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May be expanded. How do we combat the current epidemic 
of prejudice and bullying of gay high-school students? One 
way is to use the power of storytelling to humanize the lives 
of gay, lesbian, bisexual and transgender teens. Designed to be 
performed by and for high-school students, ALL of US raises 
awareness of the discrimination, hatred and violence LGBT 
students face in their schools and communities. From cit-
ies, small towns, suburbs and rural areas, an ensemble of gay 
teens reveal their stories and the heartbreaking consequences 
of being marked as different. Nick, from a southern religious 
family, is sent to straight camp to turn him into an “ex-gay.” 
Jess, a tomboy looking for love, finds it in an unexpected ally. 
Justin, from a wealthy family in New York, discovers another 
America and begins a grassroots fight for gay rights. Shea ends 
up on the streets; Chris, a transgender female to male, searches 
in vain for someone like her; and Frank, the lovable gay boy, 
falls through the cracks. These stories navigate the treacherous 
world of being gay in high school—growing up and coming 
out—coping with love, hate, violence and hope—as they reveal 
the inner lives of LGBT teenagers and ask “ALL of US” to stand 
up for their rights. Simple to produce, with minimal  technical 
requirements, this powerful play is perfect for any school or or-
ganization that cares about fighting discrimination. Bare stage 
with seating. Approximate running time: 65 minutes. Code: AF2.

Perfect for any organization that cares about 
fighting discrimination. 
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*** NO TICE ***

The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu sively
by THE DRA MATIC PUB LISH ING COM PANY with out whose per mis sion
in writ ing no per for mance of it may be given. Roy alty must be paid ev ery
time a play is per formed whether or not it is pre sented for profit and whether 
or not ad mis sion is charged. A play is per formed any time it is acted be fore
an au di ence. Cur rent roy alty rates, ap pli ca tions and re stric tions may be found 
at our website: www.dramaticpublishing.com, or we may be con tacted by
mail at: DRA MATIC PUB LISH ING COM PANY, 311 Wash ing ton St.,
Woodstock IL 60098.

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S AGENT 
THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COP IES. This law pro vides au thors
with a fair re turn for their cre ative ef forts. Au thors earn their liv ing from the
roy al ties they re ceive from book sales and from the per for mance of their
work. Con sci en tious ob ser vance of copy right law is not only eth i cal, it en -
cour ages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work. This work is fully pro tected 
by copy right. No al ter ations, de le tions or sub sti tu tions may be made in the
work with out the prior writ ten con sent of the pub lisher. No part of this work
may be re pro duced or trans mit ted in any form or by any means, elec tronic or 
me chan i cal, in clud ing pho to copy, re cord ing, vid eo tape, film, or any in for ma -
tion stor age and re trieval sys tem, with out per mis sion in writ ing from the
pub lisher. It may not be per formed ei ther by pro fes sion als or am a teurs with -
out pay ment of roy alty. All rights, in clud ing, but not lim ited to, the pro fes -
sional, mo tion pic ture, ra dio, tele vi sion, vid eo tape, for eign lan guage, tab loid, 
rec i ta tion, lec tur ing, pub li ca tion and read ing, are re served.

For per for mance of any songs, mu sic and re cord ings men tioned in this
play which are in copy right, the per mis sion of the copy right own ers must 
be ob tained or other songs and re cord ings in the pub lic do main sub sti -
tuted.
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Printed in the United States of Amer ica
All Rights Re served

(ALL OF US)

ISBN: 978-1-58342-772-9

© The Dramatic Publishing Company



For Beck

© The Dramatic Publishing Company



IM POR TANT BILL ING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the mu si cal must give credit to the au thors and com pos ers
of the mu si cal in all pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for mances of 
the mu si cal and in all in stances in which the ti tle of the mu si cal ap pears for
pur poses of ad ver tis ing, pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing the mu si cal
and/or a pro duc tion. The names of the au thors and com pos ers must also ap -
pear on a sep a rate line, on which no other name ap pears, im me di ately fol -
low ing the ti tle and must ap pear in size of type not less than fifty per cent
(50%) the size of the ti tle type. Bio graph i cal in for ma tion on the au thors and
com pos ers, if in cluded in the playbook, may be used in all pro grams. In all
pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
THE DRA MATIC PUB LISH ING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”
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All of Us was com mis sioned by Dra matic Pub lish ing
and pre miered July 25, 2011, at the Kan sas City Fringe
Fes ti val pro duced by the Co te rie Thea tre’s School for
Thea tre Ex plo ra tion. Jeff Church, Pro duc ing Ar tis tic Di rec -
tor; Joette Pelster, Ex ec u tive Di rec tor; Meghann Henry,
Ed u ca tion Di rec tor.

The En sem ble
(In Al pha bet i cal Or der)

Madison. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Cydney Carl
Kid . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Evan Michael Haas
Shea . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Sarah Jordan
Marshall . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Charlie Meredith
Allie. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kendall Ryan
Jess . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Meredith Shea
Chris . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Rachel Shelby
Nick. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Alex Stompoly
Justin . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Bradley Turner
Tyler . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ian Vonfange
Frank . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kyle Wallen

Ar tis tic and Pro duc tion Com pany

Directors. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Jeff Church, Meghann Henry
Movement Sequences . . . . Laurie Brooks, Meghann Henry
Step Choreographers . . . . . . . Rufus Burns, Laurie Brooks
Light Designer/Operator . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jayson Chandley
Composer/Sound Designer/Operator . . . . . . . . Eric Wallen
Stage Manager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jessie Greenfield
Technical Director (Met) . . . . . . . . . . . . . Warren Deckert
Technical Director (Coterie) . . . . . . . . . . . . . Scott Hobart

5
© The Dramatic Publishing Company



Ac knowl edg ments

I wish to ex press my ap pre ci a tion to those who sup ported 
the birth of this play: Dra matic Pub lish ing; the Co te rie
Thea tre in Kan sas City, Mo.; the Kan sas City Fringe Fes -
ti val; Jeff Church, for tak ing yet an other risk with me;
and Meghann Henry, for fab u lous en ergy. Spe cial thanks
to QSpeak Thea tre (Phoe nix); its founder/ar tis tic di rec tor, 
A. Beck, and the Tempe His tor i cal Mu seum for com mis -
sion ing and pro duc ing an ear lier play, All of Us: Re veal -
ing LGBTQ His tory in the Val ley of the Sun; and to
QSpeak’s tal ented youth per form ers: Ste ven Bur gess, Ja -
son Ghianuly, Jessi Jor dan, Em er son Kuhn, Paul
Leighton, Chris Leitner, Kat Nichols, Tiana Par kin son,
Shane Penunuri, Jen Santangelo, Sam uel Tay lor and
Justin Wallgren. My work with them in spired the play
you now hold. Love to all.
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ALL OF US

CHAR AC TERS

KID . . . hid den in a hoodie, ei ther gen der, must be able to
per form spo ken word/rap

MAR SHALL . . . . . . . clean-cut, soft-spo ken, in the closet,
from Col o rado Springs, Colo.

ALLIE . . . . . . . . . . loyal, vul ner a ble, from Port land, Ore.

JESS. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . tom boy, from Port land, Ore.

MAD I SON. . . . . funky clothes, wild hair, from sub urbs of
Co lum bus, Ohio

FRANK . . . . . . . . . fem i nine, vul ner a ble, from sub urbs of
Co lum bus, Ohio

TY LER . . . mus cled-up, from a farm near Dav en port, Iowa

NICK. . . . re li gious, slight South ern ac cent, from Al a bama

JUSTIN . . . . . . . . . . . . preppy, super smart and knows it,
from New York City

CHRIS. . . . . transgender, female to male, physically still a
girl but looks like a guy

SHEA . . . . . . les bian femme girl, left Bellingham, Wash.,
for Se at tle
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ABOUT THE PLAY

This play is largely pres en ta tional with a great deal of di -
rect ad dress. It is best played as close to the au di ence as
pos si ble so that there is lit tle space be tween the au di ence
and the play ers to better fa cil i tate the end ing. The play is
meant to be per formed on a bare stage ex cept for six cubes 
on the pe riph ery of the space that can be moved to serve
var i ous uses, in clud ing as drum ming de vices to add dis -
tinc tive rhythms in the in tro duc tion of each frag ment. The
act ing com pany func tions both as an en sem ble and in di vid -
ual char ac ters in the sto ries. Kid wears a hoodie that hides
his face and does not take part in the en sem ble ac tion. Ini -
tially, Kid views the En sem ble with dis dain but slowly, as
he lis tens to their sto ries, he be gins to care. The en tire cast
re mains on stage for the du ra tion of the per for mance. The
play moves freely in and out of real time and past tense.
Sec tions of En sem ble di a logue are in tended to be di vided
so that the au di ence hears both sin gle and mul ti ple En sem -
ble voices (see playwright’s notes at end of script).

En sem ble Mem bers tak ing on smaller, drop-in roles may
be backlit. This de notes char ac ters from the past and
avoids con fu sion with each ac tor’s pri mary char ac ter.

Dur ing re hears als the cast builds a se ries of ta bleaux that
rep re sent con cepts in the play. In struc tions for tab leau
build ing are in cluded at the back of the text. A se ries of en -
er getic but sim ple move ment se quences are also built in the 
tra di tion of stomp danc ing, a style that uses hand/body
clap ping and foot stomp ing to ex press emo tion. Also in -
cluded is a tem plate of the di vi sion of En sem ble di a logue
to serve as a guide line.
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ALL OF US

IN THE DARK: We hear the sound of the EN SEM BLE
snap ping their fin gers. KID sits alone, apart from the
oth ers. 

AS LIGHTS RISE: EN SEM BLE be gin clap ping a rhythm.
The clap ping es ca lates un til an EN SEM BLE MEM BER
shouts, “Bring it! 2-3-4-” EN SEM BLE jumps in place,
then breaks out into the space, bang ing a rhythm on
cubes, body slap ping, clap ping and stomp ing in a kind
of fu ri ous dance. Vo cal sounds add to the en ergy, such
as “Oo,” and “ah,” and other en er getic, pos i tive ex -
pres sions, un til an EN SEM BLE MEM BER shouts,
“Bring it —2-3-4-5-6-7-8,” as EN SEM BLE takes po si -
tions around the space.

EN SEM BLE (to the au di ence).
I am queer 
I am gay 
lesbian 
bisexual 
transgender
questioning 
I don’t know what I am. 
I am out of the closet. 

9
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In your face 
Everywhere you look. 
Here is my neutral self. 
The real me is hiding…somewhere. 
I’m afraid someone will find out. 
Then everyone will hate me. 
Identity politics suck. 
I will not be defined by my sexuality. 
I am comfortable with who I am. 
I am so much more than gay. 
I am a mystery. 
With me, what you see is what you get. 
I look like my Uncle Harold. 

(EN SEM BLE laughs. As they speak the fol low ing lines,
the EN SEM BLE moves, one by one, to form a tab leau
of friend ship.)

EN SEM BLE.
Don’t call me homosexual. 
I prefer the word queer because 
it’s just one syllable. 
I am who I am so just shut up about it! 
I am sad 
angry 
proud 
lonely 
If you cut me, I bleed. 
If you call me names, it hurts. 
I am a person. 
I am a whole lot like you. 
These stories are true. 
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They might even be familiar.
Maybe they happened to your
brother,
sister,
cousin,
friend
or maybe you.
They are a part of all of us,
All of us.

(Tab leau com plete.)

JESS (in di cat ing KID). Not all of us.
TY LER. Hey, Kid.
KID. What do you want?
JESS. You wanna join us?
KID. Leave me alone.
JESS. Sor-ry. It’s just kinda weird that you’re up here.
MAR SHALL. Yeah. It’s like you’re with us, but you’re

not with us, if you catch my drift.

(Note: KID’s rants through out the play are meant to be
de liv ered in spo ken-word style with out mu sic. He ad-
dresses these rants to the au di ence and/or EN SEM BLE
in a kind of street per for mance.)

KID.  Out on the streets, alone in the
dark/ sleeping in the park, holdin’
on to my heart/ Found a half a can
a Coke and a few lousy smokes/ then
lost myself inside a cheap bag a
dope/ Will I ever win?/ A falsified
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grin pasted hard on my face?/ I
doubt it and I’ll shout it/ Hell, I
can do without it/ I don’t need
you, I don’t trust you/ I dare you
to care/ Look around, I’ll be gone/
Don’t even try to find me/ I’ll
flee, I guarantee/ You disagree?/ I
see you/ I see you staring at
me/ Leave me alone, take your little
bitty pity/ in this city nobody
cares anyway/ I found that out the
hard way, baby/ So keep your
precious sob stories all to
yourself/ Write it in a book and
stash it high on the shelf/ I don’t
wanna hear it, it’s nothin’ but
bullshit/ take your tight-knit pals
and split. Go far.

(EN SEM BLE is im pressed with KID’s per for mance
skills.)

ALLIE. Wow. That was awe some.
JUSTIN. Sorry you’ve had a rough time, man.
KID. Like you care.
JUSTIN. I said I was sorry.
KID. Talk’s cheap.
TY LER. Just leave him alone.

(KID turns his back on the EN SEM BLE.)

NICK. First Frag ments!

12 ALL OF US
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EN SEM BLE (over lap ping voices).
Here we go!
Freshman year.
Does my hair look all right?

(EN SEM BLE ex plodes into the space and forms tab leau
of fam ily photo. The EN SEM BLE gives the au di ence a
huge, fake smile and we hear the click of a cam era.)

FRANK. Grow ing up. Com ing out.
EN SEM BLE. …or not.

(As each EN SEM BLE MEM BER speaks, he/she moves
out of the tab leau into the space.)

ENSEMBLE.
To be or not to be?
That’s the question.
I want to come out.
I want to stop hiding.
pretending,
lying.
But how can I tell my parents?
My friends?
My brother?
My girlfriend?
Maybe they’ll be angry.
Maybe they’ll understand.
Maybe they already know.
I’m afraid of the hatred,
the abuse,
the stares,
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the taunts,
Afraid no one will love me,
Afraid to be alone.

NICK. I was four teen when I fig ured out I was gay. My
first crush hit me like a bolt of light ning. And I thought,
oh, crap, this is not go ing to go over well with my par -
ents.

JESS. I was sweet six teen and in love with Allie. My
mother said it was dis gust ing. Then she started scream -
ing and cry ing.

MAR SHALL. I prob a bly knew at age ten or eleven. But I
could n’t ad mit it to my self. I’m still not out.

NICK. What are you wait ing for?
MAR SHALL. I’m not ready yet, okay?
CHRIS. Honey, I’ve known since I was eight, nine years

old.
FRANK. I got you beat. I was three or four and I al ready

knew that I was at tracted to men.
SHEA. What? You did n’t know at three or four. You can’t

even re mem ber back that far.
FRANK. How do you know what I can re mem ber? Are

you me?
JUSTIN. De vel op men tally, you were n’t ca pa ble of know -

ing some thing that so phis ti cated at three years old.
FRANK. I was ad vanced for my age.

(EN SEM BLE laughs. MAR SHALL takes the stage.)

MAR SHALL. I’m the quar ter back on the foot ball team and
I star in the school mu si cals. I sing, I dance, I act, I get
sacked. I do it all.
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ALLIE. That’s Mar shall from Col o rado Springs, Col o rado.
Pop u lar? You could say that.

MAR SHALL. Girls call me, IM me, even sext me. Cool,
beau ti ful, pop u lar girls. They just don’t in ter est me. As
friends, sure, but other than that, not so much. But I'm
the quar ter back. That co mes with ex pec ta tions. I
thought if I could make my self feel some thing for those
girls, it'd make my life eas ier. So I’m dat ing Amy.

(AMY ap pears, backlit.)

AMY. Hey, hot stuff.
MAR SHALL. We have fun. But she keeps drop ping these

hints that she wants our re la tion ship to be more…phys i -
cal.

(EN SEM BLE groans. AMY slides her arms around
MAR SHALL and kisses him. He does not en joy it.)

AMY. What’s wrong? I thought you liked me.
MAR SHALL. I do. I do.
AMY. Then how come you don’t act like it?
MAR SHALL. I morph Amy into Justin Bieber…with his

old hairdo. (He kisses her. Kiss ends, he looks at her,
sees she is not Justin Bieber. To au di ence:) Nope.
Noth ing.

(AMY drapes her self on MAR SHALL.)

AMY. I love you, Mar shall.

(MAR SHALL pushes AMY away. AMY fades.)
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MAR SHALL. I love you, too.

(EN SEM BLE re acts with dis be lief.)

MAR SHALL. It’s not a lie, okay? I love her like a friend.
And be sides, what else can I say?

FRANK. Amy, I’m gay.

(EN SEM BLE laughs.)

ALLIE. So Mar shall turned to the one per son he thought
would un der stand. His mom.

(MAR SHALL’S MOM ap pears, backlit. EN SEM BLE
snick ers.)

MAR SHALL. Don’t laugh. A boy’s best friend is his
mother, right? (To MOM.) Uh, Mom, got a min ute?

MAR SHALL’S MOM. For you, al ways.
MAR SHALL. I’m kind of freakin’ out here.
MAR SHALL’S MOM. What’s the prob lem, honey? Come

tell me all about it.
MAR SHALL. Well, I‘ve been wor ried, you know? It’s

prob a bly stu pid…but… (Pause. Deep breath.) Do you
think I’m gay?

(MOM gives au di ence a look, hes i tates.)

MAR SHALL. Wait. Don’t an swer. See, I‘ve been kiss ing
Amy, but I don’t feel any thing. The guys keep ask ing
what me and Amy are do ing, you know, and well,
we’re not do ing any thing.
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MARSHALL’S MOM. Ooohhh. That’s good, honey.
You’ve got plenty of time for all that af ter you’re mar -
ried.

MAR SHALL. You don’t think I might be gay? (To au di -
ence.) Here’s where I’m hop ing she’ll help me out. I
change her into Bette Midler.

(MAR SHALL’s MOM be comes Bette Midler.)

MAR SHALL’S MOM (im i tat ing Bette Midler). Of course
you’re gay, dar ling! Fan tas tic! We’ll have so much fun
on cruises!

MARSHALL. But what she re ally says is…
MARSHALL’S MOM. Gay? Cer tainly not. Don’t worry,

sweetie. You’re my red-blooded All-Amer i can boy.

(EN SEM BLE boos softly. MAR SHALL’S MOM, clue less,
fades.)

MARSHALL. I went deeper in side the closet.

(JUSTIN takes the stage.)

JUSTIN. My mom knew I was gay from the be gin ning.
She did n’t have to be a rocket sci en tist to fig ure it out.

FRANK. That’s Justin from New York City, the Big Ap -
ple. Hello, sweet cakes!

JUSTIN. I grew up play ing with my sis ter’s Bar bies, dress -
ing and un dress ing them, styl ing their hair. Hell, I
wanted to BE Barbie. And, eat your hearts out, boys, I
went to an all-male pri vate high school. It was a smor -
gas bord. I had gay friends and straight friends and girl -
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friends. No one was threat ened by my sex u al ity. One
thing I knew for sure. I’d never leave New York where
be ing gay was no big deal.

TY LER. Well, con grat u la tions on your per fect life. (He
joins JUSTIN.)

CHRIS. That’s Ty ler from ru ral Iowa. And when I say ru -
ral I mean the mid dle of no where.

TY LER (to JUSTIN). Far as I knew, New York was some
place you read about in books. And I was too busy to
read what with farm chores and all. I did my best to be
like my dad wanted me to be, de cent grades at school,
church ev ery Sunday and a big help ing of re spect for
my par ents’ way of life. When I was six teen, I drove
the truck over to Iowa City and bought me some mag a -
zines. I won’t go into the par tic u lars. Let’s just say they
were n’t pic tures of girls. Then one night my lit tle
brother walked in my room with out knock ing and
well… My dad was wait ing for me the next morn ing.
He took his belt to me un til he got tired of it, then
hauled out the bar be cue and burned the mag a zines in
the front yard.

(SHEA takes fo cus.)

SHEA. By the time I turned fif teen, I was an gry at the
whole world. Ev ery body around me was a tar get.

MAD I SON. That’s Shea from Bellingham, Wash ing ton.
She did n’t give a rat’s ass about any body.

SHEA. I got in some kind of fight ev ery week. Af ter a
bunch of girls beat the shit out of me, I took to hid ing
out. I liked it so much I started skip ping school with my
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friend, K.C. She’d call school for me and I’d call for
her.

(K.C. comes for ward, backlit. Dur ing the fol low ing
phone call, K.C. and EN SEM BLE MEM BERS try hard
not to laugh, to vary ing de grees of suc cess.)

K.C. Hello, this is Shea’s mother. I’m sorry, Shea won’t be
in school to day. She’s come down with an other cold.
Bye. (She fades.)

SHEA. We’d hang out in the woods just the two of us. We
got caught, of course. The “rents” locked me in my
room. “You’re not our daugh ter,” they said. “We don’t
even know you.” I jumped out my sec ond-story bed -
room win dow and ran to K.C.’s house. We headed for
Se at tle and free dom.

(CHRIS jumps up on a cube.)

CHRIS. I know what you’re think ing, is that a dude or a
girl? Why should you be dif fer ent from any body else?
I’m Chris, the to ken trans, fe male to male. (He takes a
bow.) Go ahead, take a good look. I’m used to it. Imag -
ine for a min ute that you wake up one morn ing and
you’re trapped in the body of the most beau ti ful per son
in the world. Bril liant, right? Now imag ine that you
wake up the next morn ing and you’re trapped in the
wrong body and it’s not that beau ti ful. So what, you
say? I’ll tell you what. Imag ine you’re a guy and you
start grow ing breasts. Think about that night mare. And
you can’t wake up from it.
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