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Feelin’ here and there, to find

CHORUS: (Singing)
That that extra pound
So long as it’s around
That certain place
—ain’t ever outta place!

GODIVA: And you better believe it:—I ain’t the Singin’ Nun!

TOM: Well, well. She acquitted herself professionally.

VERONICAS: Will you be getting any money for your ride,
Lady Godiva?

GODIVA: (Tough, resuming her Brooklyn accent at this
point) No:—I'm dong it for the exposure.

VERONICAS: (As in an Elizabethan play) Soft you now: here
comes Thorold, the press agent.

(THOROLD enters from the right; he is dressed as the Sheriff
once again, but with a press agent’s hat on.)

THOROLD: Ah! Lady Godiva:—she keeps a tired businessman
awake. Hey! how come you got so much hair?

GODIVA: I'm retentive.—Is that the nag I'm supposed to ride?
(Indicating the wooden horse.)

THOROLD: Yes. Its name is “Vehicle.” A vchicle well suited
to your burlesque charms.

GODIVA: “Vehicle,” huh? Is it male or female?

THOROLD: Kneel, my child, and know.

GODIVA: Skip the religious bit:—I had this convent pegged
for what it is from the start.

THOROLD: Why, Godiva, how could you speak so lightly of
this establishment? Why, this is holy Coventry Convent.

GODIVA: More likely Coventry Convention, and not so holy.

O.Kl., O.K., get the nag ready and let’s get this show on the
road.

THOROLD: Wait a minute, hold your horses:—I must
announce you first. If you please, Madam.
(Lights, a flourish, dramatic effects, the CHORUS quivering
together, VERONICAS expectdnt, GODIVA very impatient.)

Ladies and Gentleman! Presenting for the first time on any
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stage and live before your startled eyes:—"The Life Of
Lady Godiva,” a curtain raiser ... A difficult subject,
handled with delicacy and taste. And relish.

TOM: Hubba, hubba!

(A flourish, etc., GODIVA moving whorishly toward the
horse. Suddenly SUPERVIVA re-enters left on the arm of
LEOFRIC. He is once again in his sado-masochist leather
garb and is carrying his whip. SUPERVIVA is all done up
like the opera Delilah. She carries a huge pair of shears.
She and LEOFRIC are laughing like well-healed lovers. All
movement stops and focuses on them. SUPERVIVA flexes the
shears.)

LEOFRIC: And then what happened?

SUPERVIVA: (Laughing) Then when?

LEOFRIC: When you demanded of her that she go through
with her historic ride.

(SUPERVIVA moves up to the NUNS' CHORUS as she speaks
and begins cutting off their wigs, one by one, as if it were
the most natural action in the world. The CHORUS line is
too startled to defend itself adequately. Her physical
masculine power overcomes each objector and her cries to
desist.)

SUPERVIVA: Well, it was very much like Greek tragedy,
you understand, what with the audience knowing the
whole story in advance and all, and just sticking around to
see how it would all come off, being all along well advised,
of course, of what was coming off. It’s all in the “how,”
not the “what.” Le., not the “what” am I, but the “how”
am I, the “how I live.” But then, you see, with Lady
Godiva of Coventry, one of history’s sexsational heroines,
the Eternal Woman, cteetera, etcetera, that need to have
her personally love us, personally love me, shall never real-
ly be fulfilled. Clip, clip. Ah, yes, it is an imaginary perfec-
tion, however ardently sought, amongst our quotidian im-
perfections . ..

(The CHORUS is scattered in outraged bewilderment. Their
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wigs, totally sheared, fall in heaps to the floor. SUPERVIVA
surveys her work with satisfaction. Then she advances
toward GODIVA with the awning shears extended menac-
ingly.)

GODIVA: (Resuming her natural voice) Who are you?

SUPERVIVA: I am Delilah—history’s first female barber, and
the Queen Bee of castration ladics.

GODIVA: | have submitted to you in everything. You turn your
shears on me without provocation!

SUPERVIVA: Your cloaking, protective tresses are provocation
enough, my child. Accept my apologies and kindly submit.

GODIVA: I do not like apologies. And I do not like the in-
stances that necessitate them.

SUPERVIVA: Come, come, the morn shows the day, young
harlot. You'll swim as well as Aquanetta soon as I've pared
away your hindrances.

GODIVA: So—there are necrophiliacs in the tombs!

(GODIVA steps back with unexpected quickness and wrests
the whip out of LEOFRIC’s hand. She holds off SUPERVIVA,
threateningly. The others all freeze where they are.)

SUPERVIVA: Who are you?

GODIVA: I am she who has policed her own ambitions,
Mother. I am the corpse you had in mind.

SUPERVIVA: What an active cadaver! Leofric—protect me!

LEOFRIC: I beg your pardon?

SUPERVIVA: | said protect me, defend me from that
monster!

GODIVA: Of your filial making!

LEOFRIC: What did you say, Delilah?

SUPERVIVA: Don’t you speak British, Earl Leofric, don’t
you understand me? (Very frightened, rushing from one to
the other.) Thorold, you, my son, help me!!

THOROLD: What did you say, Delilah?

SUPERVIVA: Can’t you comprehend me, either?

THOROLD: No, I can’t. But I think you're repeating
(belching) yourself.

SUPERVIVA: Sister Veronicas, Leofric—

LEOFRIC: Please, Superviva, words are an art form. Stop
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trying to use them to communicate with.

SUPERVIVA (Desperate) Thorold! what should I do?

THOROLD: Look demure and coy, such is always effective
when there are no appropriate stage directions.

VERONICAS: Or try snubbing everyone. That usually goes
over in a pinch.

SUPERVIVA: (Frantic, with GODIVA advancing on her)
Will nobody rescue me? I, who am the mother of all? Don’t
[ get out of this tight spot?

LEOFRIC: I'm afraid you don’t.

SUPERVIVA: That’s funny: my friends never seem to read
the same history books I do.

(GODIVA cracks the whip and knocks the shears from out of
SUPERVIVA's hand. SUPERVIVA trembles in dread.)

GODIVA: Your poetry is minor, Mother, your hang-ups
major! All products to the test of market now!

SUPERVIVA: But, Godiva, think about tomorrow!

GODIVA: Why should I? Tomorrow never thought about me!

SUPERVIVA: You idiots, you ungrateful bastards, all of you!
World War Three will teach you all a lesson . . .

(GODIVA whips SUPERVIVA and pushes her down to the
floor on her hands and knees. The others do not move.)

GODIVA: In dreams the stopped blood of February has
already begun mulling over the changing fashions of
madness . .. Tally-ho! «

(GODIVA cracks the whip again and mounts SUPERVIVA’s
back as if she were a horse.)

SUPERVIVA: Godiva, think of what you're doing, think of
the commitment you're making! You may have to live the
rest of your life like this!

GODIVA: Mother, you may have to live the rest of your life.

SUPERVIVA: (Crying) Godiva, my child, my dearling
daughter, have you no mercy for she who gave you birth?
You are my flesh and blood daughter!

GODIVA: What do you mean your daughter? Have you ever
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seen me for the thing I was, stood to the side of the thing I
am? What am I ever but a dream of you, fantasy versions
of your own self, your projects down-decade projected and
utterly minimized? [ am fenced in the claustrophobic sad-
dle of your back, like the whole wide world on the shell of
a tortoise—you have never provided another place in your
imagination for me to exist.

(A flourish. THOROLD rushes up to GODIVA and gives her a
riding stick.)

THOROLD: Presenting Lady Godiva of Leicestershire,
Warwickshire, Worchestershire, and Newark—New
Jersey! Lady Godiva rides nude at high noon! Turn up the
lights, will you? Full house lights on for high noon—let
nothing, not a single detail be hidden!

(The stage lights go up to their full brillance. GODIVA stabs
SUPERVIVA's side with the riding stick and begins to prod
her into moving off as if she were a horse.)

LEOFRIC: Godiva atop her named terrors, and by this act
becomes she an adult.

(TOM. with his special Peeping-Tom prongs and in-
struments, pries aside the sheer curtain and peers at the
riding GODIVA.)

TOM: (In Mexican accent) Hubba, hubba!

LEOFRIC: Who are you?

TOM: I am Tom, the Peeping Tom. The Peeping Tom of
history, if you please. A voyeur, to you.

LEOFRIC: What does that mean? .

TOM: (Peering through a telescope) Voyeurism?—Oh, it’s a
sitting back and watching proposition. A watching of
yourself.

LEOFRIC: But you're playing the Peeping Tom on Lady

Godiva.

TOM: So? If I'm watching her, she and I are the same person
really. Ah! hubba, hubba! I mean, aren’t we? I mecan—
that’s me out there on the horse and I'm back here by the
horse, not responsible at all, you see, but responsible of all,
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you see, an audience, a Godiva, of sorts.

VERONICAS: (Cobbling the shoes) He don’t make horse-
sense. :

THOROLD: Forget him, Leofric, he's just a brutish,
imbecilic cabbie.

ToM: Hey, Leofric, how does this plot wind up, anyhow?
LEOFRIG: It winds up tragically. Despite her naked ride
through Coventry at high noon, I never remit the tax.
THOROLD: You don't?P—A bit of leather, aren’t you, Earl

Leofric? S-M at the fringes.
TOM: Bastard!

(At this point, the end of “Les Preludes™ beings to play.
The NUNS' CHORUS re-enters slowly from the left and slowly
moves toward the right. There is something suggestive of
riding movement in their steps. VERONICAS, frantically
cobbling the soles of the shoes, at last completes her work.
She rushes up to GODIVA and fits them on her bare feet.)

VERONICAS: Lady Godiva, my martyred child, your ox-
fords are finally fixed. There, dear, that’s it—so you won't
be completely naked!

GODIVA: (Sadly) Thank you, Sister Veronicas. The only
article I don’t need, since I'n riding. Someday, have faith,
Sister Veronicas, and pornography will be accepted. (Smil-
ing slightly.) But nudity shall never be understood.

(“Les Preludes” whelms up to a full blast.)

GODIVA: Giddyup! Giddyup!

(GODIVA rides SUPERVIVA out right with the NUNS® CHORUS
following; TOM peeping with delight.)

END






