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My House is My House // The Wild Oaks 

CHARACTERS: 
WILD OAKS / CLERK (VO) (1) 
CROOGÉS (1) 
ANIMALS / TENANTS (4) 

PRELUDE: The Wild Oaks Grove 
Place: A grove of Wild Oaks in Los Angeles 
Characters: Wild Oaks (a single engulfing voice; omnipresent via set design) 
Sounds in mind: Wind, leaves, creaks of swaying branches, birds, crickets 

[LighFng: IndicaFve of dawn to dusk; tree and leaf shadows of a sped-up day cross the stage; 
ending long and fading into night] 

[Sound: Open with birds] 

PRELUDE: WILD OAKS: 
Acorn sprout sapling tree 
Acorn sprout sapling tree 
Acorn sprout sapling tree 

SEQUENCE 1: LAND USE 
Place: On the 101 freeway in CROOGÉS’ car; Office of Land Use & Zoning 
Characters: CROOGÉS, CLERK (Land Use & Zoning) 

CLERK (VO): Mister Crooges— 
CROOGÉS: (driving on a freeway; on the phone) It’s CROO-SZAY. 
CLERK: What was that? 
CROOGÉS: C – R – O – O – G – E - S 
CLERK: I see, my apologies— 
CROOGÉS: Charlie, Romeo, Oscar, Oscar, Golf… 
CLERK: Ok Charlie— 
CROOGÉS: CROO-SZAY! 
CLERK: OK CROO-SZAY! The Wild Oaks are ancient, their roots provide — 
CROOGÉS: Provide! So does CROOGÉS INC! 
CLERK: So, no! No, no, you cannot— 
CROOGÉS: Nonsense! 
CLERK: Your Land Use ApplicaWon has been DENIED!  

CLERK: Unless… 
CROOGÉS: Unless what? 
CLERK: Unless we can do something…  
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CROOGÉS: Something? 
CLERK: Possibly maybe, something… 
CROOGÉS: Yes? 
CLERK: To prioriWze…The project… it was, housing, yes? 
CROOGÉS: Yes, housing, yes! 

(EcstaFc, boisterous CROOGÉS darts from place to place; real estate terms and profit 
calculaFons abound as they make plans for apartment buildings where the Wild Oaks grow.) 

A window here 
A door there 
No, no, no! 
A door here 
And a window there 
The driveway 
The veranda 
And maybe a pool 
A fountain? 
No, a pool… 
No, Both! 
It’ll be SO very today 
With skylights across the lot 

Sky’s the limit with these 
Mountain views, here, there, everywhere 
In no Wme at all 
I’ll be a CenWllionaire! 

Sky’s the limit! 

SEQUENCE 2: FOOD WEB 

WILD OAKS: 
Acorn – Sprout – Sapling – Tree 

ANIMALS: 
Gather 
Sca]er 
Eat 
Repeat 

WILD OAKS: 
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Roots 
Deep shooWng 
Interlocking  
Roots 

ANIMALS: 
Gather 
Sca]er 
Eat 
Repeat 

SEQUENCE 3: THE PLOT (FOR RENT: EVICTION) 
Place: “The Wild Oaks” Apartments 
Players: CROOGÉS, Tenants 

CROOGÉS: 
Welcome, Welcome 
Welcome to the WILD OAKS! 
One bedrooms 
Two bedrooms 
Deluxe apartments in the woods 
Penthouses too with stunning views 
Veranda, jacuzzi and a pool! 

TENANT ONE: 
(waiFng in line to pay CROOGÉS) 
Credit check 
Background check 
Proof of employment  
Proof of proof and 
Proof of proof of… 
Pay stubs? 

CROOGÉS: 
Washer, dryer, parking lot 

CROOGÉS & TENANT: 
UWliWes not included! 

TENANT TWO/THREE: 
(waiFng in line to pay CROOGÉS; reading a le[er) 
A]enWon tenants in unit two 
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Pursuant to the, blah blah blah 
Your rent will increase by ten— 

CROOGÉS: 
Actually, make it 20! 

TENANT TWO/THREE: 
Percent 
You have ten business days to respond to this le]er 
Signed 

CROOGÉS & TENANT TWO/THREE: 
CROOGÉS INC., Landlord 

TENANT THREE: 
Demand for rent 
Dear Tenant in unit three 
That’s me 

TENANT THREE: 
As of the sending of this noWce 
Your Rent is overdue 
Pay up or vacate 

CROOGÉS & TENANT THREE: 
Immediately! 

TENANT ONE: 
(waiFng in line to pay CROOGÉS; reading a le[er) 
You are hereby given this evicWon noWce 

CROOGÉS: 
NoWce to vacate the premises 

CROOGÉS & TENANT ONE: 
Within thirty days! 

CROOGÉS: 
You are hereby noWfied that if you make all outstanding payments 

CROOGÉS & TENANT ONE: 
Before the date of evicWon 
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TENANT ONE: 
My home 
I can stay in my home? 

CROOGÉS: 
On my land! 

CROOGÉS & ALL TENANTS: 
The premises 

CROOGÉS: 
For Rent 

ALL TENANTS: 
EvicWon 

SEQUENCE 4: THE BLAZE 
Place: The grove of Wild Oaks / The Wild Oaks Apartment Compounds 

TENANT ONE: 
Fire! 

TENANT TWO: 
Fire? 

ALL: 
Fire! (Wordless chorus / scat of fire that spreads and builds into a rage and dies as glowing 
embers and finally turns into ash and dust.) 

[IntersFFal sounds in the darkness: Falling structures; Wind; Complete silence] 

EPILOGUE: THE WILD OAKS 
Place: The Acorn*; The Grove; The Earth 
Players: The Wild Oaks 

Acorn sprout sapling tree 
Acorn sprout sapling tree 
Acorn sprout sapling tree 

Posterity // Eternity 

Acorn 
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Sprout 
Sapling 
Tree 

Acorn 
Sprout 
Sapling 
Tree 

[Lights Down] 

THE END
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MLK & COLISEUM  Text by  Rickerby Hinds 
 
CARLOS 
MY CITY OF ANGELS 
DWELLING OF SINNERS AND SAINTS 
WHERE IT AIN’T WHO YOU ARE 
BUT WHO YOU AIN’T 
CITY OF ANGELS 
DWELLING OF SINNERS AND SAINTS 
WHERE IT AIN’T WHO YOU ARE 
BUT WHO YOU AIN’T 
RODE INTO THE JUNGLE ONE DAY, ACTUALLY IT WAS A SATURDAY NIGHT 
ON MY BIKE 
HEADED TO LEARN ABOUT THE BIRDS AND THE BEES ON MY SILVER TEN- SPEED 
THE REASON FOR MY TRIP TO MLK & COLISEUM 
WAS TO SEIZE THE DAY CARPE-DIEM 
WENT IN A BOY, CAME OUT A MAN 
BUT BY THEN THE TIME WAS HALF-PASS-TEN 
JUMPED ON MY BIKE, CRANKED UP THE GEARS AND WAS IN THE WIND BACK ON 
“THE SHAW” ALL I COULD HEAR WAS MY HEART BEATING AND THE WIND IN MY 
EAR 
MADE IT BACK TO FLORENCE AND 9TH AVE IN RECORD TIME 
LAST TIME I WOULD RIDE INTO THE JUNGLE 
AT LEAST AT NIGHT 
MY CITY OF ANGELS 
 
 



                                                             
 
      Waterways and Dwellings                                                                
                                                                                                              By Molly Bendall 
 
 
 
Can an empty space compose?  Or be composed? 
Then it’s filled with curl and spray and currents 
 
Strands and grasses that criss and cross-- 
Lines, swirls, pulls, tugs.  A sheen I can’t look away from. 
 
I’ve come not to gain, not to consume, only to look,   
climb, dart, and dip like you and see from your perspective. 
 
I borrow your lens to gaze, take my place up close to yours. 
 
Secret places I search for.  How the light cuts and lends 
a space to settle.  Who dwells here? 
 
                                * 
 
 
Where’s a dwelling place?  How do you find where to go?        
 
Settle in a tarp with tears and holes, a broken cart without wheels. 
 
Once a mesh of leaves and branches.  Drop your line in 
for mullet and trout and watch circles expand. 
 
Who loves a finch’s death?  A heron’s demolished nest? 
A perch no longer there. Instead festooned with cans and wire. 
 
Through the day’s arc, I ride on a white vessel, I nearly hover 
above a teeming space, popping and shivering with mouths. 
 
If I measured a crest from start to finish, I’d also hear a birdsong 
fill with its ghostly hums, a sound that trades with another. 
 
Maybe one would invite me in.  Into a dwelling threaded and meshed.   
 
 
 



                              
 
 
                         
                             * 
  
Between 8-10 thousand years ago, Playa del Rey was bordered by sand dunes and coastal 
wetlands that provided an abundance of renewable food resources to the first inhabitants of 
Ballona. The Tongva, originally from the Mojave Desert, came to Ballona 3-5 thousand years 
ago. The Tongva harvested seeds, nuts, and fruits from the area and hunted small game, 
including fish, shellfish, and waterfowl.  
 
                                 * 
 
 
Momentary sail that pulls its silent weight, buoyant hair 
and racing the shore beside it, swift with the drift of the spray. 
 
Only a century gone, and a stroke is a shadow, a blink is a rest. 
 
I call and they still reside.  Blue heron-- blush your bluish hum. 
And snowy egret-- plume the aging pampas grass. 
 
Lupines-- explain as you lean and lose. 
Black phoebe-- take your short flight home. 
 
With light and torn seams.  A stretch, a willing stretch,  
until I could be buoyant once more. 
 
Until my detour gave out and nothing could replenish it. 
 
 
                                  * 
 

The single most devastating blow, however, came in the 1960s with the construction of Marina 
del Rey. With no federal protection of wetlands, more than 900 acres were destroyed for its 
construction. Approximately 3.5 million cubic yards of dredged fill was dumped on a portion of 
the remaining wetlands, raising the elevation by 15 feet in some areas.  

                               * 
 
Bow to stern, they swarm and my seascape gave way  
to them—Spit Fire, Entertainer, La Mer, Mona Lisa, Tiki Too.  
 



Surrounding. They fill my secrets.  When water rushes to meet them.   
Meet what but metal walls? A monument onward and onward. 
 
Leave it on the page or in the air.  The stroke, the curl. 
then a cut, a slice.  The slow dusk brings out the fallen forms. 
 
A dizzy light, a drag of sound.  I want to shut the water. 
 
If only it carried the script of what it was. Refine or compose? 
A torrent, a current.  Sound waves, tracks on the water.   
 
                             * 
 
A fog horn and radio beacon are located at the end of the north jetty with 2 second fog blasts 
sounded every 20 seconds and recognizable up to 1/4-mile from the harbor entrance at the 
breakwater. 
 
                                  * 
 
 
 

 

 

 



Stories   text by Sarah LaBrie 
 
A tree’s branches 
Spread underground in secret 
Above us, branches flung and growing. 
 
Prelude: The way a tree 
  May raise 
  Its branches 
  Spread them wide 

And underground 
In secret Invisibly grow. 

 
EARTH:  I remember  

Italy and train stations 
The marzipan and a notebook I bought 
Snow in Zürich 
Stale bread and cold butter 
Accra and cape coast 
Ancient village 
Made of sand 
Eating dinner on the floor 
With my grandmother 
With our fingers. 

 
WATER: All I remember 

For years is rain 
Sluicing down the streets 
Cards floating away 
Some people went out in canoes. 

 
AIR:  Sometimes on the breeze 

I think I catch the smell of him 
Oh I would do anything 
To smell that smell again 

 
FIRE:  But that was before 

We burned up the world 
Till all that was left 
Was the fire. 

 
POSTLUDE: the world grows in rings and 

We live in one of them 
Above us, branches flung 
And growing. 
 
 
 
 



Lyrics	for	Without	History,	without	Pain	
From	“Before	We	Were	Tasked	with	Our	Forgetting,”	by	Warren	Liu	
		
	
And	when	at	last	we	arrived	here	
we	saw	the	land	arise	groaning,	as	after	deep		
and	dreamless	sleep,	to	make	itself		
an	offering	to	us,	its	newest,	thus		
blindest	inheritors,	though	we	did		
not	know	it	then;	
	
arise	land	groaning	
	

	and	we	saw	how		
the	ocean,	enraged	and	despairing,		
clawed	the	land	back	grain	by	grain,		
each	encroaching	tide	a	refraction		
of	the	momentarily	solid	shore		
proffered	by	the	land,	as	the	land;	
	
from	ocean’s	bed	
us	the	newest,	blindest	inheritors	
after	deep	and	dreamless	sleep	
an	offering	
	
the	ocean	clawed	back		
land,	shore,	tide	
land	entangled		
	
and	when	at	last	we	arrived	here	
we	saw	shore	and	tide	in	endless		
war	entangled,	we	heard	the	roar		
of	battle	as	over	and	over	both		
tide	and	shore	simultaneously		
greeted	us	and	bid	us	farewell;	
	
endless	war		
roar	battle	
we	arrived	
we	heard	over	and	over	
we	saw	shore	and	tide	
we	saw	it	
	
grain	by	grain	
roar	of	battle	
endless	war	



dirt	and	salt	
grain	by	grain	
	
we	understood	then	how	we	might	
never	truly	hear	nor	fully	heed	
their	address,	although	we	also	
were	born	of	dirt	and	salt,	travelers	
along	the	same	pathways	of	earth	
and	sea	as	the	wind	and	currents;	
	
over	and	over	
we	never	heeded	
sea	bid	us	
	
and	when	at	last	we	arrived	here	
we	felt	the	utter	impossibility	of	
peace	between	land	and	ocean,	
siblings	lashed	together	in	loving	
hatred,	who	each	mercilessly	wound	
and	wound	but	cannot	the	other	
kill;	we	learned,	then,	with	each	
breaking	tide	and	each	receding,	
how	the	ocean	too	offered	itself	
to	us,	as	a	choice—as	a	hinge,	or	
a	cusp,	or	a	corridor—as	the	end	
of	land	or	the	start	of	the	Pacific;	
	
grain	by	grain	
wound	by	wound	breaking	tide	
impossible	peace	between	land	and	ocean	
	
lashed	together	
in	loving	hatred	
wound	and	wound	
grain	by	grain	
cannot	kill	
each	breaking	tide	receding	choice	
	
hinge,	cusp,	corridor	
end	of	land	
start	of	the	Pacific	
	
land	a	mirror	
our	future	selves	
newborn	orphans	
perfect,	blank	bodies	



	
without	history,	without	pain	
glorious	blank	
bodies	without	history	and	thus	without	pain	
misremembering	
	
and	when	at	last	we	arrived	here	
the	land	appeared	to	us	a	mirror	
our	future	selves	
perfected	as	newly-born	orphans,	gloriously	blank	
bodies	without	history	and	thus	without	pain	
misremembering	our	deaths	by	foes	and	forces	unseen	
as	forgetting	itself	became	death’s	truest	and	most	efficient	machine	
	
we	grew	accustomed	to	misremembering	
forget	forget	our	deaths	unseen	
eased	into	forgetfulness	
	
and	when	at	last	we	arrived	here	
lulled	by	the	land’s	sweet	dullness	
we	littered	the	land	everywhere	with	
our	little	bits;	until	we	dissolved,		
bodies	merging	with	the	land	as	rain	
returns	to	ocean,	neither	seen	nor	
felt,	a	nourishment	unheralded;	
	
nothing	left	dissolve	
bodies	merge	rain	to	ocean	
neither	seen	nor	felt	
we	dissolve	
unseen	absence	
	
nothing	left	
dissolve	
rain	ocean	
	
the	ocean	sang	to	us	its	low	song	
of	slow	diminishment,	a	lamentation	for	
all	lost	bodies	of	fur	and	fat,	
that	unseen	absence	hidden	in	its	vastness	
	
unseen	absence	
hidden	vastness	
	
and	when	at	last	we	arrived	here	
though	the	land	demanded	of	us	



a	continual	forgetting,	the	ocean	
only	sang	to	us	instead,	sang	to	us	
its	low	song	of	slow	diminishment,	
a	lamentation	for	all	its	lost	bodies	
of	fur	and	fat,	that	unseen	absence	
hidden	in	its	vastness;	
	
forget	forget	forget	
	
we	could	not	
we	did	not	
we	would	not	
decipher	its	tongue	
	
	
	



Johns, One Through Fourteen 
The Silent Sermon (vignettes) 
 

I. Incipit 
 
Low lights on a semi-circle of singers, silhouetted. A ritual. 
 
Chorus: 
in principio erat Verbum... 
et Verbum caro factum est 
 
High Priestess of the Bathhouse: 
In the beginning 
Was the word... 
And the word was made 
Flesh 
 
Bathhouse attendant (bubbly, flirty):  
Welcome to Gladiator Spa. Do you need a room or just a locker tonight, baby? 
 
Closet Daddy “A”:  
Just a locker, thanks! 
 
Bathhouse attendant:  
Ok. $30. Can I see some ID? 
 
Closet Daddy “A”:  
I'd rather not, I'm DL. You ... don't keep that information do you? 
 
Bathhouse attendant: (flirty):  
No, of course not baby. Why? you got a wife back home? 
 
Closet Daddy “A”:  
Hmmm.. maybe? (winks) 
 
Bathhouse attendant:  
Oooh scandalous. Someone's here for an outing... Here’s your towel and key – locker number 114. Checkout is at 
8am. Enjoy. 
 

 
II. I Wanna Know 

 
Steam emerges - lights flicker so we catch only glimpses of singers in towels, sitting, pacing, moving room to room, 
watching each other. The piece starts slowly, but as it goes on, the motion becomes more frenetic until, at the end, all 
have clumped center stage. Manic, pulsing, choreography of once-overs and rejections, momentary connection. They 
disperse as the piece closes, without ritual or fanfare. 
 
High Priestess:  
There he goes, closet daddy 
Finding his way through the dark 
A renaissance of indulgence 
Daddy’s reborn in the dark 
Daddy shrouds himself in steam 
Daddy summons his own renaissance of indulgence 

Brandon Rolle
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In steam 
 
CHORUS (underlying): 
Flesh steam heat dark 
Steam heat  
Flesh dark heat  
Flesh steam heat 
 

III. Welcome to the Garden  (chorus & duet) 
 
CHORUS:  
(Consumatum est) 
Welcome to the the garden  
Of all of your dead uncles 
Walk room to room 
Circle back 
Peer on 
 
Anon Guy C:  
You never have to say a word 
Look my way 
Hold my glance 
I’ll stay 
And play with you – let’s play. 
 
Closet Daddy A: 
Hold my desire 
Here, it doesn’t matter who I am 
Swallow all of you and have no cares 
Let them watch, watch us 
Become this flame 
Feel the embers kindle our desire 
 
Anon Guy C / Closet Daddy A: 
I never need to know your name / Here it doesn’t matter who I am 
To worship at your body / This flame is  
sacred for a moment 
 
CHORUS:  
Worship in the steam 
 
Anon Guy C:  
That was fun... wanna exchange info? I'd love to see you again (cheeky) 
 
Closet Daddy A:Closet Daddy A: 
 Well, I'm just visiting but here's my num– 
 
(gets phone out, gets interrupted by Grindr notification) 
 
(end scene) 
 

IV. Digital Interlude 
 
 



GRINDR (various voices in the darkness, flickering screens): 
Not racist just a preference 
No fat no fem no Asian 
Dick pics? Into groups?  
Hey looking? Looking? Looking? 
Into groups? 
 

V. Ritual 
 

(Circle Jerk Yodels) 
 
High Priestess of the Bathhouse: 
Through misted glass 
praise circle jerk unfolding 
One man drops knee to tile 
Worships — Flesh to flesh,  
 
(Circle Jerk Yodels continue…) 
 
Deep Throater: 
(Blowjob improv sounds… muffled… choking…) 
 
High Priestess of the Bathhouse:  
His pilgrimage, secret sanctuary 
Miracle, mystery, man 
No names, only glory 
made flesh  — 
 
(Circle Jerk Yodels climax as the High Priestess sustains a long, high note; Blowjob improv stops) 
 
CHORUS: (Verbum caro factum est) 
 
High Priestess of the Bathhouse: His pilgrimage, secret sanctuary 
 
CHORUS: (Et habitavit in nobis) 
 
High Priestess of the Bathhouse: Miracle, mystery, man 
 
CHORUS: (Et vidimus gloriam eius) 
 
High Priestess of the Bathhouse:  
No names,  
only glory 
made flesh. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


