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Excerpt from Queer Flourishing, p. 174 

 

Queen Harold 

• In what settings or scenarios does your Queen become most powerful? 
 

Having seen the heady, driven, and compartmentalized Queen that I was becoming in 
my college years, now could be a useful moment to return to Boys in the Band to consider the 
character Harold. He exemplifies a fully formed Queen, in all her bitchy power, perceptivity, 
and self-possession. . . . 

For all its entertainment value, The Boys in the Band displays dark undersides of gay 
men’s social personae and interpersonal patterns. Taking this group of friends in the collective 
as an example of Pride Tribe, Michael as an example of the Best Little Kid, and Harold as a 
Queen, we see how different characters have entirely different experiences of the same 
raucous evening together. Swept up in Pride Tribe, Bernard and Emory enjoy dancing their 
precision routine, then get emotionally decimated by playing along with Michael’s “Affairs of 
the Heart” game. Donald, on the other hand, hovers on the edges of the gay friend group, 
feeling neither the benefits nor the pain of full membership in it. Each character makes his own 
meaning and constructs his own reality. 

 

Bonus material not included in the book 

We have already noted how perceptively Harold sees Michael. For Harold’s exit from 

the play, the Queen delivers her diagnosis of Michael before departing.a While Michael may 

successfully control the movements of the other characters, even viciously orchestrating their 

participation in his game, “The Affairs of the Heart,” Harold sees through the game, knows it 

for what it is, and does not get caught in it. He delivers a running commentary, poking holes in 

Michael’s manipulative machinations. As Michael lays out the rules of the game, Harold 

parries: 

 
DONALD. You're screwed if you make the call. 
HAROLD. You're a fool–if you screw yourself. 
MICHAEL. When you get the person whom you are calling on the line–if you tell them 
who are you, you get two points. And then–if you tell them that you love them - 
you get a bonus of five more points! 
HAROLD. Hateful. 
MICHAEL. Therefore you can get as many as ten points and as few as one. 
HAROLD. You can get as few as none–if you know how to work it. 
MICHAEL. The one with the highest score wins.b 
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Later, as Bernard takes his lumps from “The Affairs of the Heart,” Harold calls the game 

“absolutely hateful.” He knows that Michael will not subject himself to it: 

 
HAROLD. I believe this will be the final round. 
COWBOY. Michael, aren't you going to call anyone? 
HAROLD. How could he? He's never loved anyone.c 

 
Throughout the drama, Harold is arch, saucy, and irrepressible. 

 Harold displays formidable powers of perception and courageous authenticity, 

whether directing his gaze at others or himself: 

 
MICHAEL. (To HAROLD.) You’re stoned and you’re late! You were supposed to arrive at 
this location at approximately eight-thirty dash nine o’clock! 
HAROLD. What I am, Michael, is a thirty-two-year-old, ugly, pockmarked Jew fairy–and 
if it takes me a while to pull myself together and if I smoke a little grass before I can get 
up the nerve to show this face to the world, it’s nobody’s goddamn business but my 
own. 

 
From Michael’s perceptive jabs back at Harold, we come to know that Harold pays a psychic 

price for the powers he possesses. Harold apparently obsesses over his weight and his skin. 

 
MICHAEL. (Parodying Harold.) You’re absolutely paranoid about absolutely everything. 
HAROLD. Oh, yeah, well, why don’t you not tell me about it. 
MICHAEL. You starve yourself all day, living on coffee and cottage cheese so that you 
can gorge yourself at one meal. Then you feel guilty and moan and groan about how 
fat you are and how ugly you are when the truth is you’re no fatter or thinner than you 
ever are. 
EMORY. Polly Paranoia. 
…. 
MICHAEL. (To Harold) ….And this pathological lateness. It’s downright crazy.  
HAROLD. Turning. 
MICHAEL. Standing before a bathroom mirror for hours and hours before you can walk 
out on the street. And looking no different after Christ knows how many applications of 
Christ knows how many ointments and salves and creams and masks. 
HAROLD. I’ve got bad skin, what can I tell you. 
MICHAEL. Who wouldn’t after they deliberately take a pair of tweezers and 
deliberately mutilate their pores–no wonder you’ve got holes in your face after the 
hack job you’ve done on yourself year in and year out! 
HAROLD. (Cooly but defiantly.) King of the Pig People.d 
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Michael cruelly reveals that Harold is planning and ploddingly preparing for his suicide. 

 
HAROLD. You’d really like me to compliment you now for being so honest, wouldn’t 
you? For being my best friend who will tell me what even my best friends won’t tell me. 
You hateful sow. 
MICHAEL. And the pills! 
(Announcement to group.) 
Harold has been gathering, saving, and storing up barbiturates for the last year like a 
goddamn squirrel. Hundreds of Nembutals, hundreds of Seconals. All in preparation for 
and anticipation of the long winter of his death. 
(Silence.)e 

 
Having brashly exposed Harold’s suicidal plot, Michael goes even further, by insulting Harold, 

calling him cowardly for ultimately not having the courage to take his own life. 

 
But I tell you right now, Hallie. When the times comes, you’ll never have the guts. It’s not always 
like it happens in plays, not all faggots bump themselves off at the end of the story.f 

 
Harold takes in stride this betrayal of his secrets. He turns his own penetrating gaze back at 

Michael, to contrast his own struggles and foibles with his friend’s profligate spending and 

compulsive shopping. 

 
HAROLD. What you say may be true. Time will undoubtedly tell. But, in the meantime, 
you’ve left out one detail–the cosmetics and astringents are paid for, the bathroom is 
paid for, the tweezers are paid for, and the pills are paid for!g 

 
Harold is Michael’s match. While Michael exemplifies a dark version of The Best Little Boy, 

Harold epitomizes a depressive Queen. 

 At one point, Michael resists Harold’s meddling in his manipulative machinations and 

yells at him: “I’m warning you!” Harold’s response identifies the developmental difference 

between the two by asserting ascendancy and pulling rank as he returns the warning  to 

Michael: 

 
(A beat.) 

HAROLD. (Coolly.) Are you now? Are you warning me? Me? I'm Harold. I'm the one 
person you don't warn, Michael. Because you and I are a match. And we tread very 
softly with each other because we both play each other’s game too well. Oh, I know this 
game you're playing. I know it very well. And I play it very well. You play it very well, too. 
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But you know what, I’m the only one that's better at it than you are. I can beat you at it. 
So don't push me. I’m warning you. 
(A beat. MICHAEL starts to laugh.) 
MICHAEL. You’re funny, Hallie. A laff riot. 

 
Michael deflects, fending off his more powerful friend’s parry. They call a truce. 

 
 

a Mart Crowley, The Boys in the Band (New York: Samuel French, 2018), p. 102. 
b Crowley, Boys, 78-9. 
c Crowley, Boys, 97. 
d Crowley, Boys, 71. 
e Crowley, Boys, 72. 
f Crowley, Boys, 72. 
g Crowley, Boys, 72. 


