A Sheep in Wolf's Clothing 2.0

By: Dr. M. Shane Heard

Note about script: 	
1. Overall Meaning to World:	Importance of parental/societal acceptance
2. Overall Meaning to Self:	Importance of self-belief and love
3. Overall Meaning to Judge:	We all need to accept others for who and what they are, even if we do 
not believe it us. 

Note about the Song/Poem:
1. Update if needed
Note about the Character:		
1. Jackson:			Jackson is…complicated. 

Note about the Language: 
I try, as I always do, to make the character as real as possible. Sadly, foul language seems to make most
characters more “believable.” If, however, you want to cut or slightly change the language to be more
“audience-friendly” (depending on your venue), go for it! Offer the alterations back to me in the form of a
revision for approval and publication.  Doc. H. 

We begin:

Jackson:  

So here's the thing…I'm a Werewolf. 

Yes, I am sure some of you are laughing, and you will not believe me… 

(small pause to look at the audience)
Not yet, anyway

Some of you probably think I'm crazy…But it doesn’t really matter…That does not change the fact that…I AM a Werewolf!

At first, no one else believed me either. It was not until the bodies started to pile up and the blood toll reached an undeniably strange level of carnage, (LAUGH) until the police caught up with me; not until the day they started putting the pieces of my heinous crime puzzle together…then they finally started to believe…

That I AM a Werewolf. 

It IS odd being a Werewolf, I guess that goes without saying.

When at first I came out and announced who I was, soooo many people wanted to make excuses for me being who and what I “THOUGHT” I was. 

My brilliant psychiatrist assessment: 

“Clinical Lycanthropy: Individual suffering from a mental delusion that he can transform into an animal, a wolf.”  Delusion? Interesting word, “delusion.” It suggests denial, falsity, lying to oneself….

Sadly, the Good Doctor attributed my “condition” to the fact that I identified as Trans. 

Oh, yes. I…am..Trans. Transgender for those in the back of the room! (shaking his head) You know, I can actually hear you saying to yourself…

(BURSTING OUT LOUDLY) Of course, OF COURSE SHE THINKS SHE is Transgender. I knew there was something else. She is not really a Werewolf. Damn Trans people, I am so sick of..! 

(Calming himself) Funny, you would have thought that people would have had an easier time believing I am a Werewolf than believing that a healthy 18-year-old, biological “woman,” could identify as a man…

but you’d be wrong.

Dead wrong.

Just like some of you, they just think I am crazy 
(Moving toward the audience, stopped by an invisible chain) …
However…I…am…not…crazy…

Though I guess for some, (indicating shackles) this chain may suggest otherwise. It is just to keep you safe….(smiles) safe from Me and…of course…safe from the Wolf. (LAUGHE and winks)

That is why I have to “let the wolf out,” as they say. That is why I did what I did. The world needed to understand and accept, YES ACCEPT me for WHO I am, ACCEPT ME for WHAT I am… 

They all will, oh yes, in the end, they all will…




INTRODUCTION: Every month, these feelings of rage and despair from the way I’m treated build up inside of me… and as I wait for the night of the full moon I seethe with anger and pain. I get excited for this transformation so I may release my pent up feelings, yet… nothing happens, then the new moon arrives and it’s just my period. According to the CDC approximately half of the transgender students who took their Youth Risk survey attempted suicide. And the cycle continues, I continue to show you I am more than just a Sheep in Wolf’s Clothing by Dr. M Shane Heard.
		
Jackson:  

I am a complicated person. I suppose that goes without saying. But It's very important to me that you understand WHY I am a werewolf. This is more important than HOW I became a werewolf. 

I see you smirking in the back. 

You still do not believe me, do you? 

(Holds Up Newspaper Clipping) Look at this then. Yes, even in here, even in the Fulton State Hospital for the Criminally Insane, even inside these padded, SAFE rooms, they allow me certain, shall we say, mementos? (He laughs, then laughs more, then Howls, pauses, looks around)

Sorry, you probably were not quite ready for that. No one ever is. You should just count your blessings I am howling in delight and not growling in protest, in outrage at the fact that you do not understand me, NOT SNARLING as I approach, stalk you because no one understands me, and that is why I did…I did…well, that is why I did this (motions again to the clipping) 

It is a newspaper cutting telling of how I murdered… (he stops, thinks to himself). 

Hm. Funny word “cutting.” In many ways, that is what I do to my victims. Cut. 

I know, I know, many would say my acts of violence are more in the “ripping apart” category of gore, but in reality, I really am cutting. Cutting away…(realizes he is off topic)

Sorry, when I get a chance to tell folks who I am and WHY I did what I did, I get a bit overexcited to explain, to help people, well, to MAKE people understand…this (looking at newspaper cutting and pointing to it)… 

This “freak of nature” the reporter put it had a reason for doing what I did. It was not my fault I became this monster. He, They, You… ALL OF YOU drove me to it…

(holding up clipping for the audience to see and moving towards them, becoming enraged) 

LOOK AT THE IMAGES OF WHAT I DID. LOOK AT ALL THE BLOOD AND BODY PARTS I THREW EVERYWHERE IN MY WILD STATE 

(Invisible chain stops him, but he keeps pulling) 

NOTHING CAN STOP ME FROM MAKING THEM SEE, MAKING THEM UNDERSTAND ME….

(slow ponder)…understand me, that is all I ever wanted, (shaking his head, then holding clipping to chest and pounding it with his fist, speaking now in a guttural tone) but THEY would not listen. (more pounding and growling) THEY WOULD NOT HEAR MY WORDS….

(Speaking very darkly here) No one listens until I (very slowly, smiling)…until…I…make…them listen. 

(He calms down). 

Sorry, keeping the wolf at bay, as it were, is never easy. 

I think perhaps now you believe me? Or at least you can entertain the idea? 

Good, I think now we can move on a bit then. 

It is not important to me that I tell you how I became a werewolf. That is a tale for another day. What is most important is to tell you why…I became a werewolf…

(deep breath of clairvoyance)

 In short, I became THE WOLF because the experience of being Trans, it would be unwise of you, even to yourself, to laugh at this statement. It IS why the WEREWOLF WAS BORN INTO EXISTENCE

(points at newspaper clipping) 

My “audacity for deciding to give into” wait, how did the writer put it? I like this part; I want to get his words right (reading clipping):
 
“The audacity of this young WOMAN, for CHOOSING to be Transgender”  is like being compared to something “inhuman” sometimes.

Woman…Inhuman…Choosing

(let the wolf out here) s“Choosing to be”… “Choosing to be”… (building) “Choosing” … “Choosing!”…“Choosing!!” … (screaming) “Choosing!!!” As I told my father countless times, as I have told the masses SOOOO many times:

I am NOT a choice. 

WHO I AM IS NOT, NOT, NOT A CHOICE. 

It….It…it is simply…Who I am. 

But no one would listen to “little ol’ me...” No one would listen to the little “girl” who thought she was a man…So, they got the wolf. 

The werewolf came out of me as a necessity to show people that I was who I was, and NO ONE WAS GOING TO CHANGE THAT!

And they would listen, by God, the would all listen to me…

So, yes, yes. “Cutting” is the correct term. CUTTING…

As I ripped out their…

No, no..CUT…as I cut out their superstition, AS I CUT OUT THEIR DISAPPROVING LOOKS…AS I CUT OUT THEIR… HATE…Not just their hate for me, but I cut out their hate for all people like me…for all Trans People, everywhere who were/are too afraid to let their own monster out for fear of what they will become, for fear of what they would do…

I CUT OUT THEIR TONGUES, SO THAT THEY COULD NOT USE THEM TO TELL MORE LIES!

I RIPPED OUT THEIR LUNGS, SO THAT THEY COULD NOT HAVE THE BREATH TO SPEW HATRED ANYMORE!

I CUT OUT THEIR UNSEEING EYES, SO PERHAPS THEY COULD ACTUALLY SEE!

I RIPPED OUT THEIR BLACK, COLD, UNCARING HEARTS, SO THAT MAYBE THEY COULD FEEL!

I CUT ALL THAT OUT OF THEM AND THREW IT IN A BLOODY HEAP on the SIDEWALK for all to see.  

I was tired of being afraid…

I was tired of being scared of me…

I was tired of being scared of them…
I was tired of being scared of you….

So…the Wolf made them listen. 

In the end, they did. 

In the end, they all listened.

In the end, you are listening to me now too, aren’t you? (Smiles) 
