 GET ME OUT OF THIS MESS

A short skit by Ariane Sykes and Tela Clark for LaGender TG 101 workshops

Featuring Hope Summers* in her early days

*taken from local band “hope for agoldensummer”

Summary:

HOPE, a young transwoman of color, left home several months ago and since has been living on the street as a sex worker. In an attempt to get out of this situation, she finds info about two local shelters, one for men and one for women, but BOTH ultimately reject her due to her trans and HIV+ status. In addition, she is disrespected at the health clinic where she is referred, leaving her worse off than when she started.

Optional Club SCENE prologue: Late that night: depressed and frustrated, HOPE goes to the club to find her hormone contact. The contact plans to have some later that week.

HOPE: “You got any of those hormone shots for me tonight?”  

CONTACT: “Come back Friday night, I should have some more by then-OK?” 

She leaves the club, stressed out. 

SCENE 1: The corner behind the club.  3:30 am, the club is closed (“You know the rules!”) Unable to make any money to buy her hormone injection, HOPE crouches and pees, trying not to cry. She could sleep here like she did last night, but now a male figure walks by…a figure of a man who threatened her last week. 

MAN: Hey! Yeah, you---whatever the fuck you are! 

HOPE quickly straightens her skirt and stands up…and runs as fast as she can, before he can say anything else. She talks to herself/the audience as she runs, out of breath.

HOPE: OK, here’s this shelter, I’ll be safe here…

SCENE 2: FIVE BLOCKS LATER, The Women’s shelter 

HOPE: Good afternoon…my name is Hope and I’ve come a long way I don’t feel well and I‘m tired and hungry and in desperate need of shelter. I was hoping you could help me.

Shelter attendant: Well ma’am, we’d be happy to assist you!

First, could you provide us with some ID of any or legal documents that states what--I mean who--you are?

HOPE: Well all I have is my social security card. Will that do?

Shelter attendant: Well let’s have a look…

 (a look of dismay takes over her face)

(with a vapid and icey look) Wait, now is this you? 

HOPE: (nods) This is an old social security card. I’m trying to get my name legally changed.

S. Attendant: well, I’m sorry, uh…sir—but until you’ve had the full surgery then we can’t help you here.  Though there IS a men’s shelter just across the street. And they WILL accept you. Cute boots, by the way.

Hope, sad, weakened and disappointed, exits. 

A few moments later HOPE arrives at the shelter for men. She opens the door and is approached by two men, one in front of the other.

SCENE 3: THE MEN’S SHELTER:

The men’s shelter employee (impatiently): Hi ma’am, how may we be of service to you?

Hope: well actually I’m sick and extremely tired and hungry and I need shelter and rest.

Men’s shelter employee: well there’s a shelter for women across the street.

Hope: (now aggravated & weak) look…I was not born a woman. I went to the women’s shelter already but they rejected me…so I had no choice but to come here. And while we’re playing confessions, I’m H.I.V. positive as well and I need to see a doctor; I don’t feel good.

Shelter employee: well this sound like a matter for my supervisor.

(turns to SUPERVISOR behind him) This is a dude but he dresses like a woman. Can we take people like this?

The men’s shelter SUPERVISOR (to HOPE): well sir, this is a place for men, and despite your appearance you fit the criteria necessary to obtain full services and lodgings but there is one condition: (pauses) this is a Christian funded organization. 

So there must be a great deal of modifications to your dress code in order to begin processing you. 

He hands her a baseball hat, a big t-shirt, and baggy jeans. 

SUPER:  Here, young brother, put these on. 

HOPE refuses at first and tries to push his hand away.

SUPER (immediately changes to a more tough tone): You want to rest and see the doctor, right? We can argue if you want…but you’re missing last feed-up…so what’s it gonna be?

Hope: (disgusted) OK, give me the gosh darn clothes…I can’t believe you’re goin’ this far! Is all this really necessary?  I sure hope I get to see a doctor!

HOPE snatches her clothes and stamps away.

SUPER (back to official mode): OK, great. While you’re getting dressed, we’ll check our resources and try to get you set up with an appointment as soon as possible!

Minutes later, HOPE returns dressed in the men’s clothing, a shameful look on her face.

SUPER: OK. That wasn’t so bad, was it? 

(after no response from HOPE) We don’t have any time to do anything about your hair cause you have an appointment in an hour at the IPD down the street. We’ll save you a meal and a bed.

Just bring back a signed paper verifying that you did see a doctor.

HOPE: Sure, whatever…

SCENE 4: IDP CLINIC. Later that day.

RECEPTIONIST: Sir, how may I help you?

HOPE: Hi my name is Hope Summers, and I have this referral to come see you. I’ve got a long story, I’m HIV+, and I’ve been living on the street, I’ve been sent from shelter to shelter, and I’ve been sick.

RECEPT: (rolls her eyes) What did you say your name is? This form lists you with a different name.

HOPE: “Hope” is the name I choose to live by. And please refer to me as SHE! 

RECEPT: I am not allowed to do that. I have to go by what this paper says. Sir, what is your T-Cell count? It must be below 200 for you to be seen here. Also, have you ever been hospitalized for your condition?

HOPE: I don’t know my T-Cell count. And I’ve never gone to the hospital, I’ve been living on the street!

RECEPT: Unfortunately, we can’t do anything for you mister, but I WILL give you a referral. Just wait.

As HOPE walks away, the RECEPT walks out from behind the desk and wipes the chair where HOPE was sitting. She whispers to an audience member:

RECEPT: Did you see that he-she that just came in here? They make me SICK, tryin’ to be a WOMAN!

SCENE 5: HOPE leaves clinic crying

Hope: I don’t want to live, why should I? Nobody wants to help me…

She lies down on the street corner crying, like in scene 1.

THE END

