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CHARACTERS

GANDHI

Condoleeza Rice

Le Petomaine: The famous French “fartiste” of the late 19th century 
POPPY BRANDES: the playwright’s landlady, bohemian, a cello player, mid-thirties, French-looking

GANDHI is talking to CONDI RICE in a French Café. My landlord, POPPY BRANDES, owns this Café and is playing Pat Benatar’s “Love is a Battlefield” on the cello and singing. A very old Le Petomaine is doing percussion in his own inimitable style. They play the song over and over. CONDI is drunk and giggly and GANDHI is drunk and depressed.

GANDHI

All I’m saying is it’s hard.

CONDI

Of course it’s hard, you’re Gandhi. Your whole damn life is hard. You represent hard.

It’s the nature of the beast.

 (singing along with the band)
“love is a battlefield”

I love this song! 

High school, man.

GANDHI

It’s not hard being Gandhi. I mean it’s hard but I’m used to it. What’s hard is not to be able to do what you want.

CONDI

“love is a battlefield…”

Time stops. Spotlight on CONDI, who stands; everyone else disappears. CONDI speaks the following extremely fast and loud with an extremely high note vibrating out from her chest accompanying. 

I knew this punk-rocker kid in high school. He had the most amazing electric blue eyes. His name was Peter. He told me to call him Peterbilt, like the truck. Peterbilt. He was built. He was beautiful. Nobody knew I knew him. We passed each other silent in the halls. I got hot, blushed bloody in my skin when he passed me in the halls. He was my secret.

We used to talk on the phone all the time. I’d tell my mom I was talking to Louise, and call Peterbilt up. He was so smart, man. He knew the names of all these Indian Gods. Shiva. Vishnu. Zubi. Caronderia. Matrimonialmatress. California. PotroAstia. Macadamia. He was into it. 

He was in a band. They did these covers, they were so great. He would sing them to me over the phone. They did this one cover of “Wild Thing”, only they sang it “Wide Load.”


Sings, doing air guitar with it:
Wide load

You make my dick wilt

You make my sperm curdle

Wide load

They covered “Love is a Battlefield”, too, but they did it like, 

Sings

“Love is a cattle prod.”

Everything back to normal.

GANDHI

Heyheyhey. 

CONDI

Oh yeah.

Wait. You guys don’t even use cattle prods? When the cows back up traffic?

GANDHI

Of course not. 

CONDI

Oh for Christs sake. You don’t even nudge ‘em out of the way? What’s the harm in a little prod? A little electricity? Everybody can use a little shocker now and then. 

She jumps in her seat, pretending to be shocked. Trying to make GANDHI laugh.

You need a little shocker right now. Friggin sourpuss.

She pokes him in that part of the ribs that makes one jump involuntarily

GANDHI

Quit.

CONDI

My friend, I hate to say it, but that’s why you guys can’t do Chin Up One on the iron rod that is International Economics. Cows in the GD road.

One thing I have learned in my travels: It’s either religion or money, my friend. You can’t have both and play with the big boys.

GANDHI

Your boss seems to have both.

CONDI

 “We stand

no promises, no demands”

GANDHI

You are starting to depress me so, so bad.

CONDI

Come on, Gandhi. 

What do you want? 

What do you want? 

What do you want that you don’t have? 

You got inner peace, a truly admirable body fat ratio, adoration from around the globe--

GANDHI

I hate being Gandhi.

CONDI

Why? How can you hate it? It is what you ARE, man. You can’t hate what you ARE. 

That’ll put you in hell so fast.

GANDHI

It’s not the being Gandhi so much. It’s the DOING Gandhi. “Do Gandhi for us. 

Do Gandhi for us.” 

I get tired of talking. My throat gets dry. 

The worst is my lip muscles. My lip muscles get tired of smiling. Everybody wants a smile from Gandhi.  I walk around with this death’s head grimace on my face and everybody says, lookit him, he’s so waaaaaaarrrrrrrmmmmmmmm. I’m not warm. I’ve got rigor mortis of the face.

CONDI

You can’t have rigor mortis. That’s for dead people.

GANDHI

That’s my point, Condi. 

Time stops. Spotlight on GANDHI, who stands; everyone else disappears. GANDHII says the following extremely fast and loud with an extremely high note vibrating out from his chest accompanying. 

I used to play racquetball. When I was fourteen I found a racquet in a ditch. I used an old tennis ball from outside the fence of the country club. I practiced on the back wall of the shack down the path from where I lived. It was dusty and hot and there wasn’t any breeze because the shack blocked it. I got to where I could hit the ball forty-two times without it hitting the dirt. I played against myself. I rooted for myself. I chanted cheers. Gandhi, Gandhi, Gandhi. I shouted jeers from the stands against myself. Miss it! Miss it! Miss it! I booed every point I made against myself.  I would stop all of a sudden and smell my own sweat and feel sure a stranger was standing right behind me. I’d turn around fast but nobody was there. I didn’t know my own smell.
CONDI

Gloomy gus.

GANDHI

You know what I mean, though? About the smiling? Come on.

CONDI

Nah. I don’t smile. I was smart when I built my international reputation. I chose not to include a smile.

She smiles facetiously
Anyway, I like talking. Blahblahblahblahblah. I’m good at it.

I like singing.

I wish I was a singer. 

I could be a singer.

Stands and performs, to an imaginary GWB:
“It would help me to know 
Do I stand in your way

Or am I the best thing you've had?”

God, that is so true. 

That is SO…TRUE.

It would SO help me to know.

He never tells me I do a good job.

GANDHI

You know you do a good job. You got the promotion of a lifetime. What’s your title now, like “Queen of the World” or something? What do you want?

CONDI

I know, I know. Just once, though—you know?

“Great job, Condi.”

“Good work, sis.”

GANDHI

Sis?

CONDI

He calls Rummy bro.

GANDHI

He’s never gonna call you sis.

CONDI

(belligerent)

Why not? Why can’t I be sis?

GANDHI

(indicating her skin)
Kissed a little too hard by the rays of the sun.


Pause. Her chin trembles.
It’s Ok. I’ll call you sis. 

She starts to cry.

Hey. I’ll tell you something funny.

He wipes her tears away with a cocktail napkin. She smiles gratefully like a child.

CONDI

Tell me.

GANDHI

Be the change you want to see in the world. You know where I got that?

CONDI

Where?

GANDHI

The little paper thing on a tea bag.

CONDI

No way.

GANDHI

Yes way.

They both laugh hilariously.

CONDI

You’re friggin kidding me!

GANDHI

I don’t even like tea.  

CONDI keeps laughing; GANDHI starts getting depressed again.

GANDHI

I hate tea.

Damn English.

CONDI

Screw ‘em. The English are…(whispers) pussies.


Giggles

Correction: Tony Blair is hot. The rest of them are (whispers) pussies.

Tony wears this amazing aftershave. It’s like clove or cardamom or something. It is intoxicating. When we’re under a bunch of lights for a while it gets stronger and stronger til I just want to swoon like a friggin seventeenth century—

GANDHI is near tears.

As a whole, the English are total losers.
What’s a derogatory term for the English? I can’t think of one. Is it wog?

GANDHI

No that’s somebody from Australia.

CONDI

Come on, you must know one.

GANDHI

I can’t go there, Condi.

CONDI

It might make you feel better.

GANDHI

I can’t.

It would shift the bedrock of this world. 

It would render me unrecognizable.

I would disappear.

CONDI

I thought you wanted to disappear.

GANDHI

The show must go on.

Quiet. They listen to Poppy singing Pat Benatar with accompaniment from Petomaine.
Condi?

CONDI

Yeah, Gandhi.

GANDHI

Do you like your job?

CONDI

I am the Secretary of Friggin State.

Wait wait—I love this part--

“We are STRONG

No one can tell us we’re WRONG!”

GANDHI

Yeah, but do you LIKE your job? What you do every day?

CONDI

I like the stuff I do. Traveling. Standing next to Tony Blair on daises. Is that right, daises?

GANDHI

It sounds weird.

CONDI

Whatever. I am not responsible to the English language. The English language is responsible to me.

GANDHI

Do you like being Condi?

CONDI

Hell yeah. Condi rocks.

Who else would I be?

GANDHI

Who else would you be, if you could? 

CONDI

Pat Benatar, I guess. In the eighties. In that video for this song, with all the gypsy women in the bar. 

GANDHI

That’s the “change you want to see in the world”?

CONDI

Dancing down the boulevard with my girlfriends.

GANDHI

Be serious.

CONDI

Look, Gandhi, here’s the thing. The world is the world. I am me. What can I do?

GANDHI

But you’re not really you. “Condi” is not really you.

CONDI

I know, and I’m glad. Why should they get the real me? That’s mine.

Gandhi’s not really you, is it? 

GANDHI

Yeah it is. 

That’s why I get spit on.

They get quiet. Listen to the band.

Time stops. Spotlight on Le PETOMAINE, who stands; everyone else disappears, except POPPY, who keeps playing behind this monolog. Le PETOMAINE says the following extremely loud but at normal pace, in a French accent, with a very low note vibrating out from his chest accompanying. 

LE PETOMAINE (in a shamelessly awful French accent)
I have a particular gift. I have a sort of second mouth. I can sing from my ass. I can’t say words, I can’t speak my thoughts, but I can carry a tune. Yes, it’s through my ass. But I can sing.

I discovered it when I was in the army. One day we were all sitting around the barracks, joking, and I started farting. I tried our national anthem, and I found it was remarkably easy. The guys loved it. It made them laugh and marvel. I knew then that this was an ability other people did not have. It was something unique to me. The only thing truly unique to me.

There came a time when I had to decide what to do with this gift. I sat on my bunk in the barracks, alone. I thought about time. I thought about history. I thought about myself, a tiny drop in the river of time and history. I felt a twinge in my gut. I thought there might be more for me than a drop in the river. I felt my mouth begin to close. The one on my face. I let the words drop away. I began to feel my name change inside me. 

I began to practice. 

END OF PLAY
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