
Advance Praise

“Cesi Davidson has collected for us here a wondrous 
trip around, through, and within the heart. These short 
journeys into the emotions of  those who love and those 
who do not add to our understanding of  what love is 
and what love isn’t. When you laugh, cry, and sigh with 
recognition, you will be reminded that you are not only a 
witness to, but also a participant in the emotional life of  
all those around you. I hope you will enjoy these jump-
starts to the heart as much as I did.”

 — Celeste Rita Baker, World Fantasy Award Winner, 
author of  Back, Belly and Side  

celesteritabaker.com 
 

“Cesi Davidson’s newest book of  short plays is at the 
same time revolutionary and hilarious in its content and 
delivery. Appropriately, the first play is titled “Juicy,” and 
this book has so much sweet, liquid fun within. From 
the beginning, the reader experiences a trickle of  exqui-
site sensuality running through each page. There is an 
emboldened message of  contented sexuality in many of  
the pieces that I, as a woman, felt incredibly grateful to 
tune in to. Cesi gives a gift to those of  us with female 
bodies — and that gift is permission to feel good, what-
ever it looks like, and to research what could feel even 
better! Like Chauncey, the husband whose wife keeps 
watch over his every move, the characters in these plays 
refuse to be imprisoned. They have reached a turning 
point, and we watch, delighted, as change washes over 
everyone like a gigantic, juicy wave.”

 — Kim Chinh, actor, screenwriter, playwright, 
author of  “Reclaiming Vietnam”  

kimchinh.com



“The writing smoothly creates images, colors, and sit-
uations that lead the reader into the different immersed 
situations. Within the landscape of  these various situa-
tion life issues, for example, humanity, identity, roles, ex-
pectations, and the rainbow of  emotions, etc. are being 
done without going into darkness. In between the plays 
the prose capsulized a prospective of  the former that 
was out of  plain sight. It was like a cleansing of  the pal-
ate for the next situation.

“Personally, the reading experience felt like a nice 
girl’s erotic sexual liberation written in a beautiful pic-
turesque code for those who can hear, see, and feel her 
liberation and emotions within the stories.

“Entertaining reading.”
 — Aduke Mickey Davidson, Senior Choreographer 

and Educator for “The Makanda Project,”  
“Jazz Power Initiative,” and Mickey D & Friends 

Dance/Music Co.
 

“Once again I was entertained, moved, and shocked 
by Cesi’s expansive imagination in this third collection 
of  inventive and delightful short plays. Give yourself  
to Cesi’s words, and you’ll experience the true essence 
of  love with plenty of  laughter inside the rich world in 
which all beings are sentient, intelligent, and funny.”

 — Rachel Lu (Actor, Elite Match)



 

 

Bilabials

 





 

Conversation Pieces

A Small Paperback Series from Aqueduct Press 

Subscriptions available: www.aqueductpress.com

1. 	 The Grand Conversation 
	 Essays by L. Timmel Duchamp

2. 	 With Her Body 
	 Short Fiction by Nicola Griffith

3. 	 Changeling 
	 A Novella by Nancy Jane Moore

4. 	 Counting on Wildflowers 
	 An Entanglement by Kim Antieau

5. 	 The Traveling Tide 
	 Short Fiction by Rosaleen Love

6. 	 The Adventures of the Faithful Counselor 
	 A Narrative Poem by Anne Sheldon

7.	 Ordinary People 
	 A Collection by Eleanor Arnason

8. 	 Writing the Other 
	 A Practical Approach 
	 by Nisi Shawl & Cynthia Ward

9. 	 Alien Bootlegger 
	 A Novella by Rebecca Ore

10.	 The Red Rose Rages (Bleeding) 
	 A Short Novel by L. Timmel Duchamp

11. 	 Talking Back: Epistolary Fantasies 
	 edited by L. Timmel Duchamp

12.	 Absolute Uncertainty 
	 Short Fiction by Lucy Sussex

13.	 Candle in a Bottle 
	 A Novella by Carolyn Ives Gilman



14.	 Knots 
	 Short Fiction by Wendy Walker

15.	 Naomi Mitchison: A Profile of Her Life and Work 
	 A Monograph by Lesley A. Hall

16.	 We, Robots 
	 A Novella by Sue Lange

17.	 Making Love in Madrid 
	 A Novella by Kimberly Todd Wade

18.	 Of Love and Other Monsters 
	 A Novella by Vandana Singh

19.	 Aliens of the Heart 
	 Short Fiction by Carolyn Ives Gilman

20.	 Voices From Fairyland:  
The Fantastical Poems of Mary Coleridge, Charlotte 
Mew, and Sylvia Townsend Warner 
	 Edited and With Poems by Theodora Goss

21. 	 My Death 
	 A Novella by Lisa Tuttle

22. 	 De Secretis Mulierum 
	 A Novella by L. Timmel Duchamp

23. 	 Distances 
	 A Novella by Vandana Singh

24.	 Three Observations and a Dialogue:  
Round and About SF 
	 Essays by Sylvia Kelso and a correspondence  
	 with Lois McMaster Bujold 

25. 	 The Buonarotti Quartet 
	 Short Fiction by Gwyneth Jones

26. 	 Slightly Behind and to the Left 
	 Four Stories & Three Drabbles by Claire Light

27. 	 Through the Drowsy Dark 
	 Short Fiction and Poetry by Rachel Swirsky

28.	 Shotgun Lullabies 
	 Stories and Poems by Sheree Renée Thomas

29.	 A Brood of Foxes 
	 A Novella by Kristin Livdahl

30.	 The Bone Spindle 
	 Poems and Short Fiction by Anne Sheldon



31.	 The Last Letter 
	 A Novella by Fiona Lehn

32.	 We Wuz Pushed 
	 On Joanna Russ and Radical Truth-Telling 
	 by Lee Mandelo

33.	 The Receptionist and Other Tales 
	 Poems by Lesley Wheeler

34.	 Birds and Birthdays 
	 Stories by Christopher Barzak

35.	 The Queen, the Cambion, and Seven Others 
	 Stories by Richard Bowes

36.	 Spring in Geneva 
	 A Novella by Sylvia Kelso

37.	 The XY Conspiracy 
	 A Novella by Lori Selke

38.	 Numa 
	 An Epic Poem by Katrinka Moore

39.	 Myths, Metaphors, and Science Fiction: 
Ancient Roots of the Literature of the Future 
	 Essays by Sheila Finch

40.	 NoFood 
	 Short Fiction by Sarah Tolmie

41.	 The Haunted Girl 
	 Poems and Short Stories by Lisa M. Bradley

42.	 Three Songs for Roxy 
	 A Novella by Caren Gussoff

43.	 Ghost Signs 
	 Poems and a Short Story by Sonya Taaffe

44.	 The Prince of the Aquamarines & The Invisible 
Prince: Two Fairy Tales  
	 by Louise Cavelier Levesque

45.	 Back, Belly, and Side: True Lies and False Tales 
	 Short Fiction by Celeste Rita Baker

46.	 A Day in Deep Freeze 
	 A Novella by Lisa Shapter

47.	 A Field Guide to the Spirits 
	 Poems by Jean LeBlanc



48.	 Marginalia to Stone Bird 
	 Poems by R.B. Lemberg

49.	 Unpronounceable 
	 A Novella by Susan diRende

50.	 Sleeping Under the Tree of Life  
	 Poetry and Short Fiction by Sheree Renée Thomas

51.	 Other Places 
	 Short Fiction by Karen Heuler

52.	 Monteverde: Memoirs of an Interstellar Linguist 
	 A Novella by Lola Robles,  
	 translated by Lawrence Schimel

53.	 The Adventure of the Incognita Countess  
	 A Novella by Cynthia Ward

54.	 Boundaries, Border Crossings,  
and Reinventing the Future  
	 Essays and Short Fiction by Beth Plutchak

55.	 Liberating the Astronauts  
	 Poems by Christina Rau

56.	 In Search of Lost Time  
	 A Novella by Karen Heuler

57.	 Cosmovore  
	 Poems by Kristi Carter

58.	 Helen’s Story 
	 A Novella by Rosanne Rabinowitz

59.	 Liminal Spaces 
	 Short Fiction by Beth Plutchak

60.	 Feed Me the Bones of Our Saints 
	 Short Fiction by Alex Dally MacFarlane

61.	 If Not Skin: Collected Transformations 
	 Poems and Short Fiction by Toby MacNutt

62.	 The Adventure of the Dux Bellorum 
	 A Novella by Cynthia Ward

63.	 People Change 
	 Short Fiction and Poems by Gwynne Garfinkle

64.	 Invocabulary 
	 Poems by Gemma Files

65.	 The Green and Growing 
	 A Novella by Erin K. Wagner



66.	 Everything is Made of Letters 
	 Short Fiction by Sofía Rhei

67.	 Midnight at the Organporium  
	 Short Fiction by Tara Campbell

68.	 Algorithmic Shapeshifting  
	 Poems by Bogi Takács

69.	 The Rampant 
	 A Novella by Julie C. Day

70.	 Mary Shelley Makes a Monster  
	 Poems by Octavia Cade

71.	 Articulation  
	 Short Plays to Nourish the Mind & Soul 
	 by Cesi Davidson

72.	 City of a Thousand Feelings 
	 A Novella by Anya Johanna DeNiro

73.	 Ancient Songs of Us 
	 Poems by Jean LeBlanc

74.	 The Adventure of the Naked Guide 
	 A Novella by Cynthia Ward

75.	 Sacred Summer  
	 Poems by Cassandra Clarke

76.	 Disease 
	 Short Fiction by Sarah Tolmie

77.	 Goddess Bandit of the Thousand Arms 
	 Poems by Hal Y. Zhang

78.	 Resistance and Transformation: On Fairy Tales 
	 Essays by Mari Ness

79.	 The Silences of Ararat 
	 A Novella by L. Timmel Duchamp

80.	 Cabinet of Wrath: A Doll Collection 
	 Short Fiction by Tara Campbell

81.	 The Adventure of the Golden Woman 
	 A Novella by Cynthia Ward

82.	 Fricatives 
	 Short Plays to Nourish the Mind & Soul 
	 by Cesi Davidson



83.	 We’ve Been Here Before 
	 Poems by Anne Carly Abad

84.	 Bilabials 
	 Short Plays to Nourish the Mind & Soul 
	 by Cesi Davidson

85.	 When Home, No Need to Cry 
	 Short Fiction by Erin K. Wagner



 
About the Aqueduct Press  
Conversation Pieces Series

The feminist engaged with sf  is passionately inter-
ested in challenging the way things are, passionately 
determined to understand how everything works. It is 
my constant sense of  our feminist-sf  present as a grand 
conversation that enables me to trace its existence into 
the past and from there see its trajectory extending into 
our future. A genealogy for feminist sf  would not con-
stitute a chart depicting direct lineages but would offer 
us an ever-shifting, fluid mosaic, the individual tiles of  
which we will probably only ever partially access. What 
could be more in the spirit of  feminist sf  than to con-
ceptualize a genealogy that explicitly manifests our own 
communities across not only space but also time?

Aqueduct’s small paperback series, Conversation Pieces, 
aims to both document and facilitate the “grand conversa-
tion.” The Conversation Pieces series presents a wide vari-
ety of  texts, including short fiction (which may not always 
be sf  and may not necessarily even be feminist), essays, 
speeches, manifestoes, poetry, interviews, correspondence, 
and group discussions. Many of  the texts are reprinted ma-
terial, but some are new. The grand conversation reaches at 
least as far back as Mary Shelley and extends, in our specu-
lations and visions, into the continually created future. In 
Jonathan Goldberg’s words, “To look forward to the his-
tory that will be, one must look at and retell the history 
that has been told.” And that is what Conversation Pieces 
is all about.

L. Timmel Duchamp

Jonathan Goldberg, “The History That Will Be” in Louise 
Fradenburg and Carla Freccero, eds., Premodern Sexualities (New 
York and London: Routledge, 1996)
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Foreword

She’s a Wonder

Cesi Davidson is a wonder. There’s no other way to 
describe her consistently prolific invention, the fertility 
of  her imagination, or the stunning boldness with which 
she deploys it in this, her most recent exposition of  short 
plays and prose titled Bilabials. According to Davidson, 
Bilabials is meant “to Nourish the Mind and Soul”; it cer-
tainly accomplishes that, and so much more. It astonishes.

I first met Cesi Davidson lifetimes ago. Friendships 
are sometimes like that.

We were at Woody King Jr.’s New Federal Theater 
for an evening playwriting workshop. I arrived late and 
struggled to find a seat at the table. Eight writers were 
seated ready with their scripts on the table. The sagging 
metal chairs made balance difficult. The table didn’t eas-
ily accommodate adult sized bodies. Its cafeteria-style 
edges were blunted by generations of  St. Augustine’s 
catechism students, most of  them young, gifted, and 
Black. In the sanctuary, you could see the old “Slave Gal-
lery” that still hung over congregational activity. Woody 
King had a small suite of  offices behind the sanctuary, 
and from there, he ushered us into the world of  theater. 

Neither the physical discomfort nor challenging late 
night hours stopped Cesi’s prolific outpouring. Week 
after week, she wrote play after play, sometimes bring-
ing two or three startling new works in an evening. She 
listened to feedback, with regal composure and genuine 
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studiousness. She followed her north star until the qual-
ity, often coveted, but rarely understood, became her 
trademark. She’s authentic as hell. 

Davidson’s collected works span three volumes, Frica-
tives, Articulation, and this new edition, Bilabials, compris-
ing a theatrical opus. Each of  the small works contains 
elements of  the epic as well as the personal. In Bilabi-
als, she treads fearlessly through love and loss, displace-
ment, alienation, grief, sexuality, and we go with her to 
the depths and the summit of  human experience. Her 
willingness to show a character’s complexity and contra-
dictions, their good and bad days, their nice, their ugly, 
gives us a window into Black women’s lives and a healing 
bridge to universal truths. 

It is tempting to compare Davidson’s theater to that 
of  Ionesco, Strindberg, Genet, or Cocteau. Like them, 
Davidson confronts a world where human connection 
is tenuous, where chaos and violence are imminent, a 
world where we must use language as a sword to cut 
through the noise, the lies, and the fears we hide from 
one another. Her short plays are epigrammatic in nature; 
they condense lifetimes of  experience into brief  en-
counters and present large, existential questions in spare, 
elegant dialogue. With skillful brevity, she constructs not 
just a mirror to hold up to our lives, but a many-sided 
prism through which we may ponder the nature of  our 
reality. Deceptively simple at first glance, the plays are all 
highly organized and full of  complexity that challenge 
and excite the reader or theatergoer.

And then, there is the wonder of  humor. Davidson’s 
collected works contain satirically humorous characters 
in situations that lay bare hypocrisy and deflate pom-
posity. In our time of  cultural malaise, Cesi Davidson’s 
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works provide an antidote to mediocrity and spur us to-
wards a more creative future. 

It’s been a long time since we sat in wobbly chairs and 
read our scripts at tables with bent edges. But I always 
knew Cesi Davidson would stand among the extraordi-
nary dramatists of  our day. She is part of  a continuum, 
a tradition of  fearless and truthful creators. Like Bes-
sie Smith’s “Ma Rainey,” like Arthur Mitchell’s Dance 
Theater of  Harlem, Jacob Lawrence’s Migration Series, 
and Ntozake Shange For Colored Girls Who Have Consid-
ered Suicide/When the Rainbow Is Enuf, she’s here, and she’s 
bringin’ it. 

Thea Martinez 
Author of  numerous choreopoems; 
performing with the Nuyorican Cafe Theater, 
and contributed choreography to the original 
production of  For Colored Girls at Woody 
King’s New Federal Theatre
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Preface

Welcome to my bouquet of  plays and prose. In short, 
welcome to my words. Some related. Some, not so much. 
All have something to say as they give voice through the 
experience of  Fem. And like a bouquet, you can enjoy 
each flower for its individuality. You can also consider 
how the individuality adds to the composition of  the 
whole arrangement. 

I hold these flowers in my arms and offer them to 
you. Read them in any order that suits your “Fem Fancy” 
or inquisitive “Fem Curiosity.” Stand up, sit down, squat, 
lie down, roll over, step into, or jump through the words. 
From my body to yours, with love. Some stems have 
thorns. Watch out or not. You may bleed. Some have lin-
gering beautiful aromas. Perhaps, resonating with your 
own scents. Some stink profusely. That’s life. Everything 
beautiful isn’t beautiful. But I can assure you, that there 
will be petals.

As a child I loved the beauty of  flowers while being 
afraid of  them. Love them. They die. Drying their flower 
bodies never felt the same. Then growing into “wooman-
hood,” I learned that there is never a beginning, or an end. 
Joy is infinite and filled with changes. The experience of  
being human is that nothing changes unless it changes. 
Change means we are spiritually alive, and transforming.

The final arrangement of  this book bouquet is up to 
you. You’re also invited to compost: renew, regenerate, 
restore.

Peace and Love, Cesi 
May 2022
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Rose was gorgeous
She had one physical eye
Four fingers on each hand
Her cleft lips had been poorly repaired with surgery
Her left arm was shorter than the right
She wrote poetry and signed contracts with her left hand
Her legs reached from the hip sockets to the knees
Her genital worked perfectly
Rose knew that a woman is responsible for her own 
joy and possibilities
She was boundless
Rose was a self-loving woman
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Juicy

Characters
Karen: Woman in her early thirties
Lee: Man in his late thirties 
 
Setting
Springtime. A park bench. New York City.

(Lights Rise)

LEE: (Looking straight ahead) Lovely day.
KAREN: (Looking straight ahead) Yes it is…a lovely day.
LEE: Expect rain?
KAREN: No. You?
LEE: No. A little cloudy.
KAREN: Yes, just a little. Could be rain. James took his 

trench coat to work.
LEE: Yes, could be.
KAREN: What?
LEE: Rain
KAREN: Could be… How’s your Mom?
LEE: Oh, Oh, Mom’s great! She had her annual physi-

cal. Good heart, lungs, stamina, everything. Doctor 
says, physically she could live for years and years. Still 
a beautiful woman. We had dinner together. I almost 
thought she recognized me. She looked at me. Didn’t 
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say anything. But she looked at me. But then again, 
she seemed to be doing more looking at everybody 
yesterday. Last month she wasn’t looking at all, just 
rocking back and forth. If  it was possible to look in-
side yourself, that’s what she was doing. I remember, 
in January when she was looking all the time, she had 
a special look for me. I know it was special for me. I 
know it was. She looked at my eyes, and it seemed like 
she was trying to hold on to me with her eyes. She 
didn’t do that with anyone else. I think she wanted 
to say my name because her jaw dropped open wide 
like she was saying /l/ for “Lee,” but no sound came 
out. I thought that maybe by springtime she would be 
saying more. It’s still spring, it’s still possible.

KAREN: I’m sure it’s possible Lee.

LEE: The Good Shepherd Home accepted her. I’m tak-
ing her on Tuesday. I’m so lucky. So lucky. They’re 
clean. The nurses are licensed, and most of  them 
were nice when I visited.

KAREN: People usually have a hard time taking care of  
their family…when you know…they stop remember-
ing so well. 

LEE: I remember, just before the Christmas holiday 
Mom left all the burners turned on and left the house. 
She didn’t have her coat. Went out in her housedress 
and her slippers. The super found her sitting on the 
curb at the taxi stand across from our building. She 
had forgotten where she lived. After that I knew I 
couldn’t leave her alone in the apartment any more. 
Even with neighbors looking in and checking on her 
it just wasn’t safe.
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LEE: (Hesitation and despair in his voice) I sold her acres in 
Alabama to make a down payment on the nursing 
home. The insurance hasn’t kicked in yet. Did you 
know old people can’t have assets to get the long-
term government insurance? Doesn’t matter I guess. 
She doesn’t remember Alabama or anything else.

KAREN: You did what you had to do.
(Lee and Karen look at each other. They penetrate each 
other with their eyes. Movement in unison. Lee takes two 
plums from a paper bag. He holds them with a single cupped 
hand with parted legs next to his genitals. Karen takes plums 
from her paper bag. She holds one in each hand next to the 
nipples of  her breasts. Then in unison they place the fruit on 
the park table in front of  them.)

LEE: I always wash my hands before I eat plums. A lot 
of  men don’t do that you know. I think it’s respectful.

KAREN: Women appreciate when a man washes his 
hands first. I know I do.

LEE: (Points to one of  the plums on the table) That one is a 
Goldenrod Plum. 

KAREN: I’ve sucked on other types of  rods before but 
never a Goldenrod.

LEE: It has firm flesh and a small pit inside.
KAREN: Pits are important. I like to have my pit touched. 

Sometimes a firm fleshy plum has a soft, chewy pit. 
LEE: When the pit is soft, I chew on it and swallow it.
KAREN: (Indicating one of the plums on the table) I enjoy sucking. 

There are dry plums, and there are juicy plums. I can 
tell if  the plum is juicy when I look at the outside. I 
hold the plum in the palm of  my hand, and I make 
just a little nip in the flesh. Just enough for the juice 
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to start dripping out. Then I start to suck. I let it drip 
on my face. Suck and drip, suck and drip, suck and 
drip, swallow.

LEE & KAREN: (Orgasmic moment) JUICY
LEE: Do you stroke the flesh while you suck?
KAREN: Yeah Baby.
LEE: Do you hold on to the flesh tight?
KAREN: I make magic with my mouth. Nip, suck, drip, 

stroke, nip, suck, drip, stroke, and pull.
LEE: JUICY
KAREN: When I finish…I don’t like it when I’m still 

hungry!
LEE: You already told me how you feel about your pits. 

Big Daddy can take care of  some pits.
KAREN: Most men don’t know how to take care of  

pits, and the whole experience just becomes so un-
pleasant!

LEE: I have magic fingers. (Indicates one of  the plums on the 
table) See that one. I would work the front and the 
back. It has a beautiful little stem. Most men neglect 
the stem.
I would hold the front and the back. I would gently 
twist the stem.

KAREN: See that’s what I’m talkin about. Do you think 
that’s pleasant? Having a stem twisted? 

LEE: Well I thought
KAREN: Yeah, you guys always think…
LEE: I’m sorry Karen.
KAREN: Just make it right!
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LEE: (Indicates the other plum on the table) I would hold the 
plum gently for a few minutes until it felt warm and 
comfortable in my hands. Then I would softly and 
patiently caress the flesh from all directions. Being 
very sensitive. I would touch one part, watch for a 
response, then caress again depending on how the 
flesh reacted. You know…if  the flesh sprang back 
or retracted in my fingers. It’s all about communica-
tion with your fruit. I think that’s where most men 
go wrong. They stop communicating with the fruit. 
Then I would take my thumb and my index finger 
and insert them in the front and in the back at the 
same time. I would move my fingers in motion to-
gether like I was composing a song. I’d move my fin-
gers fast, slow, faster, slower, faster, faster, faster.

KAREN: (Vocal expression)

LEE & KAREN: JUICY

(Lights Out)

(Lights Rise)

Setting
Next Morning. The Park.

(Lee is sitting on the bench. He looks at his watch. Karen 
rushes in. Lee looks up.)

LEE: There you are. I have some delicious…

KAREN: (Throws a bag of  fruit at Lee) Here’s your fruit.

(Lee looks at her, puzzled. Then he opens the bag. He 
takes one less than desirable plum out of  the bag.)

KAREN: I could only get one.
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LEE: (Opens the bag and takes the plum out) Brown rot? It has 
brown rot. (Banging the plum on the bench) This plum isn’t 
juicy. It’s rotten, and it’s hard.

KAREN: It’s the best I could do.
LEE: (Handing Karen a bag) Look at what I brought you.
KAREN: (Opens the bag, looks, and tosses it back to Lee) You. 

Does it always have to be about you? We’re moving 
to Phoenix. James got a promotion. He’ll be head of  
the division there. 

LEE: (Looking straight ahead) How soon do you leave?
KAREN: How soon do I leave? Is that what you want to 

say to me? Lee. Lee.
KAREN: I’ll have a good kitchen. Even an “LG” — you 

know a “Life is Great” refrigerator. Yes, a “Life is 
Great” refrigerator. Double doors. Nice, big, stor-
age bins for vegetables and FRUIT! James said, there 
wouldn’t be any reason for me to leave the house. 
We’ll have everything we need. I won’t be shopping 
anymore. We’ll shop on line and have home delivery.
I’ll make his breakfast.
He’ll go to work.
I’ll make his lunch.
He’ll go to work.
I’ll make his dinner.
I’ll order the food on line. We’ll get delivery the next 
day.
I’ll make breakfast.
He’ll go to work.
The delivery will come before noon.
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I’ll make his lunch.
He’ll come home, eat lunch, and then we’ll discuss…
Yes, we’ll discuss dinner.
He’ll go to work.
I’ll make dinner.
We’ll eat together.
I’ll go on line, order next day delivery.
It’s a little more in my routine but I’ll get used to it.
I’ll have a “Life is Great” refrigerator.
James said, clients would come to the house. I will 
cook, entertain, and look pretty.

LEE: Here, take your fruit.
KAREN: No, you keep them. I want more than fruit. I 

want… Can you feel what I want Lee? Can you? I sup-
pose we can’t always get what we want; we get what 
we’re due. I’m getting a new refrigerator.

LEE: (Looking at the sky) A little cloudy. Maybe rain.
KAREN: Do you hear me? Can you understand any-

thing I’m saying? Do you care?
LEE: Yeah, maybe rain.
KAREN: I won’t have to think about rain anymore. I’m 

moving to the desert. My grandma in Kingston used 
to say that a woman shouldn’t get involved in a re-
lationship unless she’s ripe. Well I’m ripe Lee and I 
want to be picked, eaten and enjoyed. Are you ready 
to pick me? Pick me Lee. Pick me.

LEE: Karen, you know I
KAREN: Yes I know. Forget it. Forget about me. I’m 

going to start eating dried fruit.
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Juicy fruit is over rated. Maybe I’ll start eating prunes. 
It’ll keep me from getting constipated, like some peo-
ple. When you’re constipated you have a whole lot 
stuck up your… (Begins to exit, then looks back at Lee) I 
wish your Mom all the best.

(Karen exits. Lee watches her leave. He picks up one of  the 
plums he bought for Karen and eats the juicy plum.)

(Lights Out)

End of  Play




