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“In order to understand, I destroyed myself.” 
-- Fernando Pessoa (writing as Bernardo Soares) 
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Chapter One 
 

 

 Newly gay, Randall Goode stood on the street in front of the law firm—wait, let 

me be more precise: he was affixed to the sidewalk, as if he had a gummy epoxy beneath 

his freshly polished black wing tips, rendering him immobile—totally unprepared to enter 

the building, hire a lawyer, and begin the divorce. He hadn’t known what to expect when 

he drove downtown that morning, but somehow he envisioned a dark day with heavy 

clouds on the verge of a downpour. Think: wind gusts funneling through skyscraper 

canyons, humbled businessmen sprinting with inverted umbrellas, and hail, oh God yes, 

hail.  

Randall was the fool. 

Now, above him, the sky burst forth in Star-Spangled Banner blue. Small square 

islands of grass interrupted the sidewalk, with a contagion of live oaks sprouting leaves 

of neon green. A gentle breeze blew with barely the strength to rustle his blond hair. A 

high of eighty-two. The day couldn’t have asked for a better advertisement. 

The address that Dan had given him over the phone matched the number on the 

building—211 Mercury—but in Randall’s mind this shouldn’t be the home of a 

mahogany-walled law firm. “It’s the kind of place you’ve passed a million times,” Dan 

said, half-apologetically, “but never noticed. You know, like a Korean nail salon. Or an 

abortion clinic.” Randall stood before a strip-center storefront with five dark brown floors 

pancaked above. All the windows were drawn. The building had zero architectural 

integrity. The block of downtown he stood on was a joke. There was no traffic in front of 
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the building, neither by foot or car, not even a homeless person hunched in a doorway to 

add a sense of life to the scene. No billboards with scantily clad models advertising 

Johnny Walker Red. No cowboys hawking red-boxed cigarettes. No crumpled cans, 

wadded paper bags, or gum-pocked sidewalks. There was nothing. If he disappeared from 

here, he knew there’d be no history he’d ever existed. 

Randall suddenly questioned his decision to ask Dan for legal advice. What has he 

gotten me into? Yet Dan was the one person whom he trusted more than anyone, for no 

better reason than that he knew Dan wouldn’t judge. 

“Dan, I’m getting a divorce.” Randall had started off the conversation without so 

much as a “hello.” 

“Sorry to hear that, buddy,” said Dan. 

“Rachel is having an affair with Marty.” 

“Marty?” 

“My boss.” 

“Cunt.” 

“There’s more.” 

“There always is, man.” 

Randall paused, blew loudly into the receiver, and waited till he’d expunged every 

last bit of air. “I’m gay,” he said. 

“These things happen, man. How can I help?” 

Their friendship had always been effortless, from college to now. They could talk 

just once a year and pick up the conversation like it was yesterday. In a way, they were 
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like two islands connected by a bridge that only they knew was there. Nothing more, 

nothing less.  

Dan’s was a multi-faceted existence; he was a money manager to cash clients as 

disparate as strippers at the Yellow Rose to prominent ears in the mayor’s mansion. Dan 

was the man with the plan—if anyone could recommend a lawyer he could. 

“What can I get you?” Dan continued. “Drugs? You want drugs?” 

“Huh?” 

 “Want some pot?” 

“I’m thirty-two,” said Randall, confused. “I have responsibilities—.” 

“You’re getting a divorce, man. Cut yourself some slack.” 

“Pot gives me asthma.” 

“X? G? K? Coke? I know where the good shit is.” 

“I need a lawyer.” 

“You don’t have a lawyer?”   

“I need one.” 

“Grab all the money before Rachel gets hold of it.” 

“What?” 

“Hang up. Now. Get your hands on as much cash as you can. Mucho dinero. You 

can’t skimp at a time like this, buddy. You don’t want some Buick lawyer, you need a 

fucking blinged-out Rolls Royce.” 

“I don’t think--” 

“That’s what she’s doing.” 

“Rachel?” 
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“Trust me. I’ve been to that rodeo a few times.” 

Randall acknowledged, yes, Dan had been to that rodeo two times already. 

“WoodshedDivine,” said Dan. 

“Huh?” 

“WoodshedDivine. The law firm. You want Woodshed.” 

“A guy named Woodshed?” 

“A woman. She’s a ball buster.” 

“I want things simple.” 

“Tell her Dan sent you. And don’t be alarmed.”  

“What?” 

“The firm is a trip. But divorce ain’t a fucking holiday.” 

Randall again compared the number he’d written down to the number above the 

double glass doors. Without giving himself a chance to back out, he charged through. The 

homogenized cleanliness from the street overflowed here as well. Polished cream 

linoleum gave the narrow lobby a manila folder aesthetic. The room was barren: no 

obligatory Ficus or outdated lobby furniture or overweight security guard behind a desk. 

Not even a grooved felt placard directing people to numbered offices on particular floors. 

The only sign of life came from a glowing, round button next to a silver elevator. 

He reassured himself that he was simply performing a routine function that 

occurred every day. Fifty percent of marriages end in divorce, Randall had read. He was 

reluctantly relieved that the vast number meant he was not alone in his life-altering 

journey, yet he felt pathetic, too, for the sheer fact that the statistic was based upon 
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failures not successes. Randall exhaled. A gay father with a cheating wife wants a simple 

divorce. So what? He was now a craggy crevice on the statistical landscape.  

He brushed lint from his gray pants even though there was no lint. He checked his 

fly even though he always checked his fly. He pushed the elevator button. 

The silver door responded and slid silently into the wall. His hard soles echoed in 

the lobby as he stepped into the muffled interior. Here his footfall fell. The elevator 

seemed to swallow everything: sound and soul. He rested his back against the wood 

paneling and saw that there was only one button to push. One button with no number. 

There was only one way to go.  

He held his finger in front of the button as if he was pointing to his future.  

He was struck with a crystalline acuity. Today, now, this very moment, was one 

of those moments where the course of one’s life was altered forever. A hyperbolic event: 

the most, the worst, the best, craziest, deadliest, whatever was going to transpire he 

would never forget. He paused. He could walk out and return another day. He could, he 

should, he would, he better, now, right now, this very instance. 

Or... 

Don’t think. Just push. He did. The door shut.  

The next time this door opens I will be a different man. 

That’s when he became aware of the bleach. The choking odor of bleach. In the 

lobby there had been no odor of significance, but here it was as if a cleaning woman had 

scrubbed the living life out of bacteria and left in its place a raw intensity. The elevator 

was a gas chamber. 
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Randall pushed the button again. He anticipated the tug of cables and the sinking 

sensation from the sudden change in altitude. Nothing. He pushed the button again. And 

again. He listened for an electrical hum from the wires and circuits buried within the 

walls. Nothing. His heart was in his ears beating at damaging decibels. The bleach fumes 

inflamed his lungs and stung his eyes in a way that made him believe that the elevator 

was the source of a chemical spring. His tear ducts responded savagely, salting his pupils. 

He thumbed the button hard, held it in.  

“Enough already!” A parrot’s warble shot from a speaker above. “Who are you 

and what do you want?” It was a whiny, gum-chewing voice, distorted by cheap speakers 

and a mouth too close to the mic.  

Randall rubbed his eyes and prayed to God the elevator would start.  

“I’m looking for WoodshedDivine,” he said, blinking at the speaker. “It’s in this 

building, right?” 

“Who wants to know?” 

If he could’ve seen the speaker more clearly, he might’ve grimaced at it, thrown it 

some attitude, like who is this person. 

“Randall Goode,” he said, his fists hard at work in his sockets. “I have an 

appointment.” 

“Today?” 

Tears stung flushed cheeks. 

“Yes. Beatrice Woodshed. Ten am.” 

“Let’s see…Goode…Goode…” She was smacking gum, he was sure of it. 

“Goode with a ‘G’?” 
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“Yes! Goode with a ‘G’!” He buried his eyes in the crook of his arm.  

“Don’t get sassy,” she said. 

The elevator jolted, vibrated, yawned. Randall descended. He was going into the 

bowels of the building. The basement? Jesus Christ. His desperation rose. He jabbed the 

button and then jabbed again.  

Classical music now squawked from the speaker. Somber, dirge-like. A requiem.  

Jab. Jab. Jab. Jab. 

He’d never been to a lawyer’s office. He’d never been divorced. He’d never been 

gay. He’d never worn this pair of underwear (new tighty-whities that were quickly 

becoming a maxi-pad of sweat). Doom had greeted him this morning and was wearing 

out its welcome. Today was the beginning of the end. Hiring a lawyer made this shit 

official, all this shit that had been gathering in piles at his feet. For a week he’d been 

living out of boxes in a sooty apartment. He wasn’t waking up in his old bed, with Rachel 

already in the shower, using the shampoos and soft soap that she preferred. He wasn’t 

taking his own shower and wrapping himself in an Egyptian cotton towel from 

Nordstrom’s. No longer did his colognes adorn the marble counter. No longer was his 

toothpaste a large tube. He was a travel-size man now.  

He considered the apartment he’d taken. It contained two rooms, one with a queen 

size bed that, even after a week, still smelled like the plastic sheath it had been delivered 

in, and the other with a kitchen/alcove just big enough to fit two directors chairs, a 

borrowed coffee table from Dan, and a dinette set that he and Rachel had kept stored in 

the attic in the hope that it might be used in a future lake house. But there was no lake 

house; there was no future. 
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The elevator bumped to a stop. Requiem cut short. The door opened. 

Bloodshot and befuddled, Randall fumbled through the door and immediately 

noticed that the bleach odor didn’t exist here. A cool rush of air greeted him. It soothed, 

reassured. The elevator closed, humming loudly, and the mechanical noises floated up 

through the wall. He blinked away his tears, and as his eyes cleared and the noises began 

to fade the room took shape.  

He was standing on cool marble in a tall, narrow entryway lit with indirect 

incandescence that exuded sophistication. Across from him, in an enormous gilded frame, 

loomed a painting the size of a highway billboard. It was like he was sitting in the front 

row of a movie theater, where everything was skewed skyward, distorted, too close to get 

a good perspective. Sheets of shades smothered him: magenta, indigo, puce. Then a shape 

materialized. The man—or woman (he couldn’t tell)—in the painting had a huge head 

with oblong eyes, a protuberant nose, and cartoon sized hands. Very Picasso. It was an 

odd decoration for a law firm, and odder still given the fact that after descending so far 

below the street he’d expected to arrive in a basement with a boiler, ducts, and grease. 

To Randall’s right glass doors opened on a round room dominated by a round 

elevated desk, like a judge’s bench, made of the same cool marble as the floor. Behind it 

sat a black receptionist. The top of the desk was level with the top of his head so he had 

to stand on tiptoes to peer over the edge. Up close the woman had a horsy head that was 

suspended above her body by colorful beaded necklaces stacked collarbone to chin. A 

purple turban towered above her short waxy hair. Her attire appeared to reflect her 

African heritage. It was ethnic in nature, and perhaps political in statement. As with the 

painting Randall couldn’t reconcile her with the setting.  
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She blinked long and slow with eyelashes that fluttered and fanned. She raised a 

caterpillar eyebrow that demanded him to ask a question and simultaneously carried the 

weight of supremacy that dared him to do so. 

“Is this WoodshedDivine?” he began. “I have a ten o’clock with Beatrice 

Woodshed.” He pointed weakly behind him. “I spoke with someone in the elevator.”  

The woman nodded for him to take a seat, her tall turban tilting precariously 

forward and back.  

He chose a chair next to the magazines. He was reaching for People when he 

heard an abrasive rhythm, a heavy shuffling. The black receptionist was coming around 

the dais towards him. Except she didn’t step off the dais. She was simply that tall. Was 

she 7, 8, 9 feet? She wore a purple paisley dress that hugged her body and kissed the 

floor. Her overall effect—dress, necklaces, turban—was that of a purple cigarette. Her 

long arms struggled to carry a thick, leather binder, forcing her to take tiny shuffles 

across the room. Randall wanted to retrieve the binder, to lighten her burden, but her 

appearance confounded him.  

She dropped the bulky binder in his lap, stealing his breath.  

“You need to fill this out before Ms. Woodshed will see you,” she said.  

She smacked her gum and blew a bubble. It was her whiny voice that had emitted 

from the elevator speaker. Like everything else about her it belied her appearance. Her 

voice lacked 100% African anything.  

“This is your file,” she continued, chewing. “It’s confidential. Forms. Questions. 

So be honest. If you’re not honest, we’ll discover the truth. If you don’t give us the 

answers, then opposing council will ask the questions. It’s in your best interest to tell us 
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first. It could be embarrassing and damaging for them to ask a question we know nothing 

about. Ms. Woodshed would not like that. Trust me on this.” 

Randall tested the weight of the binder. “This will take hours,” he said. 

“You’ve already wasted precious time talking to me.” The woman turned, and 

Randall realized he hadn’t gotten her name. She was asking him for answers and he was 

the one brimming with questions. 

“Is the law firm…underground?” His voice echoed in the marbled room. 

She stopped, pivoted, and bent at the waist, bringing her face close to his. “Mr. 

Goode, you could’ve spent that moment answering a question.” 

“The floors above: what’s up there?” 

“Don’t ask. Answer.” Her breath smelled of Juicy Fruit. 

“I’m curious.” 

“Curiosity killed the cat, Mr. Goode.”  

“Why is the firm underground?” 

She shuffled away. “I’m ignoring you,” she said sing-songy. 

His heart bounced and clawed in his chest. He considered himself foolish for 

being led into this mess and made a mental note to berate Dan as soon as he left here, but 

when would that be? He took a deep breath and quickly concluded that his nerves would 

not salve themselves anytime soon. This was all part of the divorce process. The best 

course of action was to simply power through the file. He directed his attention to the 

binder. Questions, single spaced, ran down the page. Name? Address? Spouse? Children? 

Soc. sec. #? Job title? Etc. He turned the page. More questions. Front and back. Hundreds 

of questions. Questions about him, his family, his divorce. Questions begging him to 
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disclose a history that he’d barely thought about until now. Here, on the page, when put 

down in writing, his life seemed intangible, as if it was fiction, not autobiography. 

Someone else’s life in his very own handwriting. 

He imagined the oversized family Bible his parents displayed in their house. The 

white leather-bound Bible in the center of the coffee table in the center of the living 

room. In its first pages on pre-printed lines a family tree had been filled out in his 

mother’s script. She’d written the names of grandparents, parents, children. Years later 

when Randall got married she added Rachel’s name, and, finally, not soon thereafter, in a 

slightly bigger, more florid script, she’d added Henry’s.  

Now a binder of legal documents was to be his family Bible.  

“Ms. Woodshed will see you now.” The receptionist stood over him. 

His heart rattled. A-thump-and-a-whack-and-a-spew. How had she gotten there so 

quickly, so quietly? 

She grabbed his arm with surprising force and pulled him from the chair. The 

binder thudded to the floor. 

“The questions…” he said. 

She shuffle-jerked him towards a mahogany door behind the dais before his legs 

found themselves and he was able to walk on his own. His head came to her breasts. He 

smelled the metallic powdery mixture of sweat and deodorant, but he couldn’t tell if it 

was coming from her or him.  

“I thought I had to…” 

“Don’t think Mr. Goode. That’s our job.” 
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She opened the door and thrust him through. Randall found himself at the top of a 

long descending hallway, alone.  

“Where does this go?” he asked. 

She smiled slowly, her lips stretched to the farthest reaches of her long face. 

“Down.” 
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Chapter Two 
 
 

 

Life is a domino effect. You know, where one domino falls to set the course of 

action in motion. And if you stop to think about it, really, life consists of a several sets of 

dominoes. A series of them. For example, there’s the “natural” set of dominoes, where 

the first one represents the moment you’re born, then the next one falls the day after 

you’re born and then you turn 16, 21, 40, 65, etc. before you die. Death is the last 

domino. You get the idea. Then the second group of dominoes is the one that you “plan”, 

the one you have control over. Like how you plan for your future. This includes things 

like planning for college, creating a career path, saving for retirement. You make a goal, 

a domino falls, you go about achieving it. Simple enough. Finally, there’s the third group. 

Dominoes called “skullfuggery”. This is the set where one domino falls and then another 

and another and then one day you wake up, look around--confused, disillusioned, spent--

and ask yourself, how in the fuck did I end up here? This is the group of dominoes 

Randall is contemplating this very moment as he descends into the bowels of 

WoodshedDivine. Specifically, he thinks of one domino. The one domino that bumped 

into him, placing him here, in this law firm, on this ramp. That domino fell weeks ago, on 

a Saturday.  

Lightning had struck the field at Henry’s game. The referees had hoped to finish 

the game before the deluge hit, ignoring the black sagging clouds as best they could. This 

was in spite of the fact that the boys ran with their eyes not on the soccer ball, but over 

their heads instead, fearing the cloud bladders that threatened to release on them all. 
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Henry had remarked how it was like Indiana Jones running from the big boulder at the 

beginning of Raiders of the Lost Ark. 

But out of the blue--or the black, as it was--the lightning had ended all 

speculation. And everyone’s instincts took over: they ran for their lives. Parents shuttered 

their chairs, absconded their kids, and skittered to the SUV-choked parking lot. God 

relieved himself. 

The lightning turned out to be prescient. Randall had returned home before 

Rachel, before she said she’d be home anyway, having had to work on a Saturday, the 

only time she could finish a project, during Henry’s soccer game. How she hated to miss 

it, she’d exclaimed, kissing Henry on the forehead before she backed out of the garage. 

So now Randall made himself useful and started the laundry. He always did the laundry. 

Henry was preoccupied with video games as he sorted darks from lights. That’s when he 

spied Rachel’s briefcase leaning against the dryer, next to the door that went out to the 

garage. He immediately thought how bummed she must be that she left it, how 

impossible it must be to get any work done at the office. So then why did he decide to 

open her briefcase? Why does anyone do anything, really? Curiosity? Subconscious? He 

opened her bag, and there he discovered an oversized yellow paper back book: Divorce 

for Dummies. Dog-eared pages, sticky note bookmarks, the edges curled up like tongues 

sticking out. On the cover was an illustration of a smiling stick figure standing in front of 

a chalk board. Divorce for Dummies. Who was the dummy?   

The domino fell. One fucking loud crash of a goddamn domino. 

Now Randall stood at the top of the ramp looking down. The hallway stretched 

steeply, brightly lit with a contagion of crystal chandeliers. The ceiling sloped in tandem 



 18 

with the marble floor, so when he gazed down the ramp he felt he could touch the 

chandelier in front of him, or, tragically, cut his head on a dangling crystal ball. Down he 

walked, steadying himself against the smooth mahogany walls. What twisted architect 

designed this place? Was this some sort of demented security plan, to make it hard as hell 

to get in--and just as hard to get out? He’d read in the news about manic clients going 

postal on their attorneys. Had this occurred at WoodshedDivine? Had a scared client 

walked this path, his black wingtips echoing crisply, his eyesight dazzled by a crystalized 

prism, before he suddenly snapped and rushed maniacally towards the door at the bottom 

that led to who knows where? He stopped, he looked back. The door from where he’d 

come was up so high, so far away, an exaggerated distance. A hundred yards? A mile? 

Like a stairway to heaven. He wondered: how fast could I scale the ramp, rush the lobby, 

stiff-arm the Purple Cigarette, take the elevator and hit the street? And where the fuck did 

I park my car? 

He returned forward, bumped into a door. Dark mahogany. The bottom.  

His stomach burned. His pits flushed. His penis gherkined. 

He brushed away lint, checked his fly. 

Knocked.  

“Come in,” a voice replied. At least that’s what he thought he heard. 

The door handle, a gilded lily, felt cold at the turn.  

The motion was quick: another door opened, another door closed. 

Gold glistened gallantly. It was as if the golden rays of the sun wrapped around 

his eyeballs, smothering them in a golden fleece. He took a moment to adjust. He 

blinked, squinted. He stood in a room straight out of Versailles. At once, Randall recalled 
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Marie Antoinette’s living quarters, which had been one of the stops on his and Rachel’s 

honeymoon in Paris. At the entrance to the queen’s salon Rachel had gasped, leaned into 

him, and squeezed his hand, the soft warm skin on her arm touching the thin, blond hairs 

on his. Electric shocks had buzzed around his body, he’d felt oddly sexual towards her 

then. 

“Mr. Goode? Sit down.”  

The sharp voice came from the far side of the room, across an expanse of polished 

hardwood and woven rugs. A big haired woman, with her head down perusing papers, sat 

behind an elaborate desk emblazoned with a golden eagle relief. Like the ramp from 

where he’d come the crystal chandelier theme continued here. Even more so. From every 

section of ceiling, crystal stalactites refracted, reflected, blinded, and bounced golden 

pinpricks off mirrors and glass tables and curios and figurines and yellow-framed art and 

certificates and planters and golden silk furnishings set neatly about the room. Randall 

needed sunglasses. 

But that wasn’t all. Flowers competed for attention. Exotic arrangements shot 

dozens of feet in the air, brilliant colors and eccentric shapes, licking the lowest dangling 

crystal nodules. Bouquets erupted from every cabinet, banquet, pedestal, and sconce. The 

air was a thick amalgam of sweet scents. At one glance it resembled a surreal wedding, at 

another a comic funeral. 

“Sit by the fireplace,” the woman instructed.  

To one side of the room, a chaise longue and Queen Anne chair were intimately 

arranged before a lively fire. He didn’t know which one to take, but then his mind 

cleared: in a room like this she takes the Queen Anne.  
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Abruptly, the woman stacked the papers hard and neat, and then, adjusting her 

concentration to meet his, she softened her manner and swiftly glided towards him. Yes, 

she glided. It was if she was propelled by an invisible hand. She was short and stout and 

wore a floor-length cloak. The cloak was elaborately decorated with what appeared to be 

outsized amulets, sickly white in color, leathery in nature, that jostled together in a thick 

percussion. He screwed his eyes into the dense, heavy fabric and the cloak suddenly came 

into view. The shoulders were capped with severed hands, like yellowed puffs you might 

see a decorated navy captain wear in an old British movie. Jeweled rings bedazzled blue 

fingers, gold-painted polish glistened from nails. A hairy arm, sawed at the elbow, was 

sewn into the breast, giving it the appearance of clawing out from her heart. On the 

opposite breast was a series of toes arranged in a bastardized crest. And a curvy line of 

thick fingers pointed to—oh my God—a head rising over her shoulder. The head was 

shrunk, pickled with age, puckered at the lips, with hollowed sockets. Wisps of hair 

floated fluidly like anemone. A buttoned eyeball kept the cloak clasped at the waist. 

Along the collar, in the shape of angel’s wings, a mosaic of teeth: coffee-stained 

bicuspids, chipped canines, capped molars, baby incisors, swathed in an ivory sheen. 

By comparison, she, herself, was tame. The woman’s hair was big and white, her 

skin wrinkled and soft, her lips red and full. A grandmother. From hell.  

He was shaking. 

“Breathe, Mr. Goode,” she said in a friendly, crisp tone. 

He hadn’t realized he’d stopped breathing. 

“Yes, they’re real,” she said. And then she sat up proudly. “People I’ve skewered 

on the stand.” 
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The parts were exquisitely preserved, at least that’s what he assumed preserved 

limbs looked like, with the skin just paler than its previous pallor. He was overwhelmed 

with fear, void of a soul. Is this what horror is? 

“I’ll take it off if it’ll make you more comfortable.” Her eyes were heavy with 

charcoal, but twinkling.  

He nodded. 

She tossed the dense cloak over her shoulder with ease. Randall followed its 

trajectory, and from the shadow underneath the chaise, the shrunken head stared up at 

him, mouth wide, a silent scream.  

Without the cloak she was a small woman in a wheelchair. She wore a tailored 

gold jacket, skirt, and heels. She pushed the control stick, guided the chair, and extended 

her hand. 

“Beatrice Woodshed.” 

He shook her hand and forced an inaudible whisper: “Randall Goode.” 

“Dan Causewell speaks highly of you, Mr. Goode. Please sit.” 

Randall found it difficult to remember his own name, much less Dan’s, but he sat 

nonetheless and made a mental note to call Dan and give him an earful.    

Beatrice leaned in, resting her arms on her knees. 

“Are you prepared, Mr. Goode?” 

Randall thought of the man who belonged to the head. 

He nodded, then managed, “I didn’t finish the questions.”  

“Your file--yes.” Beatrice smiled, but it wasn’t genuine. “People who are not 

prepared don’t win, Mr. Goode. You will be prepared.” 
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Randall felt like he was in the principal’s office back at elementary school. 

“Divorce.” She began with emphasis. “ Divorce is about taking apart one’s life. 

Analyzing it. Manipulating it. Reassembling it. Depending on the case, it can mean 

splitting millions of dollars like splitting hairs on lovely heads—or it could simply be 

exposing an individual’s foibles for one’s own gain. It’s personal.” She paused, thought a 

moment, then said, “I’m going to set you up for a psychological analysis. I’ll insist 

Rachel does it, too.” 

“Psychological?” 

“Divorce is an affair of the heart, Mr. Goode. I need to know your deep-seated 

emotional rhythm. Your wife’s too.” She suddenly stopped, let out a disgruntled breath, 

then produced an exasperating grin. “Sorry. I meant Ex-wife. Ex!” She slapped herself 

fiercely across the face. Imprints of her rings swelled red on her powdery cheeks. She 

shook her head violently, then, quite miraculously, her grandmotherly demeanor re-

emerged. “I promise, Mr. Goode, I will never do that again. Do you believe me?” She 

gazed at Randall as if she needed his blessing to survive. 

He nodded. The imprints in her cheeks seemed to pulsate with lives all their own. 

“Now—where was I? Oh, yes…I need to know every part of you. Opposing 

counsel will create a lifestyle which you may or may not have led. The truth rarely 

matters in cases like this. It’s about perceptions. They’ll rip you a new asshole. Your Ex 

will discriminate, deceive—anything—to see that you’re exposed as a lustful pustule of a 

faggot.” 

He grimaced at her insult, then said, “She had an affair.” 



 23 

“Don’t be daft, Mr. Goode. You think the court frowns upon extra-marital affairs? 

Please. What they really hate is gay men with sons.” 

Randall took a deep breath. 

“The court believes that Mom’s the best person to take care of the kiddo—

especially if the kiddo’s daddio is a queer-o.” 

“That’s harsh.”  

“Rachel is hurt. You’ve stolen her trust, her life. She’ll spend tens of thousands of 

dollars to get that back. She will use your child—Henry.” 

Randall looked boldly at her. 

“Yes, Henry will become a bartering chip. Little Henry is worth a lot. You’re the 

goose, and she’s got the golden egg.” 

“Whose side are you on?”   

“The winning side, Mr. Goode. And it’s not going to be easy.” 

Beatrice leaned back in her chair, then spoke slowly, dramatically, as if she were 

delivering a commencement. “You’re about to embark on a journey. Those who survive 

get their lives back. But before you survive—if you survive—you will experience a 

profound evolution. Mr. Goode, you will lose weight, then you will gain weight. Your 

hair will fall out and then sprout in places you never dreamed possible. You will drink to 

get to sleep. When that ceases to suffice you’ll add sleeping pills to your nightcap. 

Heartburn, headaches, halitosis, they’ll all become your friends. You’ll bark at the ones 

you love, you’ll kiss the ones you hate. Your shoulders will slump, your knees will ache, 

you’ll gag every time I call—and I’m on your side. You won’t take a solid shit for 

months. You’ll sin, repent, spend oodles of money. You’ll have sex with strangers in 
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strange places. Your work life will disintegrate. And Henry, precious Henry, he’ll disown 

you. So will your parents. They’ll say they love you, that they want the best for you, but 

secretly they’ll wish you’d stayed married because now they have to deal with their own 

friends, not with just the fact that your marriage failed—which means you failed—but 

with the fact that you’re gay, which in their minds, means they failed. Everything that 

was yours and Rachel’s, as a couple, is still hers. Nothing is yours. Married friends will 

avoid you like the plague. All you’ll be left with is a Divorced Dads group in the 

basement of a church you don’t attend, the newest member of a group of sorry souls who 

look like they’ve been jacking off in a stall in a back roads truck stop. I know these 

things. Your mailman will become curious—even sad—when he starts stuffing in your 

mailbox thick envelopes from your wife’s attorney. Your mailman will wonder if his 

Christmas tip is going to be small this year since you, the so-called head of the house, the 

breadwinner, is no longer around to dole it out. That means, he’ll cut back on his 

spending this holiday, because other families might be divorcing on your block, just like 

you. The ladies who remain in those houses might have to move, and the house could sit 

empty for months, and still, the mailman remains on his route, hoping and praying a new 

family moves in so he can get more Christmas tips, so he can have a better holiday, so he 

can keep his Mrs. happy and stop her from divorcing him. See how it works, Mr. Goode? 

Circle of Life.” 

Randall’s fear and anxiety evolved into indignation. He stood. 

“With all due respect, Ms. Woodshed, I don’t give a damn about my mailman. 

And I don’t give a damn about you. Is this how you convince clients to pay thousands of 

dollars so you can spit out your shit-show philosophy in this glorified bunker?” 
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Beatrice snapped her eyes to his. A long pause elapsed. She nodded slowly, then 

accessorized the movement with a grin. 

“Yes, Mr. Goode, you have a fire in you. Good. You just might have what it 

takes. Please understand: I am here to help you. We will be intimately involved, you and 

I. No, not sexually…. But we might as well be. We’re going to know each other pretty 

well. I need to know that you can take this journey. Can you take this journey?” 

Yes, can you take this journey, Randall? That’s the million-dollar question. And 

speaking of a million dollars, do you have the money to pay this woman? Look at the 

gilded cage she hides in. Is this what you’re paying for? You, who barely have twelve 

thousand bucks in the bank. And how much is alimony? Child support? Henry’s college 

fund? What’s in your 401(k)? What’re you gonna do, you pitiful pauper, ask your boss 

for a raise? How do you ask Marty for a raise when he’s the one fucking your wife? And 

you’re gay. Jesus Christ, Randall!  

Oh, the voices in his head.  

He’d walked in wanting a simple divorce, an in-and-out job. Split the assets, 

arrange child visitation, keep friends and family neatly intact. He wanted to castrate Dan 

for getting him into this—is this what friends do to one another? Yet Dan had been 

through two divorces, and he’d come out emotionally and financially on top. And here 

was this woman, this bombastic woman, with her sympathetic wheelchair and Mrs. 

Butterworth charm, she was talking straight to him, spitting out the truth. She was 

successful, and his gut told him she’d be prepared for the proceedings. But would he be 

ready? Randall bore deeply into her eyes, into those long, dark, indigo tunnels, and there 

at the core, he caught a glint, a sparkle on a spire of the gates to salvation.  
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He sat down. 

“You’ve made a brave decision, Randall. Thank you.” 

Beatrice pushed a keypad on her wheelchair. The chandeliers dimmed, everything 

golden was reduced to a deep bruise. Then a spotlight shone, a circular sun, on the 

hardwood center.  

A group of people vaporized out of the gray edges. 

Beatrice maneuvered the wheelchair and slid beside him. She grabbed his hand 

and held it in her puffy palm. “Randall, dear, before we move on, we need to cover one 

more thing.” 

Randall recognized the faces before him. Neighbors. Friends. His pastor. His 

mailman. Under the spotlight they positioned themselves in three tiered rows. They wore 

serious expressions.  

“Divorce is an ugly business, Randall.” 

“They shouldn’t be here.” 

She squeezed his hand. “It’s important they speak to you personally—to say 

goodbye.” 

“Is this a joke?” he asked. 

“While you and I have been talking and getting to know each other, your wife—

sorry, your Ex—has been defiling your name around the neighborhood. Divorce spreads 

like wildfire. Rachel is getting people on her side. No matter what you tell them, dear, 

they’ll believe her first, a woman scorned. Understand? They’ve written you out of their 

lives.” 

“Huh?” 
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“Damage control, Randall. You’ve moved out of the house; she hasn’t. She has to 

live next to these people. She may need them for moral support—or as witnesses. The 

best way for you to deal with them is to let them say goodbye. I may need to discredit 

them on the stand. And once I discredit them in court, I promise you, they’ll never be 

your friends again.”  

Beatrice withdrew her hand from his and clapped twice. “Maestro!” 

Music emanated from hidden speakers. An orchestra played a sprightly tune. It 

was a familiar melody; Randall struggled to place it. His friends and neighbors swayed in 

organized fashion, spreading their arms and fingers wide, as if they’d been preparing for 

this forever. 

 

Sung to the tune, “So Long, Farewell,” from The Sound of Music 

 

[CAST OF NEIGHBORS AND FRIENDS:] 
There's a bad sort of clanging from the pots and the pans 

And the crystal in the cabinet, too. 
And up in the nursery it’s absurd in the `burbs,  

Where two adults scream, "Fuck You!" 
 
 

[JACKIE THE MAILMAN AND FATHER O’MALLEY:] 
Fuck You! Fuck You!.... 

 
 

[CAST:] 
Regretfully, we pick sides. 
Naturally, we pick Bride’s. 

And say goodbye . . . 
  
 

[JACKIE THE MAILMAN AND FATHER O’MALLEY:]  
Fuck You.  

 
 

[CAST:] 
. . . to you! 
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CHORUS: 

 
 

[CAST:] 
So long, farewell, auf Wiedersehen, moron! 

 
 

[MILLIE AND BILLY TAYLOR, NEXT-DOOR NEIGHBORS:] 
We’ll smile, we’ll wave,  

but get the fuck off our lawn! 
  
 

[MILLIE AND BILLY JAUNTILY MOVE TO THE BACK OF THE GROUP.] 
 

[CAST:] 
So long, farewell, auf Wiedersehen, faggot! 

 
 

[BITSY, RACHEL’S BEST FRIEND:] 
Liar, deceiver,  

Please go blow your brains out. 
 
 

[BITSY SKIPS TO THE BACK OF THE GROUP.] 
 

 
[CAST:] 

So long, farewell, auf Wiedersehen, ciao! 
 
 

[JACKIE THE MAILMAN:] 
You’ll go, fo’ sho’,  

I want my Christmas tip now! 
 
 

[JACKIE HOLDS OUT HIS HAND. RANDALL STARES, SHOCKED. JACKIE FLIPS HIM 
OFF AND MOVES TO THE BACK OF THE GROUP.] 

 
 

[OLD MAN CONYERS AND HIS WIFE, MIDGE:] 
So long, farewell, we’ve been spreading rumors. 

[CONYERS:] 
Abuser!  

[MIDGE:] 
Drug user! 

[TOGETHER:] 
His penis has a tumor! 

 
 

[THEY SHUFFLE TO THE BACK OF THE GROUP.] 
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[THE MUSIC SLOWS TO AN INTIMATE PACE.] 
 
 

[NEIL, PRESIDENT OF THE HOMEOWNER’S ASSOCIATION:] 
I'm glad you’ll go, you bitched and moaned and whined. 

 
 

[FATHER O’MALLEY:] 
You flit, you float, but secretly I pined. 

 
 

[THEY DANCE, ARM-IN-ARM, TO THE REAR. THE ORCHESTRA GOES SILENT, EXCEPT 
FOR A LONE VIOLIN.] 

 
 

[PEARL, THE CONYERS’ CAT, STANDING ON HIND LEGS:] 
At...last,  

you’re...gone  
I can shit on your lawn. 

 
 

[PEARL LAYS IN THE CENTER OF THE FLOOR. THE CAST SURROUNDS HER.]  
 
 

[CAST, QUIETLY:] 
So long, farewell, auf Wiedersehen, moron. 

Goodbye 
Goodbye 
Goodbye 

[THEY WAVE AND ALLOW THE SHADOWS TO SWALLOW THEM.] 
 
 

[RANDALL WAVES SADLY:] 
Goodbye… 

  

The room goes black. All is still.  

The chandeliered glow raises gradually to its full luster. The players—friends, 

neighbors—have vanished. 

Randall stares ahead but sees nothing. Everything is in peripheral, a diffusion of 

melting lights and colors. His eyes push forward, surrounded by tears. He clenches his 

jaw, grinds his teeth. Up to now, he’d simply felt a deep regret for the divorce, for a part 

of him, guiltily, was giddy from coming out of the closet, from discovering a new-found 



 30 

world—a fluttery sensation that resulted from an immense weight being lifted from his 

shoulders. He’d hardly spent time on the dissolution of his life with Rachel. 

But now a spigot loosens its grip. A salty drip, released on a bubble of air, flows 

slowly over the iris, blurring his world, escaping down the left side of his cheek. Then, 

with the tear released, something inside him, a muscle deep, turns the spigot off, and he 

hears a harsh fatherly voice from his tender past. Gotta keep things in check, boy. Don’t 

want an expensive water bill, boy. Only pussies have water bills. Grow up. No pussies 

here. 

Beatrice pats her lap. “Sit,” she says softly.  

He’s lost in the golden threads of her suit. He worries his weight will hurt her. She 

smiles as if she can read his mind. 

“I can’t feel anything,” she says. Her eyes reveal downy quilts and Thanksgiving 

dinner. She is a magnet drawing him in, a positive charge pulling on a negative one. He 

succumbs. She throws an arm over his shoulder and motions for him to grab the control. 

Randall touches the trigger and the chair floats on a cloud. Beatrice places her 

hand over his and guides the controls. The tear stain cools his warm cheek as they glide 

towards a sliding door. A hidden elevator. She maneuvers the chair in and pushes the 

button. The door whispers shut, and with her arm wrapped around his, the cubicle rises, 

generating a comforting sensation that he prays will deliver him to the street above and 

the light of day. 

 


