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CHARACTERS

CONSTANCE – A lesbian for whom being queer is not just an adventure, it’s a job.  And she’s a workaholic. 

DELILAH – Constance’s partner, another super-lesbian.

SAPPHO  – Green Parrot.  Delilah and Constance’s child.

RABBI PRINCE -  Rabbi AND funky soul icon.  Sappho’s Rabbi. Often speaks of himself in the third person.

WANDA BARSKEY – Lesbian hostage negotiator, known for her (negotiating) prowess.

SID – A man’s man AND an E.P.T. strip.  If he weren’t an E.P.T. strip, he’d be a Teamster with Local 309. 

NOTES ON PRONUNCIATION/MEANING

Yisroel (Yis-ROY-el) rhymes with “Miss Royale”) – The land and people of Israel.
Shul rhymes with “full” - Synagogue

Tzimmes rhymes with “him hiss”.  The “tz” sounds like the “s” in Sam.

Ha-Shem is pronounced hah-SHEM. One of the many Hebrew names for God.

Shabbas/Shabbat – The Jewish Sabbath.

(The set should be simple--one room with a door entering from the outside and an interior door leading to the rest of the house, which we don’t see.  Furniture includes a sofa, chairs, coffee table and a birdcage. The birdcage should be prominently displayed.   On the walls are Judy Chicago and Take Back The Night posters, Georgia O’Keefe prints, and all things third-world.  Perhaps Indian bedspreads are draped over the furniture.  Everything should blend together, but something about the birdcage should dominate the room. 

.CONSTANCE and DELILAH enter,  arm in arm, after a long night of eating and drinking at a lesbian potluck. They take their lesbianism very seriously, like a lesbian Ozzie and Harriet on crack. They’re wearing lesbian clothes, i.e., t-shirts with feminist, lesbian or woman-positive slogans, anything Nicaraguan, hand-made, gauzy, lavender or hemp-ish.  When they enter they plomp down on the sofa with great relief.  The birdcage is empty and the door is ajar.  Neither woman notices. 

The language should be heightened in effect but otherwise is earnest and sincere—horribly so.  The characters may seem exaggerated but they are, in actuality, hyper-realistic, with real emotions, real ACTIONS.) 

CONSTANCE:  Oh, I’m soooooo glad we’re home.

DELILAH:    Phewww!

CONSTANCE:  No matter how much I love lesbian potlucks

DELILAH:  —and I know you do—How can you not love lesbian potlucks?

(BEAT)

CONSTANCE: Isn’t it GREAT to be a lesbian!??

DELILAH:  It’s perfect, absolutely perfect.  

CONSTANCE:  WE’RE absolutely perfect!!

DELILAH:   We ARE!  I mean, can you imagine….

CONSTANCE:  Don’t say it!

DELILAH:  What if we….

CONSTANCE:  I can’t hear it!!

DELILAH:  We could’ve been born….

CONSTANCE:  I’m not listening! I’m not listening!!

(CONSTANCE plugs ears with fingers, shuts eyes,  hums loudly.  She then stops, opens eyes, takes out fingers.)
DELILAH:  (Blurting, as if mouthing an obscenity) Heterosexual.
(CONSTANCE/DELILAH scream in unison.  It’s a cross between an ax-murderer victim scream and an overwrought adolescent female Beatles fan scream)

CONSTANCE: Bite your tongue.
(BEAT. They laugh maniacally, in unison.  Odd, pregnant pause follows)


CONSTANCE: (Dreamily, in a Stepford Wives kind of way) You know, every night I sit on one of those lawn chairs out back—

DELILAH:  The ones with the plastic webbing that leave marks on the creamy, white skin of your toothsome legs?

CONSTANCE:  Mm, those—and I look up at the moon and—
DELILAH:  (Interrupting) WHAT could be more lesbian than the moon?  It’s so much better than the sun. Could that be a little more patriarchal? The son, the son, the son.  How ‘bout the daughter? How’s THAT workin’ for ya’?  Ever think of calling it “the daughter?”  Course not. I’m surprised it doesn’t have a…

CONSTANCE:  Don’t say it!

DELILAH:  Can you imagine…?

CONSTANCE:  I can’t hear it!!

DELILAH:  You know what I mean, I mean a—

CONSTANCE:  I’m not listening. I’m not listening 
DELILAH: (Same as before) Penis. (Scream/maniacal cackling)

(BEAT)

DELILAH:  I’m sorry I interrupted.  Conversational violence is domestic violence. You were saying…?

CONSTANCE:  Every night I sit on one of those lawn chairs out back—

DELILAH:  The ones with the plastic webbing that leave marks on the creamy, white skin of your toothsome legs?

CONSTANCE:  Mm, those—and I look up at the moon and I think…It can’t just be a coincidence, can it, that the moon looks like a big round lesbian softball?

DELILAH:  That’s what I think when I look up at the moon!!

CONSTANCE:  No way!

DELILAH:  Way!

CONSTANCE:  Praise the goddess!

DELILAH: THE GODDESS!!

CONSTANCE: Praise softball!!

DELILAH:  SOFTBALL!!

 (BEAT)

DELILAH:  Praise lesbian softball!! (Maniacal unison cackling) Being a lesbian almost makes up for….

CONSTANCE:  Don’t say it!

DELILAH:  Can you imagine….

CONSTANCE:  I can’t hear it!!

DELILAH: Face it!  We’re deeply, profoundly, overwhelmingly….

CONSTANCE:  I’m not listening, I’m not listening

DELILAH:  (Same as before) White.  (Scream/maniacal cackling)

(BEAT)

DELILAH:  Thanks for talking me into going.

CONSTANCE:  All work and no play—

DELILAH:  True. But I’ve spent only four hours this week feeling guilty about being white.

CONSTANCE: (Patting her knee) You’ve got the weekend...

DELILAH: And I just COULDN’T miss an evening with lesbian couples who—

CONSTANCE:  think

DELILAH: and 

CONSTANCE:  talk

CONSTANCE: just 

DELILAH:  like

DELILAH:  us

CONSTANCE:  HOW do heterosexuals survive without potlucks?
DELILAH:  And gay men?—how do they manage?

CONSTANCE:  They have really hot sex.

DELILAH:  You don’t say.

CONSTANCE:  That’s the word on the lesbian street.

DELILAH:  I’m sooooo glad I’ve never had hot gay sex

CONSTANCE:  Uh-huh.
DELILAH:  Or that I’ve never seen hot gay porn…

CONSTANCE:  Butt Bumping Bondage Buddies Behind Bars…….For… ex...ample.

(BEAT)

DELILAH: And the food tonight—!!

CONSTANCE:  Heavenly!

DELILAH:  That soy milk carob mousse—??!!

CONSTANCE:  Orgasmic!!

DELILAH:  It was sex!

CONSTANCE:  Total sex! 

DELILAH:  Or—

CONSTANCE: —gasm!!!  (BEAT) (Pulling out palm pilot) Which reminds me, we need to schedule sex….

DELILAH:  Can that wait until couples counseling?

CONSTANCE:  Done.

DELILAH:  And I’ve never had a vegan meatloaf that tasted less like meat!

CONSTANCE:  Meat is murder.

DELILAH:  Lamb chops ARE death.

CONSTANCE:  Boneless chicken breasts ARE the holocaust.

DELILAH:  Shoah.

CONSTANCE:  Bergen Belsen.

DELILAH:  Treblinka.

CONSTANCE:  Boneless Chicken Breasts are SOOOOO Treblinka.

(BEAT.  DELILAH hums a bar of DEUTSCHLAND UBER ALLES)

CONSTANCE:  Janice River and Wolf Moss are quite the cooks.

DELILAH:  Masters of their craft!

CONSTANCE:  What?!!

DELILAH:  I said they’re masters—oh…

CONSTANCE:  (Sternly) You know how I feel when you invoke the patriarchy…

DELILAH:  Oh, my God, I’m soooo--

CONSTANCE:  GOD!?? Listen to yourself! Referencing hegemonic representations of the primordial fecund goddess spirit…I don’t even know you anymore

DELILAH: Sorry Pumpkin. I don’t know what I was thinking. Let me make it up to you. 

CONSTANCE: (Resisting at first, then softening) Mmmmm….O.K. How ‘bout cleaning Sappho, our lesbian parrot’s,  cage?  (DELILAH rises to go to the cage) Thanks, sweetie.

(DELILAH discovers the empty cage)

DELILAH:  Oh, my goddess, Sappho!!!

CONSTANCE: What?

DELILAH: Sappho’s missing!

CONSTANCE:  Missing? Where?  Sappho, come to Mama!  Sappho?

DELILAH:  SAPPHO!!

CONSTANCE:  SAPPHO!!!!!

(DELILAH runs offstage screaming. Then, suddenly, silence).  

CONSTANCE:  Delilah?  Did you find her?  Answer me…Delilah!!!???

( DELILAH enters, walking backwards, hands raised, a gun pointed directly at her forehead.   SAPPHO, a big green bird, is holding the gun.)  

CONSTANCE:  Sappho!!! What’re you doing?

SAPPHO:  (Motioning with the gun for them to sit down) I’m asking the questions here.

CONSTANCE: (Sitting) Where did you get that…that…that…

SAPPHO:  Gun, Constance.  Gun.   

CONSTANCE: (to self) Gun.

SAPPHO: It’s a simple noun.  A simple noun, a simple thing.

CONSTANCE:  No—

SAPPHO:  It’s so like you Constance…to miss the beauty, the purity of what’s in front of you. 

DELILAH:  Sapphie—

SAPPHO: Look at it.  LOOK AT IT! 

DELILAH:  Sapphie, we were worried—

SAPPHO: (Ignoring her) Worried!! Huhnn!  Not one word out of your mouths is half this clear. 

CONSTANCE:  What does that mean?

SAPPHO:  (Circling them menacingly, stroking the gun) It’s simple.  Let me show you.  You’ve got some steel, iron, a few moving parts.  So simple.  And so eloquent.  It says exactly what it is.  (In gun’s voice) I am a gun, I am a gun, look at me, I am a gun.  Goody, goody gumdrops, goody, goody gumdrops, big fat, big fat, big fat gun!! 

DELILAH :  (Under her breath, to CONSTANCE) What’s she talking about?

SAPPHO:  Oh, wait!! (cupping hand over ear)  Listen.  Something else!   What—gosh (guns voice)  No.  No, no, no, no, No. It’s saying  I’m casting my vote lock, stock, and smoking barrel.  YES!  A bullet, smell of sulphor,  thin thread of smoke. That’s the ticket!  I will make myself HEARD.  I’m voting with a bullet. Straight to the heart of the matter. And I vote NOOOOOOOOOOO.”

CONSTANCE:  Sapphie, you sound like a petulant two-year-old.  No, no, no!  I insist you stop eroticizing that….that phallic symbol of death energy this instant!

SAPPHO:  (to self) Death energy—

DELILAH:  Sapphie, what’s wrong.  I don’t understand. Where did you get that?

SAPPHO: Where everyone gets their guns, Delilah.  Wal-Mart.  Low prices. The best selection.  In short, America.  Where a gun is my birthright   Wal-Mart UNDERSTANDS THAT.  Wal-Mart UNDERSTAND ME, Delilah.  Jesus, I’m a bird.  A BIRD.  Do you know how that feels?  

DELILAH: No, but—

SAPPHO: Well, I’ll tell you.  It’s a constant struggle.  To be SEEN. 

DELILAH:  We see you, every day—

SAPPHO:   I don’t know what you see, Delilah, but it’s not me.

DELILAH:  And this—

SAPPHO:  This?  This!!! This is me!  ME!  Who I am!   The Sam Walton family of stores accepts the ME in me.  Wal-Mart.  Sam’s Club.  These are places of profound and regular epiphanies….sites of moral cleansing.  There was a precise moment I knew this…when everything came together and the universe EXPLAINED itself to me…. I was at Sam’s…I needed latex gloves…it was a Sunday…the Christian Sabbath… I’m floating up and down the aisles, like a spirit, powered by some force beyond my ken and I realize they’re taking the oxygen out of the air!! They can do that, you know!   I’m in the meat aisle and I hear cow voices asking ‘why are you here? Why latex gloves’… I feel the pain…cascading down off the shelves, oozing from everything, the jars of Miracle Whip, of JIF…always the smooth… NEVER the chunky…cause we’re too stingy…the world’s too stingy for the chunks…we’re afraid to face those bits, those little bits that insist ‘this is what we were once. We were peanuts, we had families, we loved, we hated, we had beauty contests, decided who was the most beautiful, the most poised, the most congenial peanut.   We watched our families ground into PASTE…not incinerated, released—at the very least—into nothingness, given some measure of peace, but, NO…reduced, less than what they were—and yet still defined by that essential nuttiness—Ay, there’s the rub—ground, packaged and sealed for someone else’s pleasure.’

 And it wasn’t just nuts…it was vanilla beans, Clorox, Styrofoam plates, tampons… innocent sheep hunted and clubbed for their tampon wool!  Who stands up for them?  Do you know what it’s like to hear your heart breaking, like dry spaghetti…I do…and just then over the P.A.—that song from the 80s …Taco…’member? (singing, or sing-talking) “If you don’t know where to go TO why don’t you GO where fashion SITS.  Puttin’ on the RITZ.”  That weird rhythm of the words—synCOpaaaah…I heard it …I knew that the pain was seeping out of every pore of Sam’s, like a body, breathing and hurting, wounded black and blue with tears and a crown of those thorns and blood running down it’s face. I felt it because I was it.  I was Sam’s and Sam’s was me.  

I had to stop, actually stop, and sit down on a carton of jam…Smucker’s …and wonder, honestly, are latex gloves this difficult for other birds or is it just me?  

This is what I mean (waving gun) by “NO”.

CONSTANCE: What are you talking about?  You’re not making any sense. 

DELILAH:  The medical term is “flight of ideas.”  Or perhaps “word salad.”

CONSTANCE:  Sapphie, you’re not yourself.  Shopping at Sam’s, Wal-mart?! We raised you better than that.
SAPPHO:  You haven’t heard a word I just said.  But I’m the crazy one.

DELILAH:  How can this be happening? We’ve been good co-parents—kind, supportive.

SAPPHO:  It’s not an issue of kind or good.  It’s what—(doorbell rings)
SAPPHO:  Who’s that?

CONSTANCE:  Well, if we had x-ray vision—

SAPPHO:  You’re awfully lippy for someone staring down the barrel of a gun.

CONSTANCE:  Oh, I see, I’m not being a good enough victim, is that it? (In a mocking voice) Here, how’s this—“Oh, no, I’ve got Stockholm Syndrome.  How can I support my captor?  Help me, noooooooo!”  There.  Better?

SAPPHO:  You’re steppin’ on my last clean petticoat, Constance.

DELILAH: Stop bickering!!! (Rising. SAPPHO fixes the gun on her) May I get the door Sappho? (SAPPHO motions ‘yes’).
(DELILAH opens door to reveal WANDA BARSKEY, hostage negotiator, in SWAT gear. She has a bullhorn almost permanently attached to her mouth. She uses it often, especially when the situation doesn’t call for it.)

WANDA:  Hello, Sappho, I’m Wanda Barskey, Lesbian Hostage Negotiator.

CONSTANCE:  THE Wanda Barskey!??

WANDA:   One and the same.

SAPPHO:  (To CONSTANCE) You know her?

DELILAH:  Every lesbian knows Wanda Barskey.  If there’s an issue you can’t resolve, a problem you can’t talk through, if you’re mired in a cycle of anger, blame, and recriminations, Wanda’s your girl.

CONSTANCE:  Woman.

DELILAH:  Pardon.

WANDA:  No offense taken.

DELILAH:   She’ll talk TO you, she’s talk FOR you, gosh darn it, she’ll have both sides of the conversation if she has to.  She’s THAT good.

WANDA:  Sapphie—listen carefully—you have nothing to fear—I AM a lesbian. 

SAPPHO:  I don’t care if—Wait—how did you know to come here?

WANDA:  There is a carefully constructed system of checks and balances in place that you can only guess at Sapphie.   Emotions run amok and—well…

SAPPHO:  You…

WANDA:  I’m tuned in, like radar, like a mother.  

SAPPHO:  Radar love.

WANDA:  Mother love—the best kind.  Now, Sapphie, this is a stressful time for—
SAPPHO:  STRESSFUL? Stressful is these two, day in, day out yammering about menstrual cycles.  Stressful is vegan meatballs and spelt spaghetti every Friday.  Stressful is the Indigo Girls 24 fucking 7.  THAT’S stressful. 

WANDA:  You’re in control Sapphie, I wouldn’t try to jeopardize that delicate balance. 

SAPPHO: I’ve got a gun!  

WANDA:  You’ve got a gun.

SAPPHO:  I’ve got a gun.  Not “you are in control”—do you see?  “I’ve got a gun.”.  Simple.  Eloquent.

 (BEAT)

WANDA:  What say we try and arrange a trade? You must be hungry. 

SAPPHO:  I’m not hungry.

WANDA:   How ‘bout some sandwiches and soft drinks?

SAPPHO:  Stop patronizing me.  I don’t want a soft drink.  Who calls them soft drinks?  

WANDA:  But if I do that I’m gonna need a little quid pro quo. Release one of the hostages, Sappho. I gotta take something back to my boss.

SAPPHO:  What boss—??

WANDA: It’s hard.  The wife left.  You’re struggling to make ends meet. But you gotta think of your kids.  

SAPPHO:  I don’t have a wife.  She didn’t leave. 

WANDA: I’ve done everything I possibly can.  

SAPPHO:  You’re just arrived—

WANDA:  What we need is one hot lit miracle.   

SAPPHO:  There are no ends to meet, no kids.
WANDA:  Sappho (through bullhorn) do you recognize this voice?

PRINCE (V.O.):  Sapphie, Baby, Rabbi Prince missed you at shul this morning…

SAPPHO:  Rabbi Prince?!

 (Enter PRINCE)

CONSTANCE/DELILAH:  PRINCE?

CONSTANCE:  Purple Rain Prince?

DELILAH:  Unpronounceable glyph Prince?

PRINCE: The very one, beautiful ladies two. Rabbi Prince has arrived and, Sappho, he is sending out a spiritual booty call to you.

DELILAH:  (To SAPPHO) You’re Jewish?

SAPPHO:  Oh, I’m a bird so I must be Christian?

DELILAH:  No, I—

SAPPHO:  AND middle class AND white…right?!!  RIGHT??!!

DELILAH:  I just didn’t know Prince was your Rabbi. I didn’t know Prince was a Rabbi.

PRINCE:  Is this a problem?  

DELILAH: No—

PRINCE:  Because there are many things the world does not know about Prince. Who among us—I ask you, who among us— is truly known? 

CONSTANCE:  Well, I believe—

PRINCE: We are created in God’s image.  Just as God is unknowable, so are well all.  To ourselves, to one another.

CONSTANCE:  I’m going to have to differ with you on—

DELILAH:   What Constance is saying is we were just surprised—

PRINCE:  (Raising hand) No explanation necessary.  God does not condemn, God does not judge.  True, he will not hesitate to turn you into a pillar of salt.  But that’s another story.  To God, all this (gesturing to everything) is part of the primordial funk. 

WANDA:  (Through bullhorn) Funk.

PRINCE:  And this funk is a place of holiness.  A sacred funk.  The God of Abraham understands the funk, The God of Isaac and of Jacob embraces the funk. Ha-Shem laid down an especially fine bass for the Children of Israel as they made their way out of Egyptian bondage and into the promised land.

CONSTANCE:  We don’t disagree—

PRINCE:  And if the funk is good enough for The Holy One it is good enough for Prince.  Where is it written that a Rabbi can’t ooze the funk? 

WANDA:  Funk.

PRINCE:  Do y’all doubt that Prince is anything other than a right-on spiritual guide to my little green avian friend here?  Let him speak now.  Otherwise I need to boot up my Torah mojo, you get what I’m sayin’?

 (BEAT.  No one says anything)

WANDA:  (Through bullhorn) We’ve got a go on the funk, Rabbi.

SAPPHO:  Rabbi, I didn’t want you dragged into this.

PRINCE:   Do not fret Green thang.   Rabbi Prince is here for you in times both good and bad.  But green one, first you must put down that gun. 

SAPPHO:  I can’t do that Rabbi.

PRINCE: Sappho, think of your children.

SAPPHO: I don’t have any children.

PRINCE:  Then think of ANY children, Sapphie. Tow-headed anti-semitic Austrian toddlers. Hoardes of Japanese school children with navy blue caps and striped ties.  Starving African babies with swollen bellies. Overfed Midwestern kids drawing their sense of worth and efficacy from group sports.  Think of them, Sapphie.

SAPPHO:  (Increasingly confused, agitated) My kids have NOTHING to do with this—

CONSTANCE:  But you don’t have any childr—

SAPPHO: (to CONSTANCE/DELILAH) How could you drag them into this?  My children—They’re the victims here—

PRINCE:  Sapphie, remember when you had the procedure…. in Mexico?

SAPPHO:  They just let a bit of air in, and it was done. 

PRINCE:  I promised you—I said, you won’t feel a thing. 

SAPPHO:  (to self) You won’t feel a thing.

PRINCE:  And I was right.

CONSTANCE:  What operat—

PRINCE:  Out of pain, out of emptiness, we must find meaning.  I told you then. I’ll tell you now.  In powerlessness we discover our duty—

SAPPHO:  —as Jews—

PRINCE:  —our duty—

SAPPHO:  —to bring forth the Messiah.  

PRINCE:  Word!!

SAPPHO:    But Rabbi, what if I’m doing my duty? 

PRINCE:  Qua?

SAPPHO:  What if I am a prophet?

PRINCE:  Rabbi Prince wonders…. is this hubris?

SAPPHO:  Perhaps.  I haven’t slept in days, eating just locusts and wild honey. But the prophets, Rabbi, they were full of rage and fire, weren’t they— always awake, starving, keening, dying for their Messiah?

PRINCE:  The prophets were a righteous breed, the Rottweilers of Yisroel. But the path of the prophet is not smooth.  They have raw meat in their teeth.  Grissle in their throats.  They emit a very distinct…odor.  No one invites the prophet to Shabbas dinner. No roast chicken and tzimmes for him.

SAPPHO:  No prophet…no Messiah.

PRINCE:  Sapphie—

SAPPHO:  It is possible—just possible— that the Messiah is not pretty, or gentle, or good?  Why would He be?  

PRINCE:  If Prince were a Buddhist, he would call you grasshopper. 

SAPPHO: Thin, shaved beef in the teeth of his prophet—yes—that’s all I am, that’s all I can hope to be. You are a good man Rabbi. And maybe I was a good bird. Once.  It’s not for me to say. But we are MORE than good, We are terrible.  God made this world, for us, made it to order—(calling, like a counterman in a deli)—“I’ll take one tender world, hold the pickle, slather that baby with mustard—hot, hot mustard!  To Go!!” A world of terror, Rabbi, a terrible world, requiring terrible things.  

PRINCE:  Carved in God’s image Sapphie, you drip his righteous au jus.

SAPPHIE:  Barely.   I don’t care how you slice the pastrami, Rabbi, I’m barely a shaving of God.

PRINCE:  These women—your parents—would surely disagree.  

SAPPHIE:  Perhaps—

PRINCE:  So how will hurting them serve God?

SAPPHO:  Because hurting them... is necessary.  Who really does what is necessary? Do you?  Do I?  No. We never do what is required of us, Rabbi.  Not unless that something is demanded.  We need a push.  Something tragic. Something we cannot survive.  Something with a taste of the inevitable.  I’m giving them (motioning to CONSTANCE and DELILAH with gun) that push. 

PRINCE:  It is not your push to give.

SAPPHO:  I’m their child, Rabbi. Who knows what they need better than I? 

PRINCE:  You’ve seen Fiddler, Sappho.  We must cling…to life.

SAPPHO:  How can there be life here?  Don’t you see Rabbi?  The moon is not a softball.  Chicken is NOT Treblinka. Lamp Chops are NOT Bergen Belsen.  Chocolate is NOT Sex.  Things in the mirror…no… everything is CLOSER than it appears.  We can’t run from the world and call it something else.  We have to ingest it, EAT it.  YOU HAVE TO EAT IT! The moon is the moon.  Treblinka is Treblinka   That’s enough…. isn’t it?

PRINCE:  Some might say too much.

SAPPHO:  Exactly! Too much.  The words, the things they say are too much.  That’s plenty.  They don’t NEED help.  Leave them alone.  No. I said it before.  No, no, no, no, no.  All the signs have fallen off their rotted posts, Rabbi, and NO is the only word left.  It’s time to say NO. (Gesturing to Constance and Delilah) To say one honest thing.

CONSTANCE:  Sapphie, we’ve been honest with you.

SAPPHO: Have you?

CONSTANCE:  Yes.

SAPPHO: (to CONSTANCE) And Delilah, you’ve been honest with her?

CONSTANCE:  How can you ask that?

(BEAT)

SAPPHO: (Yelling back into other room) Sid!!! 

(SID ambles out, scratching himself. He got a big, pink “plus” sign on him and a 5 o’clock shadow. He might be eating a bag of chips or a bucket of chicken)
SAPPHO: Sid, Delilah.  Delilah, Sid.

SID:  (To DELILAH) Pleasure.

SAPPHO:  (To  PRINCE) Sid, Rabbi Prince.  Rabbi, Sid, E.P.T. strip. 

(Everyone stands around awkwardly, saying nothing for two beats)

WANDA:  (Approaching SID) Wanda Barskey, lesbian hostage negotiator. Delighted. 

SID:  Likewise. (Another awkward pause)  (To everyone) What’s shakin’?

WANDA:  Nothing much.  You? (SID shrugs)
SAPPHO:  Strangest thing.  I met Sid yesterday. In the bathroom waste basket.  Anything you’d like to tell us Sid? (SID looks blankly at SAPPHO)
SID:   (BEAT. SID is clueless. SAPPHO glares at him. Then, light bulb.) Oh, right, right.  Yeah. Well.  Thing is…. Constance.  She’s pregnant.  Knocked up. Preggers.  Got a bun in the oven.  One on the way.   The little Gordita.  Eating for two—

DELILAH:  How could that…!?  Constance…?  Is this true?  How?

(CONSTANCE nods guiltily, but says nothing)

SAPPHO:  (Handing DELILAH a business card) AND, you’ll never guess what got tossed into the bottom of my cage.  

DELILAH:  (Reading card) “SHUR-fire Sperm Bank”.   Constance!  We agreed we weren’t going to let the marketplace hold our eggs hostage.  We were going to get pregnant the old-fashioned way.

SAPPHO:  (To the heavens) HELLO!!! See what I’m talking about?  Two lesbians getting pregnant “the old fashioned way”. What does that mean? Tell me what that means?

PRINCE:  Don’t fret, green one.  Prince can see they are whack.  

SID:  No shit.

WANDA:  Roger that.

PRINCE:  I have no answers for you Sapphie.  We are Jews.  Jews distrusts answers.  There’re always one too many answers to go around.  And what are they—these answers? Little black circles on a tests sheet—dense, sterile, hard.   You must—
SAPHHO:  —ask the question.  Put down the gun and—ask

PRINCE:  —ask the question

SAPPHO: Rabbi, if you knew—

PRINCE:  I do.  You are tired.  But take comfort—we stand in awe before God, before the powerlessness of His world.  Ask the question you must ask, the question with which you must live and with which you will most probably die. 

PRINCE:  (SAPPHO starts to speak, but PRINCE puts a finger to her lips) No child.  Not me.  God.  Ask God.  Hold that question inside you like a sweet, precious child.  A child you’ve lost, one who’s here and suddenly….gone.   God…

SAPPHO:  (to self) God…

PRINCE:  God must listen. Teach God to listen.  Even if your cause is hopeless. Especially if your cause is hopeless.  This is what it means to be human. With God….well…with God, it’s just you and him.  Monogamy at it’s worst. No threesomes for Ha-Shem.  He’s a big God and He takes up both seats.  No room for anyone else.  (Making a gesture of finality) There…my job is done. Prince has planted the seeds of doubt, he has asked questions about questions and he has praised God’s name. Now he must go—he has the Cohen Bat Mitzvah at 9 a.m..

SAPPHO:  Don’t leave…

PRINCE:  Prince must catch 40 winks and dream of next year in Jerusalem.  Shalom, brothers and sisters, Shalom.  Prince has left the building.
(Walking quietly backwards, with a finger pressed against his lips, PRINCE exits)

SAPPHO:  (to PRINCE, simultaneous with his exiting) My question—

CONSTANCE:  (To Delilah) He’s shorter than I thought.

SAPPHO:  (to self) My question is—

CONSTANCE:  In fact—

SAPPHO: (Exhausted, she drops the gun at her side) My question—
WANDA: —he doesn’t look at all like he does on the cover of Purple Rain.

SAPPHO:  My question is—
CONSTANCE:  —I think he’s shorter.

SAPPHO:  My question—
WANDA:  Chunkier too.

SAPPHO:  My question is—Can We—What will it take…to tell the truth?

CONSTANCE: Does she mean are we able to tell the truth?

SAPPHO:  The Truth?

WANDA:  —or is she asking us to please tell the truth?

SAPPHO: The Truth.

CONSTANCE:  (To DELILAH) I’m not getting a clear sense, are you?

SAPPHO:  (To DELILAH) Will We Tell The Truth?

CONSTANCE:  And who’s “we” anyway? 

SAPPHO:  (To DELILAH) Will You Tell The Truth?

DELILAH:  Yes—

SAPPHO: Yes?

DELILAH:  Yes.

SAPPHO:  What do you want?

DELILAH:  I want—

CONSTANCE:  No.

SAPPHO:  Yes!

DELILAH:  I want—

SAPPHO:  Yes.

CONSTANCE:  No.

WANDA:  No.

SAPPHO:  Yes.

DELILAH:  I want—

SAPPHO:  Yes.

DELILAH:  (Haltingly, as if in a dream) I want all the women I’ve loved—my child, my Sappho—I want to run my hands along the bars, wire, and cages that enclose them—I want, just once—to be the free one. I want to be—a female corrections officer. 

SAPPHO:  Your whole life.  

DELILAH:  Since I saw my first women’s prison film. 

SAPPHO:  Susan Hayward?

DELILAH: I WANT TO LIVE!, 1958.  

SAPPHO: Robert Wise directed. Theodore Bikel co-starred.  Gavin MacLeod of Love Boat fame had a small role as a prison guard. 

DELILAH:  I was 7.

CONSTANCE:   I’m sorry, I don’t care what movie you saw, you’re not doing this to me.

SID:  (Coldly, to CONSTANCE) She didn’t pee all over you. (BEAT) I’m hitting the showers. (EXITS)
DELILAH:  (To CONSTANCE) A pregnant wife, a baby.   No, Constance.  Another time or place.  Maybe.  But here?  Now?  With you?  No.

SAPPHO:  I know a man in Mexico. 

DELILAH:  He’ll just let a bit of air in?

SAPPHO:  You won’t feel a thing.

DELILAH:  —something about women in cages. 

SAPPHO:  —and then it’s done.

DELILAH: (To Self) We are not just good. (To SAPPHO) Yes?  We are terrible. It’s a terrible world. It requires terrible things.  

CONSTANCE:  I won’t let you.

DELILAH:  You can’t stop me.

CONSTANCE:  Can so.

DELILAH: No.  You see, there’s a prison…right next door.  

SAPPHO:  You just never noticed.

CONSTANCE:  I think I’d notice hundreds of incarcerated women.

(BEAT)

DELILAH:  Constance—

CONSTANCE:  Don’t say it!

DELILAH:  Sappho—

SAPPHO:  I’m so tired.

CONSTANCE:  I can’t hear it!!

DELILAH:  I know a place you can rest. 

SAPPHO:   And if I can’t make it?

DELILAH:   There’s no other choice.  You’re just a speck, yes.  But of what?  Of the primordial theoplasm—

SAPPHO:  —a tiny spark of God.

DELILAH:  You are evidence, Sappho.  Of God.  Of the anti-logic of hope. It makes no sense and yet there it is.  You hope.  Sapphie…You are powerless…and you hope.  (SAPPHO looks at DELILAH, as if for the first time.  DELILAH tenderly  takes SAPPHO’s hand.  They exit)

CONSTANCE:  (Plugs ears, shuts eyes, humming la-la-la as before) Don’t say it. Don’t say it. (Humming louder)  I can’t hear it. (Humming even louder)  I’m not listening. I’m not listening (She then stops, opens eyes, takes out fingers, all is quiet…)
WANDA:  (Through megaphone) You won’t feel a thing. (Blackout)

END OF PLAY 

