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ONE DYKE’S THEATER INTRODUCTION 

 

by Carolyn Myers 

 

The Evolution of a Slightly World-Renowned Lesbian Playwright 

 

Welcome to One Dyke’s Theater, a collection of plays by Terry Baum, whose work inspired the 

first anthology of lesbian plays (Places Please, Aunt Lute Press, 1985), and once offended the 

Pope. Her plays have been translated into five languages and performed throughout the U.S. and 

Europe, and in Israel, Cuba, Mexico, Canada and South Africa – sometimes by Terry herself. 

The ten plays and monologues selected for this book reflect both Terry’s personal journey and 

the concerns and celebrations of the lesbian community between 1975 and 2015. Her plays have 

created waves of laughter, spiked controversy, and provoked more than a few tears in audiences 

around the world.  

 

I have collaborated with Terry for more than 40 years – as director, producer, co-author, 

dramaturge, or consultant, and now as the editor of the first anthology of her work. I want to let 

you in on a bit of the wild ride Terry and I have shared, laboring over scripts in offices and 

kitchens and coffeehouses, and putting on plays in every type of rehearsal space and 

performance venue imaginable. The background of all of Terry’s work is the Women’s 

Movement, where thrill-seeking, outraged, civic-minded feminists such as ourselves continue to 

create community and plot to overthrow the patriarchy.  

 

Terry and I met in 1972 in Isla Vista, the student ghetto next to the University of California at 

Santa Barbara. She put a notice on a bulletin board calling for the creation of a community 

theater and I attended the first organizational meeting. That night we started the Isla Vista 

Community Theater, a source of many productions, endless joyful work, no money, and great 

parties.  

 

One of the offshoots of the IVCT was The Isla Vista Feminist Theater, with a cast of both 

women and men. It was one of the very first feminist theaters in the country (1973). 

Unfortunately, no scripts created with this fabulous crew can be included in One Dyke’s Theater, 

which focuses exclusively on Terry’s plays that are about lesbians. During her time at the Isla 

Vista Community Theater, Terry was still living the life of a confused and ambivalent 

heterosexual woman, and astonishingly, regrettably, cluelessly, it never occurred to any company 

members to address lesbian issues in our feminist theater .  

 

The two and a half years I spent immersed in the IVCT turned my life in a new direction. 

Although I had made theater a big part of my life since childhood, I had always squeezed it in 

between school and work responsibilities. Terry told me I was an artist and that my greatest 

responsibility was to share my unique voice with the world. Urged on by her, I would walk out 

of my respectable job at the Department of Motor Vehicles and let go of the “Real World” for a 

life in the theater. Through my involvement with Terry’s work, I have been privileged to boldly 

go to lesbian places where, perhaps, no straight woman has gone before. I invite you to time 

travel with me over the almost forty years of scripts selected for this anthology. 
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LILITH, WOMEN’S THEATER and Bisexual Celibate from LILITHEATER 1975 

 

In 1974, Terry deserted our Isla Vista Community Theater to move to Santa Cruz to help fellow 

theater graduates from Antioch College start a new company. She was the only woman in the 

Bear Republic Theater. Despite the fact that the men were, for the time, enlightened and sensitive 

and remain her friends to this day, she was not happy. Quite often, she disagreed with all of 

them. She felt strongly she was representing the woman’s point of view, and they felt strongly 

she was a pain in the neck.  

 

That summer, a bunch of us from Isla Vista crowded into my old VW and drove up the 

California coast to visit Terry. We went to The Amazon Music Festival, where there was great 

music and two hundred women dancing ecstatically, mostly shirtless. This was our first time in a 

women-only space. We were luxuriating in our new-found feeling of safety and sisterhood under 

the towering redwoods, when a group of tough-looking men on motorcycles roared up to the 

gate, hostile and aggressive, shouting, demanding to be let in. A few of us recognized that things 

could get bad quickly, and tried to reason with the five of them. We were followed by 195 angry 

women, including Terry, itching for a fight. Our ad hoc negotiating team pointed out to the men 

that they were outnumbered forty to one, and that even masculine superiority might not save 

them. Just before the point of conflagration, the bikers turned around, and roared off. That night, 

Terry told me, when she was part of the legion of women warriors, she had received a vision of a 

play about women’s rage against men, created by an all-women theater troupe. She was going to 

move to San Francisco to realize her vision. This is the mythological, yet true, creation story of 

Lilith Theater (named for the Bible’s first uppity woman.)  

 

Lilith’s first play in 1975, titled simply Lilitheater, brought a unique, irresistible combination of 

self-mocking humor and feminist politics to the Bay Area theater scene. Lilith was part of a 

community that was creating a new world. Women’s liberation and the gay rights movement 

converged to upend social dynamics in even the most progressive political and cultural groups. 

As Terry described it later, “We were riding the wave, and we were creating the wave.”  

 

Lilitheater was a hit, with multiple runs in Berkeley and in San Francisco. As soon as I saw the 

show, I was hooked. I moved to the Bay Area and joined the company, working as the company 

techie, and running lights. The structure of the show, made up of personal monologues, comedy 

sketches and song parodies was the one we had developed for The Isla Vista Feminist Theater. 

Terry’s personal monolog, Bisexual Celibate, was the showstopper of the play. She discussed sex 

in an upfront, humorous way, without the rose-tinted veil of romance, and she explored the 

subject of masturbation, a radical form of sexuality to investigate onstage in 1975.  Even from 

the lighting booth at the back of the theater, I could feel the electric energy between Terry and 

the audience.  

 

Terry served as the artistic director of Lilith for five years, and we both worked as actors, 

directors and playwrights. After our second show, the other actresses left, and Terry and I held 

auditions. Some actual lesbians joined Lilith and Terry fell in love with a woman for the first 

time. Lesbian material began to enter the scripts, although it was sometimes a struggle within the 

collective, whose members largely defined themselves as feminists but not as lesbians. Between 

1975 and 1979, the company produced five plays, four of which we wrote ourselves. We toured 
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the West Coast and Europe, and performed at international theater festivals. During the two 

months of the European tour of 1979, I met and bonded with Terry’s second lover, Alice 

Thompson. I had my six-month-old daughter with me, and it took all three of us to meet the 

needs of one baby as we traveled on our Eurailpasses from Hamburg to Amsterdam to Rome, 

circling back through Austria and Switzerland to Sweden to Munich, performing everywhere we 

went.  

 

DOS LESBOS 1981 

 

In the summer of 1980, I went to visit Terry and Alice, who were living in bucolic splendor at a 

most remarkable estate. Tao House, the Danville home of Eugene O’Neill, the only American 

playwright to ever win the Nobel Prize in Literature, was about to become a National Historic 

Site. Alice had been hired as estate caretaker during the transition.  

 

The gates of Tao House were locked that summer, closed to the public. Here, living in privacy in 

an apartment in the barn, were these two witty lesbian thespians, lovers of each other, theater, 

literature and the arts. They were engaged in constant dialogue about themselves, their stream of 

guests, and their experiences in the world. Terry recognized their conversations as stage-worthy 

and started scribbling them down. Alice called the two of them “dos lesbos.”  They began 

brainstorming a play of the same name.  

 

I found it wonderful and confirming that they were creating a play about their lives at the very 

place where Eugene O’Neill had written his last three autobiographical plays, including Long 

Day’s Journey into Night. When I came to visit, I stood alone in the study and gazed at an actual 

Nobel Prize, this one with gorgeous art deco design. It felt like fate to me, as if Terry and Alice 

had come to this place to begin the next Great American Play.  

 

Terry had been a central writer on Lilith’s original shows, but her creativity had always been 

channeled through the collective process. Now she had left Lilith behind and was free to write 

her own plays, focused on the lives of lesbians. Although I was heterosexual, Terry and Alice 

invited me to join them in creating Dos Lesbos, a Play By, For, and About Perverts. We brought 

in Judy Gottlieb and David Hyman, old theater buddies from Isla Vista, to write the songs. The 

five of us believed we had come together to do something important. In 1980, we knew of no 

plays about contemporary lesbians written from the perspective of an actual living, breathing 

lesbian. At that time, the existing plays with lesbian characters required that the lesbian die 

tragically, commit evil acts, be a vampire, or, at the very least, be consumed with self-loathing.  

 

Indeed, we could not think of a single play, in the entire canon of Western Theater, and I’m 

talking 2,500 years here, where, for example, a daughter tells her mother that she is a lesbian. 

Could it be that a moment in family dynamics so fraught with tension, so needing of resolution, 

so full of “Drama,” had been completely ignored by all playwrights since playwriting began?  

 

We decided to correct this particularly egregious oversight by writing coming-out scenes in 

many theatrical styles, from Greek tragedy to American situation comedy. I remember dropping 

into a used bookstore to find a Restoration comedy. With no money in my pocket I couldn’t buy 

the book, so I stood in the aisle reading and rereading a scene to get its high-brow tone, its 
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language of salacious innuendo. I walked home, commenting aloud on everything I saw with wit, 

cynicism, and licentiousness, trying to keep that Restoration style with me until I could sit down 

at my typewriter and start writing.  

 

In the original version of Dos Lesbos, holding the songs, comic sketches, and intimate 

conversations together, was a plot about a lesbian bar belonging to Peg being attacked by 

homophobic vandals.  Alice and Judy and I tried many methods for shattering glass backstage to 

create the sound effects of windows breaking, without sending dangerous shards flying 

everywhere 

 

Our last week of rehearsal was beset with problems. Terry had laryngitis. We still weren’t sure 

exactly where to place the band onstage. We couldn’t find cheap champagne for the opening 

night party. How lucky that our venue was in the dancehall-sized back room of a lesbian bar. 

After rehearsal, we could walk through a door, sit in a booth and relax with a beer. In early 1981 

we opened Dos Lesbos, A Play By, For and About Perverts at Ollie’s Bar in Oakland, California.   

 

Opening night brought a huge lesbian audience. They laughed uproariously, focused intensely 

and, when the show ended, applauded ecstatically. We had a Q&A with the audience after the 

show. Onstage stood the five creators -- two dykes, two straight women, and a gay man. We 

were unprepared for the tsunami of feedback that the lesbian community is always eager to 

supply. “Why didn’t you have a lesbian write lyrics?” Alice: “We wanted to, but we couldn’t 

find a lesbian with a sense of humor.” “Why is Peg so butch and Gracie so femme? Playing roles 

is totally uncool.”  Terry: “Alice and I happen to be totally uncool and I find role-playing 

fascinating and very hot.”  

 

Most importantly, the audience loved Peg and Gracie’s intimate conversations– and was 

unconvinced by the melodrama surrounding the threatened lesbian bar. Terry rewrote the play, 

bravely throwing out the original plot, and focusing entirely on the relationship between the 

eponymous “dos lesbos.” The bar set was gone, and the apartment set took over the whole stage. 

We no longer had to worry about flying shards of glass!  

 

This revision left the play with an open, loose structure similar to a variety show. There’s a “girls 

band” onstage, accompanying the actors in comic songs. There’s an audience sing-along. There’s 

a feminist replication of a “99-pound weakling” bodybuilding advertisement. There’s dramatic 

recitation of hyper-earnest poetry. And there are the assorted “Coming-Out Scenes,” performed 

with exaggerated stylistic excess. These vaudevillian theatrics share the stage with 

realistic scenes between Peg and Gracie, a lesbian couple trying to figure out how to live well 

and with each other in a society prejudiced against both women and homosexuals.  

 

The audiences grew and grew and clearly shared our belief that this play was something new 

under the sun. Dos Lesbos was holding up a mirror to the lesbian community. Joyce D., who 

reviewed a 1986 production in Oregon for Herizons Newsletter, described the experience: “The 

audience, a palpable entity which at times nearly silenced Peg and Gracie, was wildly 

responsive. I find it impossible to write a critique which adequately recreates more than a 

rudiment of the joy with which the audience accepted and absorbed the Dos Lesbos experience.”  
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Yeah, the 1980s were like that.  

 

Coming-Out Story from EGO TRIP 1982 

 

The monologue Coming-Out Story was included in Terry’s first solo show, Ego Trip. She was 

the writer, actor, and producer. At one performance she even announced, “Now, in a gesture of 

total omnipotence, I am going to run the lights!”  She did this to give her techie and current 

lover, blues singer Margo Tufo, an opportunity to sing onstage.  

 

 As you can tell from its title, Ego Trip is a send-up of the self-important concept of solo theater. 

The subtitle, I’m Getting My Shit Together and Dumping it All On You,” was a subversion of the 

title of a popular off-Broadway musical of the time, I’m Getting My Act Together and Taking it 

On The Road. This off-Broadway show was widely reviewed as a vehicle for healthy, positive, 

feel-good feminism. The playwrights, however, denied any political views.  They said they were 

writing about relationships between men and women, not about changing women’s roles in 

society.  

 

In the early 1980s, in every interview, every panel discussion, every meeting, people would 

demand reassurance from feminists that they were no threat to the social order, and that they did 

not, in fact, hate men.  At a national conference on women playwrights at Stanford University, 

Terry and I personally encountered this phenomenon. As two of seven local playwrights invited 

to read our work, we chose two scenes focused on lesbians. The other playwrights’ work 

featured heterosexual women characters. As soon as the readings were finished, one of the other 

playwrights immediately disavowed any connection with Terry and me. She announced, nodding 

at Terry and me, “I just want to make it clear that I’m not like those two other playwrights. I 

don’t hate men.”  

 

There had been no talk about hating men in our scenes, or in fact in any of the scenes presented. 

All seven scenes focused exclusively on relationships between women. But that did not prevent 

the other playwrights and the panel moderator from falling all over each other in their rush to 

declare to the audience that they, personally, did not, have not, and never would, hate men. They 

were married! They had boyfriends! They thought men were dandy! I desperately tried to figure 

out how to respond. I was afraid that if I claimed I was a straight woman proud to have written a 

scene about lesbians I would seem to be eagerly denying I was gay. I sat, agonized, in silence. 

 

The women in the audience had no such qualms. They enthusiastically joined the chorus. It grew 

to an absolute frenzy of courageous women daring to declare their refusal to hate men! Only one 

member of the audience protested the insanity. The director of At The Foot of the Mountain, the 

largest women’s theater in the country, Martha Boesing, stood, facing the audience. “Don’t you 

see how ridiculous you are?” she said. “Do you think the men worry about what we think when 

they have a conference?” But Martha was ignored by the man-loving mob. 

 

Suddenly, Terry stood up and shouted in a loud and clear voice, “I hate men! I hate men! I am 

what you are afraid of!” Everyone was stunned into silence. The only sound was Martha cackling 

in the back of the room. Terry’s owning of the dreaded man-hater label defused its power. That 
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conference for women playwrights should have been a safe and welcoming space for plays about 

the lives of lesbians. But it wasn’t. And this was in the 1980s! At Stanford!  

 

For Terry, that day was like a red flag to a bull-dyke. She was determined to put her life, and the 

lives of other lesbians, onstage. In Ego Trip, she unapologetically presents her lesbian feminist 

viewpoint. In the final scene of the play, Coming-Out Story, Terry addresses the audience for the 

first time directly, speaking in the first person, sharing stories from her own tortured and at times 

hilarious, coming-out process. Then, in the very last moments of the monologue, Terry suddenly 

shifts perspective. She steps outside her personal story to declare a lesbian manifesto. (I had 

directed the play, but it wasn’t until I saw it in performance while sitting with the audience that I 

felt the shock of the final confrontation.) Terry addresses the audience as “You straight 

people…” and directly challenges the heterosexuals in the house. We are jolted out of the 

comfort of listening to a fascinating personal story. We sit exposed, a bright unflattering light 

shone on us. Terry mocks our endless consumption of plays and movies and novels about 

ourselves. She states her manifesto: She is compelled to keep writing about lesbian lives, 

whether straight people want to listen or not. Then she leaves the stage. 

 

Terry has lived up to that commitment. Lesbians aren’t the only people she writes about, but they 

are the majority of characters in her work.  

 

IMMEDIATE FAMILY  1983 

 

Immediate Family centers on a single character, Virginia, visiting her longtime partner Rose, 

who lies comatose in a hospital. The play explores the crisis of medical ethics around death and 

dying, and criticizes laws that cruelly limited the definition of family to exclude gay people. 

Virginia is faced with an impossible decision. Her love for Rose demands that she turn off the 

respirator which does all of Rose’s breathing, because she knows that is what Rose would want. 

However, since she is not acknowledged as family, she has no say. To take action means 

breaking the law. Although the play ends with heartbreak, it feels triumphant. When Virginia 

pulls the plug and the respirator stops its rhythmic mechanical hissing, we find in her brave final 

step the dignity of humanity’s struggle against the degradation of rules, regulations, and 

machines. Immediate Family is a dramatic theatrical example of how the political becomes 

personal. 

 

Immediate Family marked so many firsts for Terry as a playwright and performer: first full-

length play written on her own; first time playing a main character not based on herself; and her 

first play that was not a comedy. When she opened the show at the National Women’s Theater 

Festival in Santa Cruz in 1983, she worried the audience would find her seriousness pretentious. 

On opening night, she missed the continual laughter that always reassured her the audience was 

with her. Were they bored, just waiting to get out of the theater? Indeed, after the curtain call, 

when the usual throng of friends and fans failed to appear backstage, Terry feared Immediate 

Family had failed.  

 

Then, magically, the radiant and fearless Z Budapest sailed into the tiny dressing room to 

congratulate Terry and bless her. There could be no better woman to bestow blessings on a 

nervous playwright and performer than the founder of the Susan B. Anthony Coven, the first 
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feminist, women-only, coven, and who, in 1975, became the last person to be tried and convicted 

as a witch in the US. Z informed Terry that she had received a standing ovation! Terry hadn't 

seen the audience because the stage lights had shown directly into her eyes. Now, she felt 

exultant, and blessed! 

 

As to why no one but Z Budapest came backstage –Terry has learned, over the years of 

performing Immediate Family that most audience members, even if friends, often leave the 

theater without talking to her after seeing the play. They want to keep their memory of the 

character of Virginia intact, and linger privately over the meaning and power of the play’s final 

moments. 

 

ONE FOOL  1986 

 

One of the posters for a return engagement of ONE FOOL reads: 

“Don’t miss the show that dazzled Europe with its Joie-de-vivre, Savoir-faire and Cul-de-sac!”  

That’s got to be one of my favorite theatrical invitations ever, so joyously self-revealing in its 

pseudo-intellectual stance. 

 

One Fool is a play whose subject matter emerged through several years of personal letters from 

Terry to myself.  By 1985, our lives had diverged. I was firmly rooted in small town Ashland, 

Oregon, with my husband and children. Meanwhile, Terry was touring with Immediate Family 

throughout the US and Europe, living the life of a vagabond performer, a lesbian-on-the-loose, 

falling in and out of love on two continents. Her letters to me recounted the most fabulous and 

the most heartbroken of times, a life that seemed almost ridiculously full and exciting. So, I was 

shocked when she wrote that her travelling days were over. She had fallen in love and was 

moving to Amsterdam permanently! My dear friend who had instilled in me the creed, “Never 

sleep with anyone who lives more than forty-five minutes away by public transportation,” 

suddenly moved 6,000 miles for love. For the next nine years, Terry split her time between 

Amsterdam and San Francisco. 

 

Terry premiered One Fool in Amsterdam. I didn’t get to see it until 1988 when Terry performed 

the show at Theater Rhinoceros, San Francisco’s renowned gay and lesbian theater. The opening 

of the show is my favorite opening of any show, anywhere. The Fool wanders through the 

audience, searching for The One, who she finds again and again, sequentially enamored of 

woman after woman, only to have her hopes for True Love dashed each time. Here were those 

long intense letters Terry had written me during her travels, brought to life in a series of 

increasingly zany three-minute relationships. 

 

In condensing and acting out a speeded up version of relationships of her sexual past, Terry felt 

she was portraying the sex life of a modern 40-year-old woman. As she says, “I know that my 

secrets are everybody’s secrets – and I’m liberating all of us by revealing them.” And it’s true; 

people of all sexual persuasions in the audience relate to The Fool’s quest to find The One, even 

if they haven’t acted on their impulses quite as often. 

 

However, it’s certainly safer to be a lesbian than to be a straight woman when it comes to 

seeking love in all the wrong places. If The Fool were a heterosexual woman approaching man 
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after man in the audience, she would likely be seen as pathetic rather than funny. And some of 

The Fool’s later actions, like throwing her dress over her head in a bar, would clearly put her at 

serious risk if the bar wasn’t packed with other lesbians.  

That The Fool is a lesbian makes it possible for One Fool to be a wild farce. No matter how 

bawdy or embarrassing she becomes, The Fool remains a plucky naïf, a survivor of battles of the 

heart in the streets, plazas, and lesbian bars of San Francisco and Amsterdam. Being a lesbian 

freed Terry to let The Fool be a fool to her heart’s content. 

 

TWO FOOLS  1996 

 

Two Fools is billed as a romantic comedy. This time, the lesbian Odd Couple are the Costa Rican 

Luna, and the American Gracie. 

 

Wait a minute! Could this be the Gracie of Dos Lesbos, who bears several striking similarities to 

The Fool of One Fool? Yes, and yes! Dos Lesbos and then One Fool and now Two Fools, even 

the titles suggest a personal journey for Terry’s alter-ego, Gracie. Two Fools also continues 

Terry’s exploration, which began in Immediate Family, of the suffering lesbians endure because 

of their lack of marriage rights, and resumes her lively investigation of sex onstage, introduced in 

Bisexual Celibate and ardently pursued in One Fool.   

 

Romantic comedies are supposed to end with “happily ever after,” but Terry subverts this 

familiar genre. Two Fools is both a witty romance between star-crossed, cross-cultural lesbian 

lovers, and also a serious play about immigration, racism and gay rights. And it doesn’t end well. 

Luna and Gracie fall in love. They can’t live without each other, but they can’t legally live with 

each other either, as Luna has no legal right to stay in the United States. This time, the witty 

lovers end up permanently divided by the serious issues.  

 

 Two Fools explores politics within an intimate relationship. Sometimes, the politics are 

dominant, and the fraught subjects of racial, cultural and sexual identities are shown through the 

playwright’s magnifying glass: “Look, this is how global politics play out in the bedroom.” The 

audience winces at the small cruelties, whether accidental or intentional, that the lovers inflict on 

each other because of their cultural conditioning and expectations.  At other times, the 

lovemaking is dominant, and Terry turns her lens so that it becomes a prism, refracting the light 

shown through it into rainbow hues: “Look, this is how lesbian lovers from different cultures add 

to the diversity of couples in the world.” Then, the audience glimpses the playfulness and 

passion of two women in love.  

 

WAITING FOR THE PODIATRIST  2003 

 

From the start, some of Terry’s plays have been fictionalized versions of her own life. Before 

2003, these plays focused on love relationships. Her parents had been offstage characters, their 

ongoing disapproval of her lifestyle always fodder for discussion.  With Waiting for the 

Podiatrist, Mom and Dad (or “M and D” as they were referred to in in Dos Lesbos), finally 

appear center stage. Admittedly, they are not represented by human actors. Mom is an extremely 

vibrant puppet made from an oven mitt, wearing pearls and a stylish scarf; while Dad, a sock 

puppet, lies in a coma for most of the play.  
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I knew Terry’s parents well. They had not only supported the work of the Isla Vista Community 

Theater, they even came to our shows. After staying overnight in our collective house, they had 

dubbed it “Motel 2,” a tongue-in-cheek homage to the then cheap-and-cheesy Motel 6 chain. 

They had introduced me to Sunday mornings with lox and bagels and the Los Angeles Times. 

Since 1972, I had been privy to Terry’s ever-evolving relationship with her parents. I was primed 

to appreciate her first “family” play, Waiting for the Podiatrist, a musical farce set in the 

nightmare funhouse that is any hospital’s Intensive Care Unit.   

 

Waiting for the Podiatrist and Terry’s earlier play, Immediate Family, both explore Western 

medicine’s determination to prolong life regardless of its quality; leaving the family with the 

heart-wrenching decision of whether or not to disconnect a loved one from life support 

machines. Whereas Immediate Family was created from Terry’s imagination, before she had 

faced such a decision herself, Waiting for the Podiatrist tells a story about something that has 

actually happened to her. The imagined work is totally realistic, while this play written in 2003, 

drawn from complicated and painful experience, demands to be approached from the distance 

provided by farce, puppets and songs! 

 

In Waiting for the Podiatrist, Terry plays three characters: Alexandra (her alter-ego) and both of 

Alexandra’s parents -- the Mom puppet on her left hand, the Dad puppet on her right. Suspension 

of disbelief is an important aspect of this play. The audience must perceive each of her hands as 

individual characters who are separate from Alexandra, even though Terry’s lips move when the 

puppets speak. Fortunately, because Terry totally believes her hands are separate characters (and 

because the audience loves to suspend disbelief), it works.  

 

Although the necessary suspension of disbelief is very pleasurable for the audience, it’s not such 

a good frame of mind for a director. When I produced and directed Podiatrist in Ashland, I 

restaged the play to fit the venue. More than once, I delivered some inspired blocking suggestion 

that placed Alexandra on one side of the stage and Mom on the other. Terry would stay put and 

stare at me, until I realized, “Oh right, this staging can’t happen because, in truth, Mom is a 

puppet attached to Terry’s arm.” Even I could forget that Terry alone was creating all the action, 

saying all the lines, singing all the songs (including duets and a finale written for all three), 

because it was so completely realized.  

 

(When Podiatrist first opened in 2003, Terry’s parents were still alive. By 2016, when she 

revived the play for the San Francisco Fringe Festival, they had died. I was privileged to be with 

her for both of these goodbyes. I held Terry in my arms while she wept after finding out her dad 

had died. And I flew to Los Angeles to be her companion at her mother’s funeral. I loved Terry’s 

parents and I am so happy that other people get to experience them as Mother Puppet and Father 

Puppet.) 

 

THE CRACKPOT CRONES  

 

Our next theatrical collaboration began late in the fall of 2007 when Terry was leafing through 

Shewolf's Directory of Wimmin's Lands and Lesbian Communities. She was inspired to go 

exploring and she invited me along. I was in rainy Oregon, teaching fulltime, ready to say “Yes” 
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to a Winter Break vacation. I asked only that we go somewhere warm and that no work of any 

kind be required. Terry had found a listing for Casa Feminista, a women’s lodge in the 

mountains of northern New Mexico, next to a hot springs resort. Ah yes, the promise of warmth! 

 

When she called to reserve rooms, she discovered the lodge was run by Sonia Johnson and her 

partner Jade DeForest. Wait! Not the Sonia Johnson, the famous former housewife and mother 

who fled the Mormon Church, became a lesbian separatist visionary, campaigned for the ERA, 

and ran for President of the United States with the Citizen’s Party?!? Yes, that Sonia Johnson! 

And, how could we not perform for Sonia Johnson?  

 

We arrived at the beautiful adobe casa in the snowy mountains of northern New Mexico, with 

old scripts and new ideas. We put together a New Year’s Eve performance for the women of the 

tiny town of Ojo Caliente. We called ourselves The Crackpot Crones, a phrase I found in Mary 

Daly’s Wickedary, a radical feminist dictionary, left like a Gideon’s Bible on the nightstand in 

every room at Casa Feminista.  We opened our show with the first scene of One Fool where 

Terry falls in love with various women in the audience. We did an audience sing-along of “the 

Twelve Days of Family Insults” from Dos Lesbos. We performed bawdy feminist improvisations 

based on suggestions from the audience. We also developed and premiered a scene Terry had 

sent me as a mere fragment in a letter years before.  She had totally forgotten about this scene, 

but I had loved and carefully saved it: “Eve in Therapy,” in which The First Woman visits the 

eminent psychiatrist Dr. Lilith in a desperate effort to get over feeling guilty about that apple. 

Our show was such a hit that word spread and we happily reprised it the next night. 

 

During all our years in theater, we had never before performed together, just the two of us, 

onstage. We discovered our onstage magic chemistry, and had so much fun that we realized it 

was our destiny to perform feminist and lesbian sketch comedy and improvisation together for 

the rest of our lives. Instead of my requested restful vacation, we experienced the marvelous 

experience of working together. Once again, just like thirty-five years before, I gave up my job 

in “the real world,” and moved to San Francisco. Terry and I began an intense creative work 

cycle that continues to this day.  

 

For thirty years, we had allowed a silly geographic thing, like a separation of 350 – 6000 miles, 

to restrict our collaboration. Now we two Crones found ourselves still at the top of our game and 

in a frenzy of celebration to be working together full-time in the same city. During 2012 and 

2013, we had especially productive seasons. We participated in the New York Fringe Festival, 

the Santa Cruz Fringe Festival, and the National Queer Arts Festival (twice). We also created 

The “I Hate Valentine’s Day” Show; Moms for Mother’s Day; Bride of Lesbostein for 

Halloween; and annual Crones for the Holidays shows in 2010, 2012, and 2013. (We skipped 

2011 because Terry ran for Mayor of San Francisco!) And last but not least, we produced a 

workshop production of HICK: A Love Story. Phew! 

 

Each of the Crones for the Holidays shows was a collection of sketches, songs, personal stories, 

and improvisations. In 2012, we hired our Dream Team.  Set designer Vola Ruben had worked 

with Lilith Theater in 1978. Lighting designer Stephanie Anne Johnson and Terry had created 

The Black Jewish American Lesbian Show in Amsterdam in 1985. To coordinate it all, 

production stage manager Pam Higley was recommended by a former director. These three 
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women would work with us for two years, through Hick, A Love Story, bringing our production 

values up to match the level of our scripts and performance.   

 

Bubbie and her Butch from CRONES FOR THE HOLIDAYS 2012 

 

In Bubbie and her Butch, with the romantic match-up of Frannie and Joan, we had a love affair 

of opposites: Jewish/non-Jewish; formerly straight/life-long lesbian; femme/butch; and 

grandmother/childless woman. The scene also provided us with a sketch about Chanukah and a 

lesbian home-for-the-holidays story, two important additions, since holiday shows tend to be 

overwhelmingly “heteronormative” and Christian. 

 

I was eager for there to be a love story with women our own age (in their sixties) for the show, 

and Terry was happy to play a butch in love. Joan, the butch, is a well-realized character. She 

defines and defends her identity, her “people.” But once we started rehearsals, I found Frannie, 

the femme, very difficult to portray. She defined herself only through her relationship to others, 

in this case as a Jewish grandmother, and as the thrilled new lover of a butch lesbian. She wanted 

everyone to be happy, to get along, and to love her. With those objectives, Frannie was 

manipulative and tense, even breaking into tears when she felt misunderstood or didn’t get what 

she wanted. In discussions, Terry and I found her to be an inaccurate depiction of women we 

knew, much less “femmes” who must be strong in their determination to be recognized as 

lesbians. By daring to be publicly attracted to a butch woman, Frannie was announcing her own 

sexual difference and making her butch lover a known subject of desire. She was doing a brave 

thing. But, in trying to make sure the character read as “feminine,” we had resorted to sexist 

stereotyping. Terry rewrote the part, giving Frannie more humor, more depth, more moxie, more 

reality.  

 

Not to be defined solely through others, instead taking center stage in one’s own life is the 

central feminist quest for women. As an actress, playing Frannie became a consciousness-raising 

journey of discovery for me. Because I acted the role before and after Terry gave the character a 

feminist rewrite, I had the opportunity to experience, in my own body, the shift from basing self-

worth on how others see you, to basing it on internal focus and feelings. Once I recognized 

Frannie as an autonomous person, I loved her. I understood why she was pretty and desirable to 

Joan. I felt that way myself onstage, which has been rare for me and was great fun. 

 

BRIDE OF LESBOSTEIN  2013 

 

The Crackpot Crones were creating a tradition of holiday shows. It seemed only right and 

necessary that we write one for Halloween, that being the great holiday of Witches and Hags, 

with whom Crones closely identify.  

 

Bride of Lesbostein was an idea that had been hanging in Terry’s mental closet for years. To wit: 

Dr. Gertrude Lesbostein has never found a woman good enough for her. So she attempts to 

create the perfect wife by combining the DNA of her 34 ex-girlfriends, each of whom is perfect 

in some small way. If The Fool of One Fool and Dr. Frankenstein had a child, she would be Dr. 

Gertrude Lesbostein. She is aided in her fiendish designs by her slavishly adoring assistant, 
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Igorina, whose job it is to sneak into bedrooms at night to collect DNA samples from slumbering 

exes.  

 

I feel a deep kinship with Igorina and her dedication to the mad doctor’s dream. I am certain that 

Terry wrote the part with me in mind.  To my utter dismay, Terry denies this, or that the 

relationship between the two characters reflects our own relationship in any way! While 

acknowledging that there may be some slight similarities between Lesbostein and herself, she 

consistently maintains that Igorina is simply the logical adaptation of the stock character lab 

assistant of the Frankenstein movies of the 1930s. I remain unconvinced. We do agree on one 

thing: I was born to play Igorina. I experience complete fulfillment both as an actress and as 

Terry’s collaborator when I am onstage helping that absurd egomaniac, Dr. Gertrude, bring The 

Bride to life.  

 

I want to take a moment here to commemorate one of our long-time colleagues. In Bride of 

Lesbostein we worked for the final time with Joan Mankin, beloved actress, clown, teacher and 

director. In her long career, Joan was unique in continuing to work with theaters of every size in 

the Bay Area – from the smallest grassroots companies to the San Francisco Mime Troupe to the 

American Conservatory Theater, the biggest show in town. Joan performed with Lilith Theater in 

four plays, toured Europe with us in 1979, and directed Crones for the Holidays 2012. For 

Lesbostein, she played The Bride herself. Joan was ill, although we didn’t know it at the time. 

The Bride, one of her last performances, proved to be a perfect vehicle for Joan’s wild and 

skillful clowning.  

 

HICK: A Love Story 2014 

 

HICK: A Love Story is the only biographical play that Terry has written. It concerns the lesbian 

relationship between Eleanor Roosevelt and Lorena Hickok, a renowned journalist. They fell in 

love during FDR’s first campaign for President in 1932. The love affair is documented in their 

letters to each other, particularly the 2336 letters that Eleanor wrote to Hick. 

 

By 2012, Terry and I had been performing as The Crackpot Crones for four years. When The 

Crones were invited back to the National Queer Arts Festival for the second time, we decided to 

make our performance a benefit for the Pat Bond Memorial Old Dyke Award, which Terry had 

founded in memory of her friend, who was one of the first women to tour nationally as an out 

lesbian. We wanted to do a scene from one of Pat’s solo plays. I found Eleanor Roosevelt and 

Lorena Hickok, A Love Story by Pat Bond, in the archives of the Hormel Gay Center in the San 

Francisco Public Library. The manuscript, in a large manila folder, was actually a playwright’s 

workbook of fragments of each scene, more the size of a city phone directory than of a standard 

script. I arranged the fragments in piles, trying to make sense of them. One pile, which I referred 

to as “The Silver Pearl Morning,” was my favorite. It included many rewrites of a scene where 

Eleanor and Hick get off the FDR campaign train to stretch their legs and begin to fall in love. I 

knew Pat Bond must have imagined this part of the story, but I believed it utterly.  I combined 

and edited “The Silver Pearl Morning” variations to create a fifteen-minute piece that would fit 

into the Crackpot Crones show.  
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The scene struck a powerful chord with the audience – and with Terry. She was perfect for Hick. 

Or should I say that Hick was perfect for her? She and I are in the habit of switching roles back 

and forth when we perform, but during rehearsal she told me I would only play this part over her 

dead body -- although she swears she would never say something so crude to her beloved crony. 

We also knew from that first short performance, and from the audience’s enthusiastic feedback, 

that Terry was destined to write and perform a full-length play about Lorena Hickok and that I 

was destined to direct it. Clearly, a new step in our creative partnership was afoot. We even 

reclaimed Lilith Theater as our company name, with its first production being HICK: A Love 

Story.  

 

The romance between Eleanor Roosevelt and Lorena Hickok is a coming-out story of historical 

significance. During the first half of 2013, we happily immersed ourselves in research. I read 

Blanche Wiesen Cook’s three-volume biography of Mrs. Roosevelt. Cook is the first 

contemporary historian to fully acknowledge the sexual nature of Eleanor’s relationship with 

Hick. Terry visited the FDR Library to read original documents. In Hyde Park, She talked with 

people who actually knew Lorena Hickok.  This project stretched our writing abilities, 

combining our love of history with our knowledge of dramatic structure, to find the best 

moments for a play.  How to transform the mass of incidents, emotions, and characters that make 

up a relationship of thirty years into a story with an arc -- and still reflect the truth of Lorena 

Hickok’s love for Eleanor Roosevelt?  Neither Terry nor I had attempted anything like this 

before. We worked together almost every day, Terry bringing in new writing for us to hash over. 

The script ended up with some scenes following very closely the letters from Eleanor to Hick, 

and some scenes that Terry invented, filling in the gaps.  

 

Although Terry is very comfortable performing solo, she kept bringing up the possibility of 

hiring an actress to play Eleanor, expanding HICK to a two-person play. I felt this would be a 

mistake because Eleanor’s presence onstage would become the audience’s focus. We were 

writing a play about Lorena Hickok’s life. Her famous lover must remain an offstage voice. 

Once Terry became convinced that HICK would remain solo, she asked actress Paula Barish, 

who had starred in one of Terry’s short films, to record the voice of Eleanor reading her letters to 

Hick aloud. Paula’s nuanced vocal performance brought the First Lady’s presence onto the stage, 

and fully established the historical reality of the story.  

 

HICK: A Love Story, The Romance of Lorena Hickok and Eleanor Roosevelt opened in San 

Francisco in the summer of 2014 and was a huge success. We filled the biggest theater we’d ever 

rented. I came to all the performances of that first run, sitting in the audience, among people who 

had chosen to step out of their bright, noisy, complicated worlds to sit quietly in the dark 

listening to a new story; -- laughing, gasping, and sometimes even crying together. It was also 

wonderful for me to watch Terry make small changes in her performance every night, the play 

never the exactly the same show as the night before, a moving, changing art form.  

 

In Conclusion: 

 

Terry and I both recognize the oddity of a lesbian playwright having a heterosexual woman as 

her closest collaborator. But we have worked together joyfully from the beginning. Not that there 

haven’t been difficult patches, but mostly there has been excitement, satisfaction and a whole lot 
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of falling-off-the-chair laughing. As two feminist women working together, we know our artistic 

partnership, along with our work, is undervalued and misunderstood by the still-patriarchal art 

world at large. So it has been vital that we recognize and support each other. Terry and I have 

always easily shared our values and our vision. Often, when creating theater together, one of us 

thinks she has concluded what there is to say, and then the other picks up the thread and we 

improvise until a scene coalesces. I have finished this introduction. Now, to Terry’s words!  I 

invite you to read the plays themselves. 


