste as if immediately regretful of her decision to be 

daring by ordering a martini. 

“What‟s silly?” Christopher stared at her. 

“Letting individual choices about our lives ruin any prospect of unity,” Mel said, still 

frowning from the impact of the vodka. 

God, Mel.  I love you for those words!  Christopher thought.  He felt an impulsive 

rush of adrenaline through his body and wanted to grab Mel from her barstool and 
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swing her around the dance floor in celebration.  “Listen, Mel, I really need to tell you 

something,” he began, now ready to release his truth.  

“WHAT??” She drew closer to him, straining to hear him over the increasing volume 

of music. 

Christopher cupped his hands around his mouth and leaned toward her, 

reattempting his confession over the noise and suddenly sorry that he‟d chosen to 

tell her in the loud club.  “I NEED TO TELL YOU SOME-”  

“Hey you!”   

Christopher turned away from Mel to see Dylan rushing up to him, dressed in 

Christina Aguilera drag and flanked by two drag queens dressed as Beyonce twins.  

Immediately, he felt his heart stop and his opportunity to open up to Mel slip away.  

“Dylan … um … I didn‟t know you‟d be here tonight,” he said, beaming falsely at his 

inconvenient lover.  “Don‟t you have class?” 

So as not to smear his deep cherry red lipstick, Dylan planted a phantom kiss on 

both of Christopher‟s cheeks.  “Class was cancelled tonight, so I decided to do the 

drag show.  Didn‟t you get my text, silly?” He turned away before Christopher could 

protest, holding a strawberry margarita with feminine fingers.  “By the way, this is 

Racquel and Roxie,” he said, motioning toward the two songstresses behind him.  

“We‟re going onstage soon.  But I thought we‟d hang out with you guys until then.”  

The twins stood wordlessly behind Dylan, too preoccupied with adjusting one 

another‟s outfits to pay attention to anyone else. 
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Christopher tried willing Dylan away, but the more he tried the closer Dylan seemed 

to draw himself toward him.   

 “And how‟s the soon-to-be-famous Nubian photographer?” Dylan turned to Mel, 

tossing his platinum blond wig over a bare shoulder and oblivious to Christopher‟s 

annoyed stare.  “You‟re looking yummy tonight as usual, dear.” 

“Thanks!”  Mel smiled widely.  “So do you, gorgeous.”  She panned her soft brown 

eyes over the white form fitting dress hugging Dylan‟s narrow hips.  “I can see how 

you‟ve managed to steal Christopher away from us.  He barely has time for his 

friends anymore.  He‟s turning into a completely different person.”   Mel shot a playful 

look at Christopher. 

“Did he finally tell you the news?”  Dylan‟s eyes flashed as the Beyonce‟s pulled 

stools up near Mel and Christopher and ordered drinks of their own.   

“No,” Christopher intercepted hastily.  “I was just about to.”  His deeper than usual 

voice silenced Dylan.   

“Tell me what?”  Mel yelled over the even louder thumping music.  “What are you two 

hiding?” 

“Nothing.”  Christopher swallowed.  “Just that I asked you here so we could toast to 

your exhibit,” he lied, raising his glass.  “Shall we?” 

“Really?  That‟s sweet!”  Mel smiled and picked up her drink, unaware of the tension 

between Dylan and Christopher.  “But I‟d like to propose a joint toast,” she said, 

raising her glass.  “To Christopher – a man who knows how to live life to the fullest.  
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Cheers.”  She clinked her glass with theirs before sipping her dreaded, bitter martini 

with caution.    

Dylan looked at Christopher in confusion under the blond hair, his ebony assistants 

now staring curiously at him too.   

“Cheers,” Christopher added, ignoring Dylan‟s eyes and drowning himself in the 

bittersweet fluid of his Manhattan, washing away the words that lingered impatiently 

on the tip of his tongue. 
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