		  A STREETCAR NAMED VIAGRA


			  —  a one-act play  











CHARACTERS: (3)


			     THE DIRECTOR, male, any age, with a Southern accent


 	                             DESIREE VIAGRA, any age, a drag role for a male, any race, 


                                                                           Southern accent


 	                             THE PLAYWRIGHT, male in his thirties, at the back of the 


                                                                              theater, barely seen, Southern accent





SETTING:  A stage in a theater in the South, 1946, at an audition for a production 		       of a forthcoming new play by a young writer with potential





DIRECTOR:  (to audience as if they are there to audition) Thank you all for coming. I 


                       trust you have your headshots and your resumes all set for us. Great! We’ll 


                       be collecting those as you come up here on the stage to audition. I’m so 


                       glad to see so many of you showin’ up today! I am positive we’ll get a cast 


                       today, with the right accent  — finally! It has been sheer Hades so far. But 


                       today is the day, I can feel it in my bones. My name is Lamont LaFarge, as 


                       you probably know, and I am going to be directing this new play by our 


                       somewhat shy young PLAYWRIGHT. That’s him at the back of the 


                       theater there. (points)  Now he says he doesn’t want to come up here with 


                       me, and that’s just fine. He’ll just get in the way anyhow! (laughs) But do 


                       stand up and let them see you. . . . No? . . .  No? Oh, c’mon, Tennessee! 


                       Stand up! . . . Well, I guess he doesn’t want to.  Now, you’ve got to get 


                       over being that way if you’re going to be in the big time when we take this 


                       production up to little ole Broadway in New York City!  . . . You sure 


                       now? (looks out) You don’t want to show yourself?





PLAYWRIGHT:  (at the back) No!





DIRECTOR: Well, he can just watch then, can’t he? Maybe Tennessee there will even get 


                      an inspiration or two today, who knows, and finish up his little ole drama. 


                      (irritated, to the PLAYWRIGHT) Don’t forget we’re supposed to open in 


                      two months! It would be nice if we had a finished play!





PLAYWRIGHT:  It’s almost done! Just minor things left!





DIRECTOR: Well, don’t bite my head off. I’m doing my part. But enough of this. We 


                      wouldn’t want these lovely aspirants here to think there’s something wrong 


                      with the script. Would we?! Because there’s nothing wrong with the script 


                      that a few rewrites from a certain young unnamed PLAYWRIGHT   


                      wouldn’t fix! 


PLAYWRIGHT:  Don’t push me, Lamont.





DIRECTOR: (to audience) Let’s proceed, shall we? Now I know that some of you might 


                       be just a tad worried about being in this play. And I don’t blame you one 


                       little bit. After all, it is 1946 and there haven’t been too many plays about  


                       —  what shall we call it? — an interaction? — yes, an interaction between 


                       a brutal, sweaty, married what can only be called a Polish lout and a . . . 


                       genteel Southern gentleman of perhaps uncertain years but most certain, 


                       very impeccable refinements. I believe, even with the script still not quite 


                       finished, that the world is about to encounter one of the great acting parts 


                       ever penned. And that is the role of Mr. Lance DuBois that you are all here 


                       to audition for. So shall we begin? Now I’ll be taking some notes on my 


                       clipboard here. (Shows it) Don’t let that throw you off, all right?


                       Just give me your best audition. Now I may ask you to read a line a  


                       different way from your first choice. I might even ask you to do a little 


                       stage business — to walk a certain way or to move your arm here or there. 


                       I do hope you will accommodate me in these requests. Who knows —  


                       maybe even shy boy Tennessee out there will ask you to try something, 


                       something that may (a dig) inspire his little ole brain. (Smiles) Okay then, 


                       let’s get this train on track. Or should I say this streetcar on track? You 


                       will notice on your scripts that the title has been changed several times. I’m 


                       sure Tennessee there will come up with a satisfactory one one of these 


                       days, won’t he? At the present time the working title is A Streetcar Stop in 


                       New Orleans. You like that? . . . I don’t either. . . . Let’s see who’s our 


                       first audition today, all right? Now where is my appointment schedule? 


                       (looking at the clipboard) Looky! Here it is in front of my face! See, I’m 


                       not as disorganized as you may think. Or Mr. Tennessee out there 


                       apparently thinks. I just want to say there is absolutely no truth to the 


                       rumor you may have heard that another director is coming on board this 


                       project. (adamantly) Come hell or high water, I, Lamont LaFarge, am 


                       directing A Streetcar Stop in New Orleans and taking it to the Barrymore 


                       Theater next year on Broadway, and we’re going to make theater history! 


                       Are you with me? . . . Okay then. Let’s get started. Let me call the first 


                       person to audition for the part of Lance. (looking at clipboard) And that 


                       would be . . . let’s see (still looking) the first name on my list has got to be   


                       . . . ?





DESIREE: Probably me! (A stunning drag queen gets out of a seat in the audience and 


                  goes up on the stage.) I’m comin! . . .  (upon arriving) I have come! Here’s my 


                  little ol’ resume. (hands it over) And my little ol’ photograph as well. (hands it 


                  over)





DIRECTOR: (looking at the photo) Oh, dear, this is a picture of you on your knees giving 


                       . . .





DESIREE: You did ask for a headshot, correct? Oh, I’m sorry. Is that not what you 


                   wanted? 





DIRECTOR: Yes, we are trying to open up Broadway theater, but perhaps this is a touch 


                      much. (Hands it back)





DESIREE: Not to fret. I also have this one. For my more legitimate roles, shall we say. 


                   (Produces another photograph)





DIRECTOR: Much better. But are you sure you’re trying out for the part of Lance  


                     DuBois?





DESIREE: Isn’t he the genteel Southern gentleman?





DIRECTOR: Yes.


		


DESIREE: (striking a pose) Well, that’s me, Lance, all over! 





DIRECTOR: Genteel?





DESIREE: (striking another pose) Why, I’m genteel for days!	





DIRECTOR: What do you think genteel means?





DESIREE: Of the Protestant persuasion?





DIRECTOR: That’s gentile!





DESIREE: That’s me too. I’m also gentile for days! (to the audience) I can also be very 


                   gentle. If it suits me. . . . And it don’t always suit me! (correcting) Doesn’t!





DIRECTOR: (hurrying on) Very good!  Just to be clear. Lance DuBois is the part of a 


                       very sensitive, very upper-class Southern gentleman, now down on his 


                       luck.





DESIREE: I can play that! I’ve been down on my luck.





DIRECTOR: And your name is . . .





DESIREE: Why, I’m Desiree.





DIRECTOR: And you want to play Lance Dubois? Do I have that right?





DESIREE: You don’t want me to play Lance? I’d be very good.





DIRECTOR: I’m sure you would be, Miss. It is Miss, right? You are a miss, right?





DESIREE: You are askin’ about my last name, is you not? (correcting) Are you not?





DIRECTOR: I am indeed!





DESIREE: I’m Desiree Viagra.





DIRECTOR: I just have your first name here. How do you spell your last name? 





DESIREE: That’s V-i-a-g-r-a. Viagra. It’s Eyetalian.		


	


DIRECTOR: Really? It’s very pretty.





DESIREE: Why, thank you. I think it’s kind of pretty myself. (Strikes a pretty pose) Now 


                   some folks have been tellin’ me I ought to change it, make it like one of them 


                   (correcting herself) — one of those — Hollywood names you hear nowadays. 


                   Like Veronica. Or Olivia. Do you think I could be a Hollywood star if I 


                   changed my name like that?





DIRECTOR: You never know. Anything is possible, if you just try! It’s all part of the 


                      dream!





DESIREE: That’s what I think! How about Veronica Lagoon?





DIRECTOR: Veronica Lagoon?





DESIREE: Well, Veronica Lake’s taken! How about Veronica Reservoir? Sounds   


                   French, oui?





DIRECTOR: Very.





DESIREE: I thought so. But then my real name, Desiree, that’s sort of French too, isn’t 


                  it? Maybe I should stick with that? (saying it sexily) Desiree . . .





DIRECTOR: Maybe you should.





DESIREE: Desiree Viagra! It has a certain n’est pas [wrong French] to it. 





DIRECTOR: I can almost see it up on a billboard now. Viagra’s Back — 





DESIREE: And Gable’s got him! (correcting) Her! . . . Whatever.





DIRECTOR: I’m sure you’ll be a sensation in Hollywood, no matter what name you 


                     ultimately choose.


DESIREE: Well, aren’t you just the sweetest thing in the room! I could almost eat 


                   you up!





DIRECTOR: (hurrying on) So then, what have you prepared for us today? Do you want 


                       to show that to us? Hmm?





DESIREE: I’d love to, you little precious thing, you. I do need to prepare myself first, 


                  though.





DIRECTOR: Take all the time you need.





DESIREE: (overly Southern bellle-ish)  Why, thank you. I have always depended upon 


                    the kindness of directors.





DIRECTOR: (to audience) We’ll be with the rest of you in no time. All right? (to 


                       Desiree) About ready?





DESIREE: A lady doesn’t like to be rushed now! I am getting into the mood.





PLAYWRIGHT: (still in the back) And what will you be doing for us? Shakespeare?





DESIREE: Was I supposed to prepare some little ole Shakespeare?





PLAYWRIGHT: It’s usual.





DESIREE: My, my, I am such a flutter-brain. I had no idea I was to do Shakespeare. 





PLAYWRIGHT: Who else can you do?





DESIREE: Well, I don’t exactly do people. I spoke hastily. I don’t usually use vulgar 


                   words like that. But I could recite a poem.





DIRECTOR: Why don’t you do that, Miss.





DESIREE: ‘Sometimes — there’s God — so quickly.” A poem by Desiree Viagra: (clears 


                   throat) 


		


		Sometimes the world seems cruel and cold.


		Sometimes the world seems kindly.


		Just don’t let it see you growin’ old.


		It might treat you malignly. 





                     (to the others) You like that rhyme — malignly? I think it’s sort of nice, 


                     don’t you? The rhythm is a little off maybe. Anyway, here’s the rest.





		Sometimes a rose is just a rose.


	            Sometimes a rose is sickly.





                       (to others) Or is prickly better? Sometimes a rose is prickly? I’m still 


                        working on my poem, as you can tell.





		Sometimes a rose is just a rose.


		Sometimes a rose is sickly prickly.


		But there are times you hold it to your nose


		And there is God — so quickly!





                       (to others) Thank you. (explaining) Because the rose smells so pretty —  


                        that’s what it means.





DIRECTOR: Thank you, Miss Viagra. We’ll let you know.





DESIREE: You’re most welcome. (She starts to leave.)





PLAYWRIGHT: (calling to the Director) Could I see you for a minute, Lamont!





DIRECTOR: Back there?





PLAYWRIGHT: If you don’t mind.





DIRECTOR: (to audience) If you would excuse me for a moment. (Goes to the back and 


                      confers with the PLAYWRIGHT, loudly enough to hear the voices but not 


                      the content, followed by:)





DIRECTOR: (after a bit of wrangling) Really? You think so?





PLAYWRIGHT: It’s just an idea at the moment. (Hands him pages) Take these.





DIRECTOR: (making his way back to the stage) Would you folks mind if we spent just a 


                       little more time with Miss Viagra here? You wouldn’t? Well, aren’t you 


                       just the best things! (back on stage) And would you mind reading from the 


                       script a little bit? Tennessee has scribbled a few more pages and he’d very 


                       much like to hear how they sound coming from your little ole mouth.





DESIREE: I don’t mind. That is, if you could lower the lights around here just a bit. I 


                  can’t stand the glare on this script! (waves the pages, but it’s really the glare 


                  on her face that bothers her) Nobody needs this much light!





DIRECTOR: But of course we don’t mind. (He either turns the lights down himself or 


                      gives a signal to the lighting person to do so.) Is that better?





DESIREE: That’ll do. As long as it doesn’t make me look at day over sixteen.





DIRECTOR: Lance in the script is supposed to be over thirty. Maybe even thirty-five.





DESIREE: (coyly) I can play older.





DIRECTOR: So would you read these new lines? (with a dig at the PLAYWRIGHT)    


                     Or at least the new lines for today!





DESIREE: (looking them over)  I hate to read cold.





DIRECTOR: Well, do you want to sit down and look them over? We can come back to 


                      you, but it will have to be after I’ve auditioned these other people.





DESIREE: Oh, let’s just do it! I have an appointment this afternoon to have a little ol’ 


                   soak in a little ole hot tub. Every now and then I feel the worst necessity to 


                   calm my nerves! And today is my day.





DIRECTOR: Perfect. Whenever you’re ready.





DESIREE: There’s another part here as well. Somebody named Kowalski. Sheldon 


                   Kowalski.





DIRECTOR: (to the PLAYWRIGHT) Have you changed his name from Bubba again?





PLAYWRIGHT: I want to see how it sounds!





DIRECTOR: (rolling his eyes) If we could just make up our minds once and for all, what 


                       a blessed day that would be, wouldn’t it?! (to Desiree) Here, let me read 


                       the part with you. I’ll play Sheldon Kowalski! Ready?





DESIREE: As I’ll ever be.





DIRECTOR: (reading) “Holding meat in his hand, he calls out his wife’s name.” (starts to 


                      yell her name but is stopped by Desiree.)





DESIREE: Just a minute now. He’s holding his meat in his hand? What kind of play is 


                  this? I’m getting mixed signals.





DIRECTOR: Cutting edge. The meat is a symbol of the carnal relationship that the wife 


                      and Bubba — I mean Sheldon — have.





DESIREE: I see. I’m not sure I want to see, but I see. Maybe I’m not right for this part 


                  after all.





PLAYWRIGHT: (calling) Don’t leave! Please!





DESIREE: But my hot tub is waiting!





PLAYWRIGHT: Please! Just a few more lines!





DESIREE: Well, all right. I try to be accommodatin’ when I can. 





DIRECTOR: Shall I proceed?





DESIREE: Whenever you’re ready.





	(They bow slightly to each other.)





DIRECTOR: (explaining) Holding the meat in his hand, he — (to PLAYWRIGHT)       


                       By the way, how big is this meat supposed to be? Does he hold it in one 


                       hand or two?





PLAYWRIGHT: I don’t know. I don’t want to make it too obvious.





DIRECTOR: Well, some in the audience are going to know what it means. Here’s this 


                      primitive brute with a hunk of meat in his hand, waving it around for all to 


                      see. I mean, how subtle is that?





PLAYWRIGHT: I could change it to a hunk of cheese.





DIRECTOR: So he’s waving a hung of cheese around while he’s calling to his wife?





PLAYWRIGHT: Let’s try it, see how it looks.





DIRECTOR: (resigned) Okay. So here’s a piece of cheese in this hand, and I’m calling 


                       for my sexy young wife to come down from our low-class, low-down 


                       apartment. (takes a moment to prepare, then calls out) Nannnn — cy! 


                       Naaannnn-cy!





DESIREE: His wife’s name is Nancy?





PLAYWRIGHT: What’s wrong with Nancy?





DESIREE: Don’t mind me. It’s your little ole play. It’s just a little bit hard to get your 


                  teeth into callin’ “Nannn-cy,” don’t you think?





PLAYWRIGHT: We’ll work out the kinks! Proceed, please! 





DESIREE: (as Lance) “Why are you hollering for my baby sister like a Polack, Sheldon?”


DIRECTOR: (as Kowalski) “Because I ain’t refined like you, sugar.”





DESIREE: (as Lance) “Don’t you call me sugar. I hardly know you. (flirtatiously) And 


                   I’m not that refined. Hark! What’s that sound I hear?”





DIRECTOR: Right here we’re going to have a sound effect of a streetcar, or maybe a bus, 


                      coming up the street. Clang, clang. It’s also a symbol.





PLAYWRIGHT: Don’t tell them everything, Lamont! Let them figure it out themselves.





DIRECTOR: Sorry! Don’t figure it out, folks. Just because the name of the streetcar is 


                      Libido and it crosses the intersection at Fellatio, why in the world would it 


                      ever be interpreted as a symbol?! Forget I said anything, folks! It’s just a 


                      streetcar, or maybe a bus. You know, a big, butch bus belching fumes all 


                      over the place!





PLAYWRIGHT: No, I don’t think a bus is right. I’m keeping it a Streetcar named Libido. 


                           And that’s final!





DIRECTOR: Well, at least that makes something that’s final in this fucking script!





DESIREE: I do not appreciate hearin’ language like that! 





DIRECTOR: Sorry. I apologize to everyone here about my language. 





PLAYWRIGHT: The stage is no place for words like that!





DIRECTOR: I said I was sorry!


			


DESIREE: Well, you should be. Under these circumstances, I have half a mind to decamp 


                   from these premises.





DIRECTOR: (under his breath) You have half a mind under most circumstances. (to the 


                      others) So then! Where are we?





DESIREE: (finding something among some props on a prop table) What’s this?





DIRECTOR: It’s an atomizer. The wife of Bubba — Sheldon! — uses it.





DESIREE: Do you mind if I use it? (Squirts it)





DIRECTOR: (irritated) Be our guest!





DESIREE: This is sort of nice. I’ve never seen one of these before. Smells pretty. (Squirts 


                   it on herself) And now I smell pretty! (Squirts again) Is that too much?


DIRECTOR: Shall we?





DESIREE: I’m ready! Lance has this long speech here about entering a room he thinks is 


                  empty and discovering somebody or other in a compromisin’ position. Want 


                  me to read that?





PLAYWRIGHT: Would you please!





DESIREE: One little question.





PLAYWRIGHT: Yes?





DESIREE: If Lance is supposed to be such a gentleman, wouldn’t he knock before 


                  entering somebody else’s room?





PLAYWRIGHT: I’m still working it out! We’ll get it right.





DESIREE: Just askin’. Don’t mean to be a bother!





DIRECTOR: Not a problem, not at all.





DESIREE: Then maybe one other little question?





DIRECTOR: (to others) I’m sorry this is taking so long, folks. We’ll get to you in just no 


                       time at all. Hang in there, would you? 





PLAYWRIGHT: (irritated) What’s your other question?





DESIREE: It says here that Sheldon is a “gaudy seed-bearer.” 





PLAYWRIGHT: Yes?





DESIREE: Does that mean what I think it means? He’s bearing his seed — and gaudily?





PLAYWRIGHT: That’s right. He represents virility.





DESIREE: And you’s all goin’ to be puttin’ this on the stage in New York City for people 


                  to see and everything?





PLAYWRIGHT: Yes.





DESIREE: But it’s not decent! They’ll run you out of town. I’ve been run out of any 


                  number of towns and I’m decent!	(Squirts herself again with the atomizer)		


DIRECTOR: If we do it right, we’ll get away with it.


PLAYWRIGHT: Lamont’s correct. It’s all in how we do it whether we make it or fall on 


                            our faces. Would you read one more section for us, please? One I want 


                            to hear for the very first time. I wrote it last night.





DESIREE: Surely, I can do that. Which section would that be?





PLAYWRIGHT: This time would you read the part of Sheldon Kowalski — on pages 


                            three and four of what I gave you?





DESIREE: (looking) Let me find that. Okay, here are the pages!





PLAYWRIGHT: About halfway down page three.





DESIREE: Got it!





PLAYWRIGHT: And, Lamont, would you mind reading the part of Lance to Desiree’s 


                            Sheldon?





DIRECTOR: Me?





PLAYWRIGHT: You’re up there already. Please. Indulge me.





DIRECTOR: (falsely jovial) As if I haven’t for the past six months! All right, all right, let 


                       me play the part. (finds page three) I’m ready, willing, and able!





DESIREE: From the middle of the little ol’ page.





DIRECTOR: (irritated) Thank you! (as Lance) “Stay away! Don’t advance one step, 


                      Sheldon!”





DESIREE: (to PLAYWRIGHT) Sheldon Kowalski is very common, is that right?





PLAYWRIGHT: Very.





	(What we are about to see now is a drag queen playing macho Stanley Kowalski.)


	


DESIREE: All right, I can be common — if I work at it. (now as Kowalski, but miscast, 


                  shall we say) “What did you just say to me?”





DIRECTOR: (as Lance) “A monstrous thing will occur here in this bedroom if you don’t 


                       stop now!”





DESIREE: (as Kowalski) “Ha! I’m not afraid of a dainty little thing like you, Lance 


                   Dubois.”





DIRECTOR: (as Lance) “Dainty? I’ll show you dainty! See this milk carton here?”





DESIREE: (as Kowalski) “Yeah, I see it. So what?”





DIRECTOR: (as Lance) “I could break this milk carton here on this table here and drag it 


                      right across your big old Polack face! Like this! ” (explaining) Lance breaks 


                      the milk carton here and starts slashing back and forth at Sheldon, from a 


                      distance. (Demonstrates toward DESIREE)





DESIREE: (as herself) I think they get the picture!





DIRECTOR: Just tryin’ to make it clearer for them! Then Sheldon says — 





DESIREE: “Come here. You want me, bitch and you know it!” 





DIRECTOR: (as Lance) “Don’t get your hopes up, Pole boy! Or you’ll have milk stains 


                       from your Polack chin to your Polack navel!”





DESIREE: And then Sheldon says “So you like the rough stuff, huh? Milk cartons, huh?” 


                  And then he goes toward Lance and says: “You’ve come between me and my 


                  woman enough since you came here. Well, we’ve had this date from the 


                  beginning, you and me, Miss Thing!” And then he goes right up next to Lance 


                  and —  





DIRECTOR: And I scream! (Screams as Lance) And then Lance’s sister comes in and 


                      they argue and she drives him away.





DESIREE: Really?





DIRECTOR: That’s correct. (to PLAYWRIGHT) Unless it’s been changed again!





PLAYWRIGHT: I haven’t changed it!





DESIREE: I beg you pardon? You mean, Lance DuBois don’t — doesn’t — get the man 


                  at the end?





DIRECTOR: I’m afraid not. Because of the encounter with Sheldon Kowalski, he 


                     eventually throws himself under a streetcar or maybe a bus. Offstage, of 


                     course.





DESIREE: He throws himself where?!





DIRECTOR: That’s the way the writer wants it. I think a home for the neurasthenic is 


                      much more touching myself.





DESIREE: Is that what I think it is?





DIRECTOR: It’s 1946!





DESIREE: Bullshit! Pardon my French, but that’s bullshit. I’ve read enough here to see 


                  that this Lance DuBois is a fellow with lots of pride in who he is. (indignant)  


                  And he dies under a bus?!





DIRECTOR: We’re going to cause a scandal as it is with this encounter between these  


                      two men.





DESIREE: Well, nobody asked me, but I think Mr. Lance DuBois should get hisself a 


                   boyfriend at the end. And somebody better than this common ole Sheldon  


                   Kowalski too! Bubba — whatever his name is. People like that shouldn’t 


                   always win!





DIRECTOR: Thank you, thank you, thank you. You read just splendidly. 





DESIREE: You tryin’ to get rid of me now? 





DIRECTOR: We do have these other people to audition.





DESIREE: I didn’t get the part?!





DIRECTOR: As I said before, we’ll let you know, when we know.





DESIREE: Pardon me, but you ain’t — isn’t — aren’t — goin’ to get anybody better for 


                  the part of Mr. Lance Dubois than little ole yours truly. I say that in all 


                  modesty. (Squirts herself with the atomizer again) And I’m willing to play the 


                  part if you’ll change the ending.





PLAYWRIGHT: (calling) Thank you for coming!





DESIREE: Well, I can tell already you’re not goin’ to cast me in the part. Are you? 


                  (Nobody answers.) I thought so! You got something against drag queens?





DIRECTOR: (mock shock) You’re a drag queen?





DESIREE: I am! And there are none finer. And none refiner. 





DIRECTOR: I’m sure. Thank you. (under his breath) Nothing could be finer than to be in 


                      your . . .





DESIREE: (indignant) My what?





DIRECTOR: It’s a song.





DESIREE: (insistent) My what? I hope you weren’t saying nothing could be finer than to 


                   be in my . . . no, I won’t even rhyme it! But I bet you it wasn’t Carolina you 


                   was rhymin’! (She squirts the atomizer in his direction several times.) You 


                   are no gentleman, sir! No gentleman!





DIRECTOR: Please, stop the spraying! I’m choking.





DESIREE: (woozy from the spray) You’ll all remember the day Desiree came here, won’t 


                   you? And you’ll remember her perfume too, I bet. I’m calling this after me.  


                   (Squirts toward the audience) It’s called Viagra! (Squirts) Smell that? Isn’t 


                   that wonderful?





DIRECTOR: Thank you, Miss Viagra. Thank you so much. You can go out this way. 


                      Tennessee, can you help me? 





DESIREE: (feeling the fumes from the atomizer) But I don’t want to leave. I’ve had such 


                    a good time here. That smells so damn good! (She whoops.) So damn good!





(The PLAYWRIGHT rushes up to help the Director escort Desiree off the stage.)





THE PLAYWRIGHT / THE DIRECTOR: Come right along there now, Desiree. Right 


                                                                     out here. You can go out the back way. That’s 


                                                                     fine. That’s good.





DESIREE: (in a perfume rapture) Am I good? Am I fine? Damn, I’m fine! Damn I’m 


                   good! Nothing could be finer than to be in my vagina . . .





(Their voices trail off. After a few moments the Director returns.)





DIRECTOR: (to audience) She’ll be fine. She’ll be just fine. . . . Next?                    			


PLAYWRIGHT: I think I've got an idea for my play! What if I make it Blanche instead of


                             Lance DuBois? By God, I think I've finally got it!





				      BLACKOUT    
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