i icki daughter
i ’re thirty-five and picking your
:mnmvww:n %ﬂm:ﬁmﬂﬂ& Oc_ﬁwwd School to escort r.Q. H.onnmum
M—W%aﬂn?na dinner with Dad, the noted psychiatris
Miro poster collector. e
. I'll be busy torching lingerie. . .
W%%Ww.ﬂ%@g I'll remember it one day when I'm thirty

five and watching my son’s performance as Johnny Apple-

seed. Maybe I'll look at my wife who puts up with me and

flash on when I was editor of a crackpot _m.do.qw.__ JM«M%»WMM
mM thought I could fall in love with In._&__u 1o h»:mrom-

MM=<mmwm=m art historian, that first snowy night in

ter, New Hampshire, 1968.

ding the chips? .
Mﬂ_umﬁww_w WWM Mﬂﬂcmwwﬁaa.m (He kisses her passionately as a song

i ] ] hen looks at his watch
ke “Whi bit”’ begins playing.* Scoop t
E«M Mﬂ“ﬁw«ﬂﬂ% awﬁ. Emw?%:.a to leave the room and turns back to
N.S.am. She looks at her watch and follows him.)

END SCENE
SCENE 3

] Michigan. Jill,
hurch basement in Ann Arbor, i
Mwwmrwshawwﬁa in a whale turtleneck and pleated ts.ww
and Fran, 30, in army fatigues, awa.‘M:ﬂm %w«w NWM“@M:
. hile Aretha Franklin’s espec T
wﬁ&vmﬁmuq&. ** Fran dances and sings along, Sock

it to me. sock it to me.”

JILL. (Tasting a cookie.) Fran, I think it would be much cozier
if we met next time in one of our roiow.r -

FRAN. Jill, we're not the fuckin .,_cn_“w“”mo Maww_o ere, (She

just h that everyone 1s (
.WMMW,A w:w.“w“w “Mwmgs.;v Maybe we should rearrange things
ke a conversation nook. .

wﬂ”ﬂw You sound like my fuckin Bo.arow A
with sheets. (Fran begins to arrange chairs. Becky,

r. She decorates
17, in blue

i ight page.
*See Special Note on copyrig
* *CSM by permission. See note on page 81.
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Jeans and a poncho, has entered while they are moving and sing-
ing. Fran looks up, notices her.) Hi there.
JILL. Hi.
FRAN. We're just getting into the mood. (She shuts off the
music.) All right, A-RE-THA!
JILL. Can we help you?
BECKY. Sure. I'm Becky Groves. I saw your poster upstairs.
(Jill and Fran immediately go over to Becky and embrace her.)
JILL. Becky, I'm Jill and I'm so glad you came.
FRAN. Becky, I'm Franand I'm so glad you came. (Jill brings
a plate of cookies over to Becky.)
JILL. Becky, how *bout a peanut butter granola cookie? We
each take turns providing the goodies.
FRAN. “Goodies’”? Jill, we're also not the fuckin’ Brownies.
BECKY. I sometimes call sweets and cookies “goodies.”
JILL. Thank you, Becky.
FRAN. Becky, please tell me if I come on a little strong. I'm
trying to work through that.
JILL.1love you, Fran. (Heidi and Susan enter. Both wear blue
Jjeans, hiking boots, and down Jackets.)
SUSAN. Sorry. Sorry. I'm sorry we're late. Those snow
drifts are mammoth.
FRAN. Bigger than Aphrodite’s tits. (Fran and Jill go to
embrace Susan and Heid.)
JILL. Hello, Susan. It’s so good to see you.
FRAN. Hello, Susan. It’s so good to see you.
SUSAN. This is my friend Heidi. She’s visiting for the week.
JILL. Hello, Heidi. It’s so good to see you.
FRAN. This is Becky, who is Jjoining us this week.
SUSAN. (Embracing Becky.) Hello, Becky. It’s 50 good to see

ou.
@>Z - All right! Let the good times roll! (They all sit down.
idi moves her chair and sits slightly outside of the circle behind
Fran.)
JILL. I'd like to call to order this meeting of the Huron
Street Ann Arbor Consciousness Raising Rap Group. Heidi,
Becky, since you’re new I want you to know that everything
here is very free, very easy. I've been a member of the group
for about five months, now. I'm a mother of four daughters
and when I first came I was, as Fran would say, “a fuckin’
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Hostess cupcake.”” Everybody in my life— my husband Bill,
my daughters, my friends— could lean on perfect Jill. The
only problem was there was one person I had completely
forgotten to take care of.

BECKY. Who was that?

JILL. Jill

BECKY. I feel that way sometimes.

SUSAN. We all feel that way sometimes.

BECKY. You do?
FRAN. No, we grow up on fuckin’ “Father Knows Best”’ and

we think we have rights! You think Jane Wyatt demanded
clitoral stimulation from Robert Young? No fuckin’ way.
(Heidi moves her chair further away from the circle.)
SUSAN. I love you, Fran.
JILL. Ilove you, too, Fran.
FRAN. (Primping.) Maybe I should dress for combat more
often.
SUSAN. Fran, sometimes I think you let your defensiveness
overwhelm your tremendous vulnerability.
JILL. Heidi, Becky, you should know that Fran is a gifted
physicist, and a lesbian, and we support her choice to sleep
with women.
BECKY. Sure.
FRAN. Do you support my choice, Heidi?
HEIDI. I'm just visiting.
FRAN. I have to say right now that I don’t feel comfortable
with a “just visiting” in the room. I need to be able to come
here and reach out to you as my sisters. Okay, Heidi-ho?
HEIDI. Okay.
FRAN. Just don’t judge us. Christ, we spend our lives having
men judge us. All right, let the good times roll!
SUSAN. I'll start. This week I think I made a little headway,
but I'm also afraid I fell back a few paces.
JILL. Susie, what did you decide to do about The Law Review?
SUSAN. I accepted the position!

JILL. Good.
SUSAN. Becky, I was seriously considering beginning a law

Jjournal devoted solely to women’s legal issues. But after
some pretty heavy deliberation, I've decided to work within
the male establishment power base to change the system.
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JILL. Susan, I'm so i
, proud of you for makin a choi
WaCm>Z - Do you know my mother would rmw.w %»MWM
mﬂﬂﬂ“a ﬂ< ﬂmﬁw this position? me
- What are you bullshitting about? “yoy’ i
WMMM MMMW:HS_M”: %.o M.w_o establishment voiﬂ.”. WMmMJ_.:MMM
o Hn 3 '] . . . 3 )
shave o, g o v\MM MHV :mw.ﬁ_m Nixon. Susan, either you
SUSAN. I love you, Fran.
M M%Z I'scare the shit out of you, Susan.
ohS WMHM Why are you yelling at her?
St . Wnn_mvc Fran is one of the most honest people I’
e _.%m M.uwr W\?_w_m w.. great friend. P Tve
- Well, she sounds ki i
WML& Whoe Bobby) s kinda like Bobby.
ﬁowma—wwﬂ. ee«.w____. WWUWMM@B% Wov%lM:m. Well, we kinda live
er. s T and mother split up Jast
M.NMMMM Mm:_.” M”Mm film ﬁ___nmmwﬂ_ﬁ:ﬁ here m:ﬂ _wmmu wwww WM»M.LMW
q% AH” n ‘¢ : b 2]
won a whole bunch of mSw..%mswﬂ&mw_h_M..nn: of Ypsitandi” 1

BECKY. They’re not reall i ;

. y married. Sh i :
ey e
moﬂ“%. Esalen in California, I think she’s talking to 2 :oom ow
SozarmSmmu. ~m MMAM% WMMW going for a week, but it’s been six

. : tomove in, at ] i i
high school, but jt’s E:AN o gastuntill finished
JILL. You don’t know Sﬂw.mﬁ working. But I don’t know

BECKY. I mean, I try to be super nice to him. I make all his

m .
eals, and I never 'sagree with him. But then he Just gets




sounds. (Pause.) Now you’re all going to hate me, right?
RAN. Lamb, no one here is ever going to hate you.

@PF. Becky, would you like to stay with me and my family

for a while?

FRAN. I love you, Jill.

SUSAN. I love you, Jill.
BECKY. But I thought you had to learn to take care of Jill.

JILL. Women like us have to learn to give to those who
appreciate it instead of to those who expect it.
FRAN. And those cocksucker assholes have been expecting
it for centuries.
BECKY. I think you're all fantastic. You are the best women
I have ever met. I am so glad I came. (She embraces each of
them.)
FRAN. Thank you, Becky. All right! Now I would like to
hear from our “‘visitor’’ what she thinks of our rap group so
far.
HEIDI. I thought you don’t want to be judged.
FRAN. I'm asking you to share. Not to judge.
HEIDI. I think Jill is very generous and I think the girl with
the rope bracelet would have been much happier with
Donovan.
JILL. (Laughs.) Heidi, where do you go to school?
HEIDI. New Haven.
FRAN. Becky, “New Haven” means “Yale” in Eastern
egalitarian circles.
HEIDI. I'm in the Art History Graduate Program there. My
interest is in images of women from the Renaissance

Madonna to the present.

FRAN. A feminist interpretation?

HEIDI. Humanist.

FRAN. Heidi, either you shave your legs or you don’t.
HEIDI. I'm afraid I think body hair is in the realm of the

personal.
FRAN. What is your problem, woman?
HEIDI. I don’t really want to share that with you. I'm stingy

that way.
SUSAN. My friend Heidi is obsessed with an asshole.

HEIDI. Susie, that’s personal.

JILL. “Personal” has kept us apart for so many years.
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““Personal” means I know
r»<a. so little faith in myself, «m&
go right on doing it. .
BECKY. Heidi, can I r
my mother.
JILL. We should
place we are.

HEIDL. I am at the same place you are.

MM”WL_ : WMM:MM.«O: m:_:.M same place we are?
. mo ..
FRAN. Yeah. mxgwﬁ bor Ea“.e.é to fulfill their potential

HEIDI. Whar?

at I'm doing is wron
! . g, but I
m going to keep it a secret and

ub your back? Sometimes that helps

n’t force her. Maybe Heidi isn’t at the same

and really make a differ
2 ; encel
USAN. I'm so happy I'm living at this time.

FRAN. Heidi, nothing’s goi
talking to each oarn“.u.m § going to change until we really start

HEIDI. (Pause ) Okay, F
° » Iran.

w ugene McCarthy waoq. - Imeta guy three yearsagoata
IM»WWM— . .Wwom:m. :Za»m and clean for Eugene.”

ever mm.hn :N—im? we’ve been seeing each other off and
see him .M. wM dates a lot of other women, and, uh, | et to
at the law NTOM:MMM MM.M.M&M, Son_wm. He’sa aow.nr:hm mw._w_aoﬂw

ix) : She n Tt

Mb «” School” means “Yale hwmea anoﬁwwwﬁv pecky, “The

galitarian asshole from Chicago - I'm an Eastern
JILL. So big deal. :
HEIDI. Thanks,

SUSAN. The point is that Heidi will drop anything

M —MWZ I fuckin’ hate charisma.
DI. When I need him, he’s aloof. But if I

better and leave him, he’
, he’s i
BECKY. Your asshole mo:“zvo__na&c_% s

decide to get
; 1 ive.
ds just like my asshole.
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