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FIVE LESBIANS EATING A QUICHE 

By Linder and Hobgood 

 

Dale: 

 

I found this old candid – very candid – portrait of Lady 

Monmont, taken when she was clearing the subdivision 

now known as “Oak Tree Falls.” Now you can see here 

she is returning from the Colony of Chickens. I deduced 

this from the specially designed egg satchel she is 

carrying. And just then … a mighty oak, fell before her, 

and landed right in her path. And this portrait was taken 

just as she began to chop that tree into pieces and clear 

her path. And even though this was candid I look at this 

and think, “That that’s a pose.” A tree lands, she sees it, 

and she’s dealing with it. She has to build a town, she’s 

got a lot of eggs, she’s got a tree in her way, but she’s 

dealing with it. And it’s the sheer drama in this pose. She 

was just one of those women … a woman who knew how 

to pose. Even she wasn’t. 
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FIVE LESBIANS EATING A QUICHE 

By Linder and Hobgood 

 

Vern: 

Didn’t you hear what Lulie said? We’re treating this like it’s 

the real thing. Do you realize what would happen to you if 

a bomb did drop? Everyone and everything out there 

would be obliterated. And even if you could go out and get 

her, we couldn’t let you back in. Even if we wanted to. You 

know that just as well as I do. No one … NO ONE … is to 

go through this door unless I tell you to. Understand? If 

Ginny had stepped out that door after an explosion, it 

would have sensed external radiation, and sealed itself 

shut. I’ve rigged the door so it can be opened once. Just 

ONCE in an emergency. But after that, the only way to re-

open the door is with a welding torch. And that, I left under 

my bed.  
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Bloomsday - 1 

by Steven Dietz 

CAITHLEEN  (with an Irish lilt) 

During the next ninety minutes we will see, first hand, 

many of the very places Joyce depicted in his most 

famous novel – his masterwork – a book widely 

considered the most important novel of the twentieth 

century: Ulysses. Joyce was a Dubliner by birth – and in 

Ulysses he set himself the task of describing a single day 

in the life of three residents of Dublin: a young writer 

named Stephen Dedalus, his friend Leopold Bloom, and 

Bloom’s unforgettable wife Molly. The day he chose was 

June the sixteenth, a day when Dubliners and people 

‘round the world dress up in turn-of-the-century clothing 

and reenact moments from the novel, including Leopold 

Bloom’s walk through Dublin. Today, we shall walk in his 

footsteps. Now before we begin, are there any questions? 
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Bloomsday -2 

by Steven Dietz 

CAITHLEEN  (with an Irish lilt) 

I bet my Da put you up to this! He as much as admitted to 

it – the other night – my Da – rolled home from the pub 

stinkin’ of smoke and the perfume of some Hatch Street 

whore. Said “Don’t tempt me Caithleen – cause I’ll do it! I’ll 

drum up a way to scare you straight – so you won’t end up 

like your lunatic mother.” He had her committed, you know 

They hauled her away to St Bredan’s. My Da – my Dad 

did that to her!  But I bet you know that – I bet he told you 

things about me – things to make me scared – make me 

feel like I’m going made like my Ma did.  That’s how it 

started with her you know: Time stopped behaving’ like it 

should. Things in the past or future refused to stay where 

they belonged. People started showin’ up in her days and 

they’d be the wrong age. (Pause) I don’t want to be her. 

End up like. Do I? Do you know? If I end up like her?  
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Your Money’s Worth  

by Kellie Powell  

Jessie: Believe it or not, I didn't come in here and say "Fix 

me." I work. I work every goddamned day. I got myself to 

class when I wanted to kill myself, I've held down jobs, 

gone to work when I would have rather drank bleach. I 

made friends, I supported them in times of crisis. I've even 

dated. All while being in a living hell. I work. You don't 

know me, you don't know what my life is, and you can't 

blame me for feeling desperate, for wanting a way out. I'm 

not all the other people you've treated, okay? Stop treating 

me like an age group. I'm a human being.  

Normally, I'd just make another appointment, cancel it, and 

ignore your calls. But, I've confronted you. And you know 

what? That's huge for me! I've aired my grievances, you've 

refused to acknowledge me, and now, I'm done. One of us 

is being insane, and for once, it's not me.  
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Like Dreaming, Backwards  

by Kellie Powell  

Natalie: I dropped her off, that night, about a quarter to 

two. I should have asked her to come over. Or at least 

asked her if anything was wrong. But she seemed normal. 

Not happy, exactly. But... like herself.  

I met her freshman year, in Introduction to British 

Literature. We made each other laugh. She was... bitter, 

and cynical, but still, really nice... I knew she had 

depression... but... it was weird. We had fun together, you 

know? I never really made sense of that.  

That night, we saw a play. And then we went to a midnight 

movie. I was nodding off through the last half of it, I'd 

gotten up early that morning to go running. And, I keep 

wondering... if there was something... in the play, or in the 

movie, some trigger, or... some reason. Something that 

could... set her off, you know? Something I missed.  

I just keep trying to look for clues. For answers. She had 

survived so much. Why that night?  
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BEAUTIFUL DAY 
BY JOSEPH ARNONE 

 

LINDA:  

All I ask is even one day to look beautiful.  Sure, I know 

those books that talk about “if your beautiful on the inside, 

you are beautiful on the outside”.  My friends and family 

tell me similar notions.  But honestly, let’s face it…I’m an 

ugly duckling. 

Oh, I’ve tried just about everything under the sun that I 

could possibly get my hands on.  You name virtually any 

damn woman’s care product and I either tried it or read 

about it.  Nothing seems to make me feel like a beautiful 

woman. 

Some days I look at those women in movies like Julia 

Roberts or Audrey Hepburn…just real classy 

women.  Beautiful women.   

If I could be beautiful on the outside for a day, that would 

be my dream come true.  Just for one day…to see what it 

feels like.  To be able to look into a mirror and like what I 

see.  That would be my beautiful day. 
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A MATTER OF HUSBANDS 

FAMOUS ACTRESS 

 

There, dear, you mustn't apologize. You couldn't know, of 

course. It seems so plausible. You fancy your husband in 

an atmosphere of perpetual temptation, in a backstage 

world full of beautiful sirens without scruples or morals. 

One actress, you suppose, is more dangerous than a 

hundred ordinary women. You hate us and fear us. None 

understands that better than your husband, who is 

evidently a very cunning lawyer. And so he plays on your 

fear and jealousy to regain the love you deny him. He 

writes a letter and leaves it behind him on the desk. Trust 

a lawyer never to do that unintentionally. He orders 

flowers for me by telephone in the morning and probably 

cancels the order the moment he reaches his office. By 

the way, hasn't he a lock of my hair? Yes. They bribe my 

hair-dresser to steal from me. It is a wonder I have any 

hair left at all. 
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Talley’s Folly 

by Lanford Wilson 

Sally: 

He was a guard on the basketball team; I was a 

cheerleader. We grew up together. We were the two 

richest families in town. We were golden children. Dad 

owned a quarter of the garment factory. Harley’s dad 

owned a third. These two great families were to be united 

in one happy factory. We used to walk through the plant 

holding hands, waving at all the girls, they loved us. When 

the workers asked for a showdown to discuss their 

demands, Dad brought us right into the meeting onto the 

platform. Everybody applauded. “Here they are folks, The 

future of the country. Do you love them or do you love 

them? Now back to work.” We still don’t have a union.  
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Ma Rainey’s Black Bottom 

by August Wilson 

 

Ma Rainey: 

Who’s this “we” … What you mean “we”? You mean you 

decided, huh? I’m just a bump on the log. I’m gonna go 

whichever way the river drift. Is that it? You and 

Sturdyvant decided I ain’t got no good sense. I don’t know 

nothing about music. I don’t know what’s a good song and 

wha ain’t. You know more about my fans than I do?  

I’m gonna tell you something, Irvin … and you go on up 

there and tell Sturdyvant. What you all say don’t count with 

me. You understand? Ma listens to her heart. Ma listens to 

the voice inside her. That’s what counts with Ma. Now, you 

carry my nephew on down there … he’s gonna do the 

voice intro on that Black Bottom song … and that Levee 

ain’t messing up my song with none of his shit. Now, if that 

don’t set right with you and Sturdyvant … then I can carry 

my black bottom on back down south to my tour, ‘cause I 

don’t like it up here no ways.  
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BLOOMSDAY 

by Steven Dietz 

 

Cait (with an Irish lilt) 

 

We decide, Robbie. We have to decide where to put these 

people in our heads n hearts. It’s not up to the dead to find 

their place. It’s up to us. I’ve put my Da behind a a nice 

strong door. I’m glad to know he’s there. But I’m also glad 

for that door, an’ the good lock on it. My dear brother 

Paddy – passed a few years back, done in by pneumonia 

– but I’ve put him for eternity in a nice warm bath.  With a 

good mystery to read an a jigger of rye at the ready. My 

Ma I put in a chair near the south window; with our good 

quilt on her lap – not too close, I don’t want her grabbin’ at 

me every time she needs something – but near enough 

that I can hear her sweet laugh.  It’s something you’ve got 

to do for your Ma, Robbie, If you don’t, there’s no end to it. 

She’ll wander around inside you, keepin’ you unsettled, 

long as you live.  
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FIVE LESBIANS EATING A QUICHE 

By Linder and Hobgood 

 

Lulie: 

 

Can you believe it’s is that time of year again? The tasting 

of the first quiche! I don’t think I need to re-iterate the 

importance of the EGG to me and my life.  All of our lives. 

As I explained in the forward of my best-selling textbook 

“Women Can Yes: The history of the Egg,” the egg is as 

close to the Lord Jesus as a piece of food can get. So 

pure, so perfectly shaped, so delicious. I remember the 

first time I ate a quiche. I was so young. Sprightly. Naïve. 

And that first bite. I didn’t think I’d ever find others who 

enjoyed quiche as I did. And then I found you all. My 

sisters. My fellow widows. And I for one cannot wait for 

you all to try this year’s Prize Quiche. (Looking at the 

Quiche) That’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. Let 

us take a moment to reflect on how our funder suffered for 

our sake. I like to think Lady Monmont is looking down on 

us today and smiling. Oh, and she’s eating a quiche.  

 

 


