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SUPERVIVA: (Ignoring the snub) You see, they used to think
the bomb would solve everything. So everyone got lazy.
But now they’ve forgotten how to make atomic bombs. All
the taxes that used to go into military expenditures are cur-
rently being sunk into peace projects. So I repeat, what
will be in 30 years?

LEOFRIC: Make up for lost time, but do not lose present time
in the process!

(SUPERVIVA lights up another cigarette after being snubbed
by LEOFRIC. Her cigarette holder gets in THOROLD’s way.)

THOROLD: Smoking again, Mother?

SUPERVIVA: Yes, Lord Raleighs. Ever notice he has balls
instead of a beard?

THOROLD: Now listen carefully, Godiva: you are to be
fairly forward with the angels, but within good taste, you
understand? Sometimes you share a pleasanterie with
them, sometimes you pinch their cheeks.

LEOFRIC: You can dye your hair in the rear.

SUPERVIVA: 30 years hath September, April, June, and
November. All the rest have 31 thousand millenniums, ex-
cept February, which doesn’t have any days at all—and,
child, it never willll!

THOROLD: 1 remember, I remember, Godiva, the house
where we were born. And, believe me, I've done
everything possible to forget it!

GODIVA: (Despondent, confused) 1 need a new nuance.
Subtleties are O.K. in their place, but there’s nothing like a
nuance. A really new ance-er to everything.

SUPERVIVA: It is better to make use of everyday concep-
tions, and get double everything rolled into one.

VERONICAS: Some prefer cottontail candy.

LEOFRIC: And some a feminized dandy.

GODIVA: (Impatient) Listen, [ ain’t got all night! It's
gonna be morning soon and I'll be waking up. Do or don't
all you angels have some revelation to make?

SUPERVIVA: Yes, I do—I mean, we do. And hark me well,
‘cause this is plot material. Good child, Godsend Godiva,
sweet babe o’mine, I am your mother!

GODIVA: You are—?
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SUPERVIVA: | repeat (belching) I am your mother.

GODIVA: My flesh and blood mother?

SUPERVIVA: Yes, my daughter, I am your flesh and blood
mother. Rock-a-bye baby.

GODIVA: How am [ to accept that?

SUPERVIVA: What's so hard to accept? Angelic revelations
have contained much more shocking information—from
time to time.

THOROLD: And I, therefore, good Godiva, am your brother.
Your flesh and blood brother.

GODIVA: Well, that would follow logically.

LEOFRIC: Do not fret so, Godiva. Remember, an epiphany is
just one god’s opinion.

GODIVA: True. But that won’t save me from the pickle
this one puts me in. According to this play, Thorold is my
brother. And Mother Superviva is my real mother. Waking
or dreaming, there’s no wiggling out of that.

SUPERVIVA: Ah, what a dutiful daughter! 1 knew she
wouldn’t deny her own mother. You see!

THOROLD: Or her mother and brother’s request that she
ride nude through Coventry. Or would she?

LEOFRIC: Well, Godiva, are you now willing to make your
historic ride? Or do you have some legitimately defensible
position from which to object to it?

GODIVA: It's hard to say where I want to divide the legiti-
mately defensible position from my neurosis—although
these days who could divide the two?

SUPERVIVA: My poor neurotic daughter! Hasn’t your
shrinker been of any help? Godivy, 1 do hope you're
perfectly frank with your shrinker.

GODIVA: (Shocked) Really, mother—I try to keep our
conversations on a high level at all times!

ANGELS: (Singing)

Godiva! Godiva! Godiva!
Naughty nudic on a horse,
Lovely limbed but slightly coarse,
There’s no warrant for remorse—
We thy gallop strong endorse:
So do what must be done
And, doing so, have fun! -




38 THEATRE OF THE RIDICULOUS

GODIVA: I will, but what is it that really must be done?
ANGELS: (Singing)
Strip thyself of carthly dress:
Topless gown we doubly bless:
Angels at thy acquiesce
Shalt thy nakedness caress!
Then do what must be done
And, doing so, have fun!

GODIVA: If God will be with me, and will keep me in this
ride that I go, and will give me hair to hide, and raiment to
put off, so that I come again to my mother’s house a picce;
then shall the Lord be my God: And this stone, which I
have set for a pillar, shall be God’s house: and of all that
she my mother shall give me I will surely give the tenth un-
to Him.

VERONICAS: | take it she’s gonna ride.

SUPERVIVA: Well, that’s a weight off my chest!

ANGELS: (Singing)

She’ll ride! She’ll ride!

Hath thus decide

For mother’s hyde!

So dignified

A horse bestride,

If Leofric’s lied,

Then matricide—

Godiva tried—

Is justified!
GODIVA: (Singing)

I'll ride! I'll ride!

Though tits collide

And legs divide,

I'm purified—

Or mother chide.

ANGELS, GODIVA, and CHORUS: (Singing)
Then naked, naked ride
Thou daughter mother’s bride!
For naught remains to hide:
Betrothal now abide.

THOROLD: Well, that’s over with!
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LEOFRIC: And the name of this city called Luz at the
first, shall hercafter be called Death-el, Where She Rode,
Arizona.

'VERONICAS: Wonder how Tom’s making out?

(LEOFRIC comes up behind SUPERVIVA on the ladder and
pushes her falsies practically up to her neck.)

SUPERVIVA: Oh! I'm up to my chin in troubles!

(One of SUPERVIVA’s falsies falls out onto the floor.)

GODIVA: You dropped a line, mother.

LEOFRIC: One could do worse than be a swinger of tits.

SUPERVIVA: (To LEOFRIC) Hey, could you change your rung?—
you smell.

LEOFRIC: Sorry, madam, just having some fun, that foreign
word.

SUPERVIVA: Well, go somewhere foreign and have it, if you
don’t mind. (She pulls out the other falsie and casts it off,
begins to descend the ladder toward GODIVA) I'm chang-
ing my channel, baby!! '

(The ANGELS descend the ladder singing the last chorus,
“Then naked, naked ride,” over and again. SUPERVIVA ad-
vances menacingly toward GODIVA, divesting herself as she
does, first of the angel’s garb and, after that, of the nun'’s
habit. TOM and GODIVA are both very frightened by this.
Finally, SUPERVIVA stands revealed as a man. The others
stop singing for a moment.)

GODIVA: Why, Mother, are you making overtures?
SUPERVIVA: (Deep masculine voice) No, daughter, I'm going
right into the first movement!

(THOROLD, VERONICAS, LEOFRIC and the CHORUS resume
singing “Then naked, naked ride.”’ SUPERVIVA, seizes
GODIVA and throws her to the floor. TOM falls to the floor
by the horse in the self-same moment. SUPERVIVA falls on
top of GODIVA and rapes her. LEOFRIC whips VERONICAS
with his whip; she screams and rushes out left, still singing.
LEOFRIC turns and whips THOROLD.)

THOROLD: Shit! T wish this were a different play=Ilike
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Shakespeare or something!

LEOFRIC: (Whipping him) Shakespeare?!—he belongs to the
ages.

THOROLD: (In pain) Yeah—and this is one of them!

(TOM writhes on the floor by the horse as if being ravished.
VERONICAS re-enters left carrying a dressing-screen which
she places in front of the recumbent SUPERVIVA and

GODIVActo hide them from the audience. But nothing hides
TOM’s ignominy.)

VERONICAS: Enough of the sordid details. Some people
have no modesty. We'll ban this scene to take the worry
out of being close.

THOROLD: (Ducking the whip) Kindly desist, 1 beg ot you,
my noble Earl! I don’t think you realize just how civil-
minded [ am!

LEOFRIC: Ha-ha! Don’t you enjoy my kind of person?

THOROLD: Certainly—but you’re the kind who's good in
well-spaced doses!

LEOFRIC: (Holding up contraceptives) Sale on contracep-
tives! Contraceptives for sale! Soiled! Second-hand!
Syphylitic! With holes punched in them!

(LEOFRIC laughs demoniacally and tosses the contracep-
tives behind the dressing-screen. Then he cracks his whip
and whips THOROLD into lifting up the ladder and bearing
it off stage-right. LEOFRIC, laughing evilly all the time,
foll()fvs THOROLD out at right. VERONICAS is excited by all
the goings on and rushes about the stage irrationally.)

VERONICAS: Mississippi dyke attacked by waves! Watch
out for flying spumes! (She spits at the audience.)—Spumes
as many as the virginities that get lost at Niagara Falls!!
(She is pensive for a second, points to the screen.) I'm sup-

posed to cry throughout this whole scene ... dreadful
scene, dreadful scene!

(VERONICAS checks out the writhing TOM, spins about, and
slips out left. The singing of the CHORUS lowers
dramatically and slowly fades out. A second of silence,
and then GODIVA appears from behind the dressing-screen.
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She is bedraggled, her dress completely twisted, her hair-
do all undone. She is weeping. TOM rises, messy and worn,
and remounts the horse.)

GoDIVA: Ah, all these years and this long life spent at
nothing but an attempt to avoid that. That!—It was to
avert just that, that congress, to sidetrack her, that I turned
to prostitution! To love with all and thus love none, no
single one; to love not—with her! And how has it profited
me?

(GODIVA and TOM dry their tears. VERONICAS comes bounc-
ing back in nun’s habit, carrying a wig long enough to
hang down to the floor. GODIVA does not turn to face her.)

VERONICAS: But you do love all, Lady Godiva, you do wish
to demonstrate your love for all. That is why you will take
this nude ride.

GopIva: Will I?

VERONICAS: Won't -you? To save the people? I mean, isn't
that what you want to do, Godiva?

GODIVA: That vision of angels got me so mixed up, I almost
thought I knew what I wanted. But it is nice to have known
once what you were doing, and to no longer now . ..

(GODIVA submits stoically while VERONICAS adjusts the
long yellow wig over her head. It flutes stiffly against her
back.)

VERONICAS: (Very satisfied) A perfect fit—and so stylish,
too! So arty-farty!

;0DIVA: Where'd you commondear this rug? Wigs—how 1
hate them! They make you look ten years younger, and feel
ten older.

VERONICAS: (Stepping out of character into the actress that
she really is) 1 am the rug-maker’s daughter! Don't
laugh—just think whose daughter you are!

GODIVA: (Stepping out of character into the actress she
really is) For years the public has clammered to see more
of me. This play answers their request!

(At this point, the NUNS' CHORUS enters from behind the
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dressing-screen, a chorus line of Rockettes of sorts. They
are each wearing a floor-length wig over their nun’s
habits. The wigs so completely cover them, only a single
eye of each is visible; this somewhat impedes their at-

tempts at graceful movement. GODIVA turns toward them
in surprise.)

CHORUS: (Brooklyn accents) We hoid our cue.
GODIVA: What are they—male or female?
VERONICAS: If you can’t tell, they ain’t for you.

(The striptease music starts and GODIVA and the GHORUS
get in line ready to begin. VERONICAS stands aside watching.)

TOM: Hum. Her mother must be real proud of her now.

(GODIVA sings, and talks where indicated, this burlesque
number, the CHORUS dances in the background. copiva
strips slowly as she sings; when she has finished her
number, she is nude except for the long yellow draping
wig.)

GODIVA: (Singing) Welcome to Boston!

Shoppin’ for the brand of boy

Partial to the type of toy

That Mama wants to give him on his birth-
day ...

[ used to date those college guys
That had their heads up in the skies,
The kind that never used their eyes,
Forgot to zipper up their flies:

You gotta get your feet on earth—
Come down off that upper berth,
Believe me, College Joe, you'll find
A lot of worth in this girl’s girth!

Hunters hanker after deer,
Go great lengths and know no fear,
But that healthy outdoor type
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Never shot my home-cooked tripe.

Businessmen go ape for money,

Got no time to suckle honey,

Nothin's wrong with heaps of dough—
Except there are other heaps, you know:

CHORUS: (Singing)

Like that extra pound
So long as it’s around
That certain place
—ain’t ever outta place!

GODIVA: | mean, I used to wear these expensive off-the-

shoulders type gowns: well, I been in a lot of parked cars in
my day—and nobody ever nibbled on my shoulders!

Then there is the muscle man
Liftin" all the weights he can,
Workin® out in some hot gym—
Wastin® weights I've got for him.

Other fellas fancy poker,
Spend the night in smoky dens,
Leaving me at a loss to stoker
Up my fire with a poker.

What kind of a guy would I like to spend the evening with
in front of my fireplaceP—oh, any really manly type—like
Rock Hudson, Rip Torn, Ed Fury, Chuck Steak, or Stark
Naked.

Yeah, I'm shoppin’ round and lookin’
For the fella likes home cookin’,

For the boy who knows what's best:
Leg o’ lamb, chicken breast.

Yeah, I've got a certain kind,
Special brand of boy in mind—
Just that homey type inclined, -
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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






