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			Advance Praise for I’m Prancing as Fast as I Can

			“Jon has long proved an invaluable voice of hilarious and sharp dialogue—the kinds of choice words that we actors get excited to say and nervous we’ll screw up—but now he’s sharing his gift of prose with the world. His memoir is chock full of huge laughs, deep pain and raw truth—sometimes in the same line. From being on the front lines of the AIDS epidemic to the trenches of TV’s great gay sitcom, Will & Grace, Jon’s story is a one of a 
kind generational fairy tale.”


			—Michael Urie, Ugly Betty

			“Like the greatest storytellers, Kinnally was able to make me laugh out loud on one page before ripping my heart out on the next. Hilarious, true, poignant, necessary! There isn’t a person on earth (and maybe three or four other inhabited planets) that shouldn’t read this book ASAP!” 

			—Blair Fell, author of the award-winning The Sign For Home and Disco Witches of Fire Island

			“These stories are rich, and the one-liners are unforgettable!” 

			—Gabrielle Hamilton, New York Times bestselling author of Blood, Bones, & Butter: The Inadvertent Education of a Reluctant Chef

			“Jon’s gut-funny and heart-felt account of pushing himself to be straight in adolescence then finding his gay soulmate in New York City’s vibrant, ‘80s art scene amidst the looming AIDS crisis is both poignant and triumphant. You’d have to be a myopic, fully clenched, elder Republic**t to deny yourself this read.”

			—Laura Kightlinger, Stand-up comedian, writer. 

			“I’ve been friends with Jon forever so I can say this: Reading his book is like talking to that  weird aunt you get stuck with at a family reunion only to discover she’s the most  interesting person there. Both hilarious and heartfelt—I loved it. Highly recommended!”

			—Miss Coco

			“Laughed my ass off, cried my heart out. Can this please be required reading for homophobes? It’s a grand salute to the artistry and whimsical talent of the Gay world. Without them, we would be so boring. Thank you, Jon, and all the others, including my brother and sister.”

			—Penelope Spheeris, director of Decline of Western Civilization and Wayne's World
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			Foreword

			When I first met Jon Kinally, I thought he was straight. Mostly because his style felt more “lumberjack” than Jack McFarland. We wrote together on a show called Daytime Divas on VH1.

			I mean, it was a good show, but I remember being confused as to why a writer on seminal shows like Will & Grace and Ugly Betty would end up writing for a television program on VH1. Did he spend all his money? Was he blacklisted by Hollywood?

			He definitely spent all his money. He told me so while driving me home one night from work. (I have CP and can’t drive. Jon has a car and apparently no friends.)* By that point, I knew Jon was gay. And I knew he was fucking funny. His wit somehow managed to be both caustic and a warm hug. Like we would say in the writers room for the Will & Grace reboot—the second job I worked on with Jon—it felt like “a kiss and a punch.”

			His essays in I’m Prancing as Fast As I Can are like that too. Since I am famously very young, I didn’t understand a lot of the references. (Don’t get mad but who is Betty Buckley, babe?) In a lot of ways, reading these vignettes feels like taking a trip on the gay Oregon trail—a time of payphones, of spontaneity, of life happening to you without an obsessive need to document it, although I’m sure happy Jon eventually did. Not to brag but I’ve fucked my fair share of old guys. Not Jon, although considering there’s an entire chapter dedicated to him being a disability fetishist, it’s a miracle he never tried to smash. My favorite part about putting the “ho” in hospice though is that, after they’ve come inside me, I get to hear stories about their lives. Stories like the ones in this book. Stories of losing your virginity at a truck stop (how retro!). Stories of finding yourself at a time when many people were losing themselves to AIDS. Jon’s generation should be more hardened and calcified but they’re not. There’s a fragility there, sure, but also an openness and generosity.

			What I found most interesting about these essays is the juxtaposition of the mundanity (trying to hook up with a flop, going on a lame acting audition) with the monumental (life at St. Vincent’s hospital in the ’80s and ’90s, Jon’s activism work with ACT UP!) Much has been written about living through AIDS. What isn’t discussed as much is all the daily humiliations of being alive that were still happening in the background. You were still trying to get laid. You were still trying to buy coke at a house party. You still were unsure how to mail something. Jon’s excellent at giving space for both. One standout story “Spanking The Cat” starts off as a love letter to—who else?—his cat and then quickly morphs into a stunning retelling of losing his partner to leukemia. Jon’s superpower is that he hides the vegetables in sugar. He’s fucking hilarious, obviously—joke, joke, joke—but then, like a sniper, he hits you with a deep, emotionally resonant truth. “I know shit,” Jon screams on ketamine in the intro to this collection. I guess he does…

			A lot has changed since Jon came of age. He writes lovingly about his divas (Madonna, Tina Turner, a random blind girl he met at school) because he didn’t have actual gay role models.

			Jon would go on to help shape the role models himself for the next generation via his writing on Will & Grace. I remember being twelve and seeing someone as faggy as Jack McFarland on TV for the first time. “Hmmm,” I thought. “Maybe I’m not so weird for walking around the house with a T-shirt on my head I like to call ‘My Mary.’” In order to be yourself, you have to see yourself.

			Thanks to Jon, I was able to start coloring myself in.

			But I do have one bone to pick with Jon. In the intro, he posits that suffering is integral to character-building, that Generation PrEP got off scot-free by not having to bury friends every weekend, that Millennials and Gen Z don’t know the gay men who came before them. (Or, in my case, on them.) If you didn’t ever have to hate yourself, how can you appreciate anything?

			Don’t worry, Jon. People will always find new, modern ways to hate themselves. Shame is an heirloom passed on through every generation. I grew up with supportive parents and a gay uncle and I still thought, “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me…” the first time I came to Ryan Phillippe’s ass in Cruel Intentions. That’s why we will always need essays like the ones in this book. Essays that call out shame and diffuse its power through humor and radical honesty.

			Essays that don’t shy away from the ugliness of life and the attempts to make it beautiful.

			Essays that dive into the pain of folding yourself into smaller parts, Origami-style, because you’re scared of making your presence big.

			These stories are a balm in a sick time. Betty Buckley, an American actress, singer, two-time Daytime Emmy and Grammy award-winner would’ve loved them. (There, Jon. I Googled her. You happy now?!) (Postscript: Oh, wait. She’s still alive. I meant, “She will love them!”)

			Ryan O’Connell

			Creator of Netflix’s Special

		

	
		
			Introduction

			“Everything in this room is so beige—beige couch, beige rug, beige walls, who knew there were so many shades of beige?” I babbled nervously as my psychiatrist jabbed the needle in my arm. I had started ketamine therapy because why not? Dolphin therapy seemed too expensive. And I felt like I already owed them, having one or two push me across a pool at a tacky resort with their snouts on my feet. They acted like they were fine, but I could tell they hated it. And I felt like an asshole doing it.

			People are taking ketamine (Special K to the club kids!) as a way of fighting depression. It’s an all-purpose drug: It’s good for dancing (though too much can send you into a “k-hole”), it’s a horse tranquiliser, and it’s a human anesthetic. And, apparently, it’s also something people will spend a lot of money to do so they can trip balls in their shrink’s office in Marina del Rey.

			As the ketamine kicked in, I experienced the classic “We are all one/None of this is real/Matrix” kind of shit. I saw my mother shopping at the grocery store. I saw monkeys shopping at the grocery store. I returned to the Sacred Monkey Forest in Bali, where I went twenty years ago with my then-boyfriend, Gecko (he had HIV and, as a monkey climbed on his shoulders, I told him that he should bite it and get his revenge). It was pretty cool, like looking through a kaleidoscope on acid. Or ketamine. And then, suddenly, I was seized by the most intense of truths, and I yelled out, “You know shit!” Then I yelled, “Write that down!”

			My shrink and I discussed what I shouted when I came down from my trip. He seemed to think the phrase, “You know shit!” was about him, the smug bastard. But I’m pretty sure I was talking about myself. I let him think what he wanted—it was better than getting into a whole thing with him.

			“You know shit!”

			I know shit.

			This phrase stayed with me as I was starting back in the writer’s room on the reboot of Will & Grace. There was a new young writer on staff, and we got to talking, as gays do. And since he had precious, precious youth, I was forced to make myself superior to him with the only tool I had—the wisdom that supposedly comes with age.

			When I steered the conversation to Gay history, he stopped me and said he knew all about Stonehenge.

			Stonehenge.

			I would’ve done a spit take if I wasn’t wearing my favorite vintage-looking Todd Snyder top. I quietly, but with great import, explained to him that StoneWALL was the name of the Gay bar in New York where, on the night of July 28th, 1969—several hours after Judy Garland’s funeral—the police raided yet again. Only this time the Gays, Lesbians, Transgenders, and drag queens fought back. A Lesbian somehow pulled up a parking meter and threw it through a window, as Lesbians do. And thus, the modern Gay rights movement was born. Or at least took a giant leap forward.1

			I’m sure I had the right amount of indignation and condescension in my voice as I schooled this youngling—or at least I do in the retelling. But he didn’t really give a shit. I may know shit, but he didn’t. And he was fine with that.

			Still, I tried to teach him about his history. Oscar Wilde. The meaning of the pink triangle during World War II. Did he even know about groups like ACT UP? Did he know about the struggle to fight AIDS and the efforts to get life-saving drugs approved quicker to help the people who were dying? Did he?!

			Arguably as important—because I say it is—had he seen the ’70s John Travolta TV movie, The Boy in the Plastic Bubble? And did he identify with John, who lived his life unable to touch anyone? Did he understand the need for secrecy and double lives?

			In his youth, he could just say, “I don’t want to play in Little League.” Did he understand that we didn’t have that option in the not-too-distant past? Did he realize that many of us felt compelled to play and prayed to God—the same god who disapproved of us—that the coach would put us so far in left field that the ball couldn’t come anywhere near us?2

			When he was still a pre-tween, he might have been able to say to his parents, “Nick Jonas is so cute!” Chances are he would never relate to me riding my bike to the woods behind the school and shamefully jerking off to the picture of the guy’s back on the Doan’s pill box, praying God and my dead grandfather weren’t watching.3 Gay history!

			HE DIDN’T EVER HAVE TO HATE HIMSELF!

			I worry about this generation in which Gay is okay (well, mostly okay). Where will the art come from? Where will the comedy come from? It often comes from suffering. From taking horrible moments and adding a bit of nostalgia and exaggeration and making it something that a certain generation could relate to and laugh at.

			I said this to him, and all I got in return was, “Stop flirting with me—we will never fuck.”

			But I wasn’t flirting with him—well, I was—but mostly I was trying to inform him. To make him appreciate what he had and how he got it. And I know for a fact that people love to be informed and forced to appreciate stuff—especially by someone with attitude and a sense of superiority.

			Yes, he owes Alexander the Great and President Lincoln (read the letters!) and President Buchanan (the “Bachelor President”) and Audra Lorde and Gertrude Stein and the Mattachine Society and James Baldwin and Barney Frank and the Hate Crimes Prevention Act and much, much more for the rights he enjoys today.

			But he also owes me.

			I didn’t suffer under Henry VIII’s Buggery Act of 1533, which made homosexuality punishable by death, but in my journey through the last few decades—since that preternaturally strong Lesbian threw that parking meter—I did survive many micro versions of it that helped him get to that seat next to me. Fuck “Stonehenge,” he needed to know about them.

			In case things go tits up again, he might need to know shit.

			And as established:

			I know shit.

			
			

			
				
					* Girl, are you trolling me in my own book??

					1	Of course there are many important events in Gay history, including the demonstration against police brutality at The Black Cat in LA in 1967 and the 1966 riot at Compton’s Cafeteria in San Francisco in response to police harassment of Trans people and drag queens. Also, the incident outside the Eagle on Twenty-Eighth Street in New York in 1992, when, as I drunkenly stumbled out of the bar, I was called a “faggot ass fag” by men who sped by in a Kia. I cleverly yelled “Fuck you” at the retreating car, moving the Gay cause just that much forward. The list goes on and on.

					2	I’ve decided to Capitalize “God” and use “he/him” a few times because it helps me access the horror of growing up Catholic and believing this angry man would drag me to hell for thinking impure thoughts about our local priest, Father Bear. Yes, that was his name. And, yes, that’s what he was.

					3	You’ll hear more about the man on the box of Doan’s Pills. He is actually a drawing of a man, mostly seen from the back, which he is clutching in pain. It makes sense because the pills are for back pain. He was my best friend, my lover, and my confidant. He was there at a time when I needed him and I will be eternally grateful. Sadly, I could never take his pain away. It was kinda his thing.

				
			

		

	
		
			Keep On Truckin’4

			I was a teenage sex worker on Thanksgiving.

			I was fourteen. And tired of being a virgin. Well, really, I was tired of struggling with the idea that I might not be entirely heterosexual. I would sit on my top bunk and stare sadly at my Farrah Fawcett poster for hours in a sweaty panic:5 Why don’t I have sexy feelings for you?! Why do I have them for the man holding his back in pain on the box of Doan’s pills in the medicine cabinet? That can’t be good, right?! And the clock was ticking. At fourteen, if the feelings weren’t there, they probably weren’t going to come without taking some kind of action. I could no longer be considered a late bloomer.

			To make matters worse, I looked older than my age. Of course, it didn’t help that I was sporting a pretty respectable mustache. Earlier that year, my mom bought me a T-shirt that read, “MUSTACHE RIDES 25 CENTS.” I was mortified. She feigned ignorance to the sexual message, but I knew what she was thinking: My son made the family watch A Star is Born the other night—the Barbra Streisand version. Drastic action is called for. And she was right, it was. It was.

			It wasn’t as if I didn’t want a girlfriend. More accurately, I wanted to want one. But I just didn’t know what that involved. Literally. When my friends would talk about going out with this girl or that girl, I would wonder: What does that even mean? What do they talk about on these “outings?” And who could I even ask to find out?

			You needed to know things. How far to go, for example. By that point, I had kissed a lot of girls, including a make out session with Connie Dimarco that felt like it went on for days. I was having an okay time, but I knew what she was thinking: Why doesn’t he touch my boobs? But I was thinking: I’m kinda content with what we are doing now. And what worked in my favor? The fact that Connie was too embarrassed to move things to the next level. Thank god for the patriarchy!

			I mean, girls were called “sluts” for wanting to go “further.” And sometimes just called “sluts” for no reason at all. I remember the rumors about Janet Minor in high school. If you believed what was said about her, she had blown almost all the guys on the lacrosse team and had once stuck a hotdog “up herself.” That part really confused me. I had imagined a sort of vaginal shelf where things were stored and often forgotten about. We weren’t very woke—or knowledgeable—then.

			So, I needed some experience. And I needed it fast. I had read The Catcher in the Rye and had seen enough movies to know that the best way to get it was to hire a prostitute (it was still the early ’80s—they weren’t “sex workers” yet).6 A prostitute wouldn’t complain if I couldn’t perform. Or if I prematurely ejaculated. She’d probably be relieved. She’d think: Thank god! Now I can go have a cigarette with the other girls and laugh about what just happened. And let her! Let her laugh at me. Let her have some fun in her life. In a way, my failure would be a positive thing. Maybe she’d spend the time I saved her relaxing wherever hookers gathered (they were also called “hookers” then). I imagined it being a dirty garage where they sat on crates. She’d put her feet up, light a cigarette, and tell her other smoking hooker companions, “Well, another faggot thought I could turn him. God bless those dumbass queers.” I imagined the laughter all around. And then the coughing fits that would follow.

			I decided “Project Prostitute” would happen on Thanksgiving Day because why not? We ate early. We always did. It was more like a really heavy lunch. My grandmother would come over. I loved my grandmother. At least, I did until many years later when I discovered that she was extremely racist. She would say the most awful things to the attendants who looked after her in the nursing home that she went to when she was too old to live alone with her racist thoughts. Her face would get mean and hard, and she’d say a bit too loud, “There’s a Black one.” Needless to say, I was horrified. Sometimes it can be terrible to learn the truth about people.

			I remember sitting next to her at the table that Thanksgiving. I caught her staring at me. Even through the cataracts, I could see she knew what I was planning to do after lunch/dinner. She was probably just praying I did it with a white one.

			My plan was simple. If I could “do it” with a woman, I would definitely be straight. Begin as you mean to go on, as they say. And all those pesky fantasies about Tom Selleck would just be memories my wife and I would laugh at as we dressed for a dinner party with our successful hetero friends.7

			I spent a long time grooming for the event. I remember being bummed about several new zits that were changing the topography of my face. I used my father’s electric razor so I could look good for the lucky, lucky prostitute who was to deflower me. But with zits like mine, the razor basically turned my face into a crime scene. To finish my grooming, I splashed on some aftershave, silently screaming into the bathroom mirror. A lot of silent things happened in that bathroom.

			I left as soon as I could, lying that I was going to my friend Mark’s house. “Bye, Honey!” my mother probably said from the kitchen as she silently seethed at my father for not helping her clean up. Under my jacket was a bottle of banana liqueur I had stolen from the cupboard. It was my mother’s favorite booze, and she would save it for special occasions. When guests came over, she’d get a look in her eye that said: Let’s be bad, and then she’d ask me to get the bottle, which she kept behind the good, unused china.

			Motel 6 was about a mile from my house, near the off-ramp of Route 81. I didn’t have much to compare the place to, but even I knew a motel with a number wasn’t going to be glamorous. And it didn’t disappoint. The desk clerk looked tired. He had a comb-over he didn’t bother combing over anymore, like it just wasn’t worth the energy these days. I remember my room had a nondescript painting tightly secured to the wall. I found that odd, but what did I know? Maybe a lot of art thieves who specifically target boring landscapes covered in a grimy layer of cigarette smoke often stayed there.

			It must have seemed weird to Comb-Over that I wasn’t a gacked-out trucker like the rest of his guests. But I had given myself a cover story. I was traveling through town on my way to New York City for a business meeting—remember I looked older than I was. As he counted the bills I pushed at him
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