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BLOOMSDAY 
by Steven Dietz 
 
Robert 
And away they will go. And though I’ve already been on 
this tour once before, I will follow along. You see … that 
girl there … and would you – would you please just for a 
minute – would you please see that girl there? That is 
how she looked when I met her. Thirty-five years ago. 
She was twenty. A knowing, wise, and vibrant twenty. 
And I was also twenty. A stupid, clueless, and arrogant 
twenty. A boy she herself best described as a feckin eejit. 
 
And I didn’t hear a word of the tour. Because after she 
first spoke to me …. Something … something in me … 
happened. And so that is the tour I am on today.  And that 
girl … she is the perfect guide. Because to her – and this 
is something she told me thirty-five years ago that I only 
now begin to understand – to her, time is not a series of 
neat single notes called “the present” – one played after 
another.  No, to her Time is a chord: many notes, past-
present-future, all real … all alive … and all played at 
once.  
 
It’s impossible, of course, to return to another time. And 
yet: here I am.   
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Yesterday (He) 

by Colin Campbell Clements 

 

 

He:  

Never! Oh, I beg your pardon. No -- no, I never married. 

Hadn't the time, matter of fact. I dare say she is the mother 

of a large family now. Oh, dear me, how times do change. 

As I was saying, I was very much in love with her, at the 

time--at the time, you understand. But the family--her 

family, you understand, rather objected to me, so I--I broke 

off the whole affair, joined the Indian service - -and I've 

been quite content, quite. See her? See her? Oh, dear, 

no. It might be--er--rather, rather embarrassing for both of 

us. You see, we were practically engaged at the time. That 

is, I hadn't come right down to asking, but you know how 

some things are understood, so to speak. 
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Talley’s Folly 

by Lanford Wilson 

 

Matt: 

My first solution to the Sally-in-the-closet puzzle was she 

don’t want nothing to do with this Jew-type. Shiksas are a 

gullible breed and believe everything they hear. No?  

 

This Sally puzzle … She’s how old? It is not just Matt she 

is not liking. She is well over how old? All her friends and 

all her relatives were married by what age? And with all 

the prospering young men down here … I think we are 

getting somewhere. Well, this has got to be the most 

particular girl that ever was. Whoever heard of such a 

situation? Here is an unmarried, attractive, not fanatically 

religious young lady who actually thinks of herself as a 

human being rather than a featherbed. And you say there 

is no mystery? Also, I talked to the patients at the 

hospital, remember? And they all say, “Are you Sally’s 

beau? Every time we say something sweet to Sally, try to 

get fresh, she says, Come on, now, I got a beau.”  

 

Am I your beau?  
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Ma Rainey’s Black Bottom 

by August Wilson 

 

TOLEDO 

Now I’m gonna show you how this goes … where you just 

a leftover from history. Everybody come from different 

places in Africa, right? Come from different tribes and 

things. Soonawhile they began to make on big stew. You 

had the carrots, the peas, and potatoes and whatnot over 

here. And over there you had the meat, the nuts, the 

okra, corn … and then you mix it up and let it cook right 

through to get the flavors flowing together … then you got 

one thing. You got a stew.  Now you take and eat the 

stew. You take and make your history with that stew. 

Alright. Now it’s over. You done ate the stew. But you 

can’t eat it all. So what you got? You got some leftovers. 

That’s what it is. You got some leftover and you can’t do 

nothing with it. You already making you another history … 

cooking you another meal, and you don’t need them 

leftovers no more.  

 

See, we’s the leftover. The colored man is the leftovers. 

Now what’s the colored man gonna do with himself? 

That’s what we’re waiting find out. But first we gotta know 

we the leftovers.  
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Ma Rainey’s Black Bottom 
by August Wilson 

 

CUTLER 

Fact is … you better watch your gal when Slow Drag’s 

around.  One time in this little town called Bollingbroke, 

we was playing for this dance. And they was giving twenty 

dollars for the best Slow Draggers.  Slow Drag looked 

over the competition got down off the bandstand, grabbed 

hold of one of them gals and stuck to her like a fly to jelly. 

Like wood to glue. Man had the gal whooping and 

hollering so … everybody stopped to watch. This fellow 

come in … this gal’s fellow … and pulled a knife a foot 

long on Slow Drag. Well, Slow Drag ain’t missed a stroke. 

The gal, she just look at her man with that sweet dizzy 

look in her eye. She ain’t about to stop! Folks was 

clearing out, ducking and hiding under tables, figuring 

there’s gonna be a fight. Slow Drag just looked over the 

gal’s shoulder at the man and said … “Mister, I’m doing 

you a favor. I’m helping this gal win ten dollars so she can 

buy you a gold watch.” The man just stood there all the 

while stroking that knife. Told Slow Drag, say “Alright. 

You just better make damn sure you win.” That’s when 

folks started calling him Slow Drag. 
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BLOOMSDAY 

by Steven Dietz 

 

 

Robert 

Well, the truth is … I can’t tell her.  Not really. Can’t tell 

her about the birthday party I had a few weeks back. 

Some friends arranged it. My sons couldn’t get away from 

work – both are real busy with their own families – but 

they sent along a funny video they’d made.  Even my ex-

wife sent a card.  We ate and drank. Candles were blown 

out. Cake was eaten. And it should have been … I mean 

as I sat there, taking in this very sweet, very fun, nice little 

event in my honor – it should have been, I should have 

felt … warm. Content. Grateful. But … It was then I 

realized that there is a coldness in me. Masked – yes. 

Managed well – to be sure. But that night I knew … down 

deep, at the center of me … I am made of something 

cold.  And I think that started here.  In Dublin. With her. 

And I can’t tell her that.  
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ONE  

by Terrence Mosley  

Son: Nope. Picked up the blade when at 14 and never 

looked back. Ma never wanted me to shave. I thought she 

didn’t want me to grow up, or something like that, but now 

I understand. She would always say to me... every time, 

she would say, “It’s gonna grow back thicker”. First couple 

times weren’t too bad. A little irritation, no cuts, everything 

was fine. Next thing I know, I start getting all these bumps. 

I would let it grow out, they would disappear, and I would 

shave again. I would get more, every time I shaved, and I 

started to pick at them. I couldn’t pop ’em fast enough. 

Then it started feeling like I had steel pushing out of my 

pores. Sometimes it’s so bad I can’t sleep at night. Ma 

tried to warn me and I didn’t listen. I would go to bed mad 

at you. Thinkin’ you did this to me. Try and put you out of 

my head and there you are just beneath the surface 

pushing up. Pushing pain.  
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Gilbert or Frank  

by Terrence Mosley  

Stevenson: I’m in the locker room all the time, my friend. 

I’ve seen it all and my informal survey tells me black guys 

are swinging. Hung like Christmas lights. It makes sense 

anthropologically speaking. I’m not saying I’m a 

anthropologist, Frank but how else is the black man going 

to make it through the wilderness! You guys gotta be 

competitive. Just like modern life. You gotta know where 

you stand. I like to know where I stand. When I glance, it 

tells me everything I need to know about the competition.  

This is the way I see it. The guy dressing next to me. 

Hypothetically, he could best me career wise. He could be 

making much more than me. He could be driving a 

beautiful car. But when his towel comes off and he reveals 

he’s got a quarter pack of Mentos for a dick, I know I’ll 

catch up. I know eventually, I’ll surpass him. Cause 

covering the smell of genetic failure with designer MBA 

toilet water just won’t do. People always know.  
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Picasso Reincarnated: Ultimate Jackass  

by Joseph Arnone  

Joe: I was walking around for two days thinking I was 

Picasso, when really what I was, was a major jackass. I 

actually began feeling like I had a calling.  

I set up shop in my backyard, right against this big 

beautiful tree. I tore open the paints and squeezed out red 

and yellow paint into my palette. I dipped one of my 

brushes into my palette—I look up and into my canvas and 

it hit me–I asked myself as I stared at this large white 

canvas, “What the fuck am I doing?” It was like a spell had 

been broken. I felt silly and I started looking around and 

into the windows of neighbors houses, because I felt like I 

was being watched and sure enough there she was, a little 

girl named Meagan peering at me from her second floor 

story bedroom window. She had the look of disgust written 

across her face, so, to kind of, I don’t know, not feel 

inadequate in front of this child, I decided to prove to her 

that I could paint. It was as if I needed this child’s 

approval. Don’t ask me why. Maybe I’m just crazy but I 

did. I wanted this kid to say, “Good job Joe, you’re a 

fucking Picasso, alright!”  
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Wasted Talent  

by Joseph Arnone  

Donnie: He stopped believing, that’s it, that’s why he 

failed...he quit. So much talent, so much potential but he 

stopped believing in himself...he lost his way cause he 

couldn’t figure out what to do next with his career and I 

guess all the stress added up and finally broke him...his 

music was great...I would listen to it all the time...it would 

get me into a pumped up emotional state and his lyrics 

never got old...no one gave him a chance but I think that in 

today’s world that doesn’t matter; he didn’t give himself the 

chance to take control of his career the way I knew he 

could have. Maybe it was fear from doubting himself and it 

crippled his ambition.  

He did it for so long with no financial gain, no recognition 

for his genius and he couldn’t do it no more...he gave up 

and that’s why he hung himself in his studio; he couldn’t 

do it anymore.  

It pains me because I believed in the guy more than he 

believed in himself.  
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Wasted Talent by Joseph Arnone 

Donnie 

He stopped believing, that’s it, that’s why he failed...he 

quit. So much talent, so much potential but he stopped 

believing in himself...he lost his way cause he couldn’t 

figure out what to do next with his career and I guess all 

the stress added up and finally broke him...his music was 

great...I would listen to it all the time... his lyrics never got 

old...No one gave him a chance but I think that in today’s 

world that doesn’t matter; he didn’t give himself the 

chance to take control of his career the way I knew he 

could have. Maybe it was fear from doubting himself and it 

crippled his ambition. He did it for so long with no financial 

gain, no recognition for his genius and he couldn’t do it no 

more...he gave up and that’s why he hung himself in his 

studio; he couldn’t do it anymore. It pains me because I 

believed in the guy more than he believed in himself. He 

forgot the number one lesson which is to do what you love 

for the sake of the journey...nothing is more rewarding 

than that. He lost sight of that. He forgot what it’s all about. 

It’s not about money or fame or compliments...it’s about 

expressing yourself creatively because it’s what your soul 

needs to do and enjoying the process.  
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Finian’s Rainbow 

 

Finian: 

Don’t let her bedevil you, gentlemen. A witch she is and a 

witch she’s always been. Who would know better than me, 

her unhappy father, who found her on me doorstep, left by 

a fairy in the moonlight. At the age of two, she could talk 

with the skylarks, and decode the chirping of the crickets. 

At the age of four, she could blow a rainbow out of a 

bubble pipe, and then wear her pants out sliding down it. 

Then, during her adolescence, she took a tragic turn. She 

began to change whiskey into milk. It was a crisis, a crisis. 

From then on, one change led to another, and now you 

are all witnesses to the unhappy climax – she’s changed a 

white man into a black. (silencing gesture) Quiet, Woody, 

I’m doing the right thing. Just a minute, gentlemen. Sharon 

can also change a black man into a white. 
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