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I. A History of The Fire This Time Festival

The title of African American playwright, novelist, activist, and icon James Baldwin’s book The Fire Next Time was taken from a line of the negro spiritual “Mary Don’t You Weep” which states, “God gave Noah the rainbow sign, no more water, the fire next time.” Baldwin’s influential book about race relations in the 1960s pays homage to the African American legacy and responds to our ancestors’ calls to each generation to take up the torch passed that will continue to lead us further into the future. It was with this in mind that The Fire This Time Festival was founded over a decade ago. In 2009 seven Black playwrights came together in a tiny East Village theater to discuss the state of Black theatermakers in an industry that was not changing as quickly as the world around it. What came out of that discussion was a weekend presentation of ten-minute plays by Black playwrights that immediately sold out. Over ten years later, The Fire This Time Festival now consists of two weeks of programming including the flagship ten-minute showcase, full-length readings, a new works lab, panel discussions, and year-round programming that now features digital collaborations.

While The Fire This Time Festival’s main goal has been to amplify the voices of Black playwrights and storytellers, we also seek to show the vast spectrum of Blackness, and move beyond common ideas of what’s possible in Black theater, a benchmark that has too long been dictated by the overwhelming white gaze of American theater. For this reason, selected playwrights are not given a theme to write on. Every playwright is simply encouraged to showcase their unique voice. The Fire This Time’s motto is “any play written by a Black playwright is a Black expression even if it is about two white people in love.” By allowing our artists this freedom of expression, The Fire This Time has become known as a space where Black exploration on stage is not only diverse, but exhilarating. Over the years plays have ranged in style from straight dramas to avant garde to poetic including adaptations of British classics, to sci-fi pieces, comedies, dramadies, family plays, and one-person shows. Furthermore, the plays have addressed a vast swatch of themes over the years, and in a time of incredible racial and cultural tension in America, the playwrights have tackled police brutality, institutional racism, homophobia, the Black Lives Matter movement, and the effect that slavery still has in our country.

Completing its eleventh season in 2020, the Festival has presented new work from over seventy Black playwrights and hundreds of collaborating directors, performers, and other theater professionals.

In 2014, The Fire This Time launched its first touring production, bringing its programming to audiences in Boston. In 2015 the festival received its first Obie Award in recognition of outstanding achievement. In 2021, the Festival received a prestigious two-year funding grant from The Black Seed. The Festival has nurtured the development of countless new works, leading to alumni playwright opportunities at the Public Theater, the Atlantic Theater Company, Steppenwolf Theater Company, Lincoln Center Theater, NYTW, and MCC among others. Other writers have gone on to success in features, television, music, web-series, and other arts and entertainment platforms.

The fire next time is The Fire This Time.

The Playwrights

2010 Season 1



Deborah Asiimwe, Radha Blank, Kelley Nicole Girod, Katori Hall, Germono Toussaint, Derek Lee McPhatter, Pia Wilson



2011 Season 2



Jesse Cameron Alick, Christine Jean Chambers, Camille Darby, Marcus Gardley, Yusef Miller, Dominique Morisseau



2012 Season 3



France-Luce Benson, Jocelyn Bioh, Kevin R. Free, Patricia Ione Lloyd, Zoey Martinson, Antoinette Nwandu, Jerome A. Parker



2013 Season 4



Dennis A. Allen II, Danielle Davenport, Jason Holtham, Eric Lockley, Cynthia Robinson, Tracey Conyer Lee, Nathan Yungerburg



2014 Season 5



Erica Rose, Angelica Cheri, Josh Wilder, Lori Parquet, Judy Tate, Jonathan Payne



2015 Season 6



Aziza Barnes, Roderick Gailes OBC, Julienne Hairston, Azure D. Osborne-Lee, Larry Powell, James Anthony Tyler, Daaimah Mubashshir



2016 Season 7



Tanya Everett, Keelay Gipson, Mansa Ra (formerly known as Jireh Breon Holder), Roger Q. Mason, Stacey Rose, Nia Witherspoon, Korde Tuttle; season directed by Nicole A, Watson



2017 Season 8



Karen Chilton, Jordan E. Cooper, Shamar S. White, Michelle Tyrene Johnson, Eliana Pipes, Fredrica Bailey, C.A. Johnson; season directed by Cezar Williams



2018 Season 9



Sandra A. Daley-Sharif, Shelley Fort, Gethsemane Herron-Coward, Charly Evon Simpson, Mona R. Washington, William Oliver Watkins; season directed by Candis C. Jones



2019 Season 10



Kendra Augustin, Francisca Da Silvera, Adrienne Dawes, Samantha Godfrey, Garlia Cornelia Jones, Bernard Tarver, York Walker, Kezia Waters; season directed by Kevin R. Free



2020 Season 11



Cyrus Aaron, Niccolo Aeed, Natyna Bean, Tyler English-Beckwith, Jay Mazcyk, Deneen Reynolds-Knott, Mario (Mars) Wolfe; season directed by Ebony Noelle Golden



II. Foreword: The Privilege of Identity and Why I Founded The Fire This Time Festival

“What are you?” By the time I was seven I learned to anticipate this question from strangers, from potential new friends, and even from teachers. And at such a young age I knew it was not a question being asked to understand where my almond eyes, bent nose, curly black hair, and light skin came from. In the majority white world where my features stood out, “What are you?” was an attempt to collect data that would determine what the dynamic would be in a relationship, what should and should not be said around me, and ultimately to remind me of my place in an unspoken caste system. Growing up Black/mixed descent in America, “What are you” is a question that came to define my existence, further complicated by a country that excelled at erasing the roots of those they enslaved. I was told I was Black, but had no sense of the ancestors who gave me my curly roots or distinct nose. I only now know of my ancestry from Nigeria, Cameroon, Congo, Western Bantu, and Mali, but these ancestors still remain nameless and faceless. On the other hand, my European ancestry going back to France, then Nova Scotia, then Acadiana where my ancestors founded the first Cajun settlement and gave my parents the Cajun/Creole French tongue they spoke in childhood was well documented. I remember the pride I felt the first time I saw my Cajun ancestors’ names on plaques in a museum in the central square of the town that they founded, St. Martinville. Near the museum was a tree by the Bayou Teche marked for the fictional Evangeline and Gabriel in Henry Wadsworth Longfellow’s famous and epic poem Evangeline: A Tale of Acadie, a poem I still love. I suddenly saw myself in Wadsworth’s words, a tangible connection to my past and present. And in that moment I realized the power of identity. The currency of identity. The luxury of identity. The confidence that knowing who you are affords one. And ultimately, the role of storytelling in establishing and maintaining identity. And my deepest desire in that moment was to solidify my identity, to be someone who was no longer crushed by the dehumanizing question of “What are you?”, nor defined by it. It was this desire that led me to storytelling and storytelling led me to The Fire This Time Festival.

By the time I left graduate school I had already decided that my stories being boxed into a neat definition of what was considered Black art by white standards was non-negotiable. If anything had helped me exorcise the ghosts of “What are you?” it was my writing which brought me to my darkest edges and back and gave me a hard-won identity I was beginning to stand firm in. The other side of the coin of beginning to find myself was the desire to find my community. There were other exciting young Black playwrights I had been hearing about and I was desperate to know them. That yearning led to an email, then to a meeting where we playwrights huddled in a circle in a tiny East Village theater. That day The Fire This Time Festival was born, a movement was set in motion, and a community that continually contributed beautiful brushstrokes on the vast, ever evolving landscape of Blackness, Black art, and Black expression came into being.

“What are you?” I now know that part of that answer lies in the twenty-five plays contained in this collection, in places where my Blackness overlaps with the experiences of my fellow Black playwrights, places where, until I witnessed their stories on stage, I was told Blackness could not exist. I am my community, ever expanding, without boundaries, limitless. I am Black. I am The Fire This Time Festival.



III. Play Sections



Section 1

Vanna White, Brooke Shields, and Beyoncé: Beauty Standards and Self-Acceptance in Black America

Since its founding, the US has employed caricatured images of people of color as lazy, violent, dangerous, dirty, and uneducated, among others, to maintain a servant class. These images persisted long after the emancipation and morphed into the subconscious of generations of Americans. The image of the Black woman was doubly assaulted: not only was she everything listed above, but her beautiful fullness, deep brown skin, and soft curly hair were flagged by white society as markers of sexual immorality and the very embodiment of “ugly.” Moreover, being Black and LGBTQ was never acknowledged as anything more than an abomination. A cishet, eurocentric ideal of beauty has flourished in America and still holds much of the real estate in print and media. But in the past decade candid conversations around colorism and inclusivity have started the process of not only mainstream media’s need to look at its standards of beauty and expand their definitions, it has led to a reclaiming of Black as beautiful amongst Blacks as seen in such events as the natural hair movement among others. In this section, Katori Hall’s The Beyoncé Effect, Antoinette Nwandu’s Vanna White Has Got to Die!, Roger Q. Mason’s Hard Palate, and Derek Lee McPhatter’s Citizen Jane, we see the effects of history’s various stereotyping of Blacks, as well the persistent prominence of whiteness and the white gaze on how Blacks and people of color are seen and see themselves. Furthermore, these plays also show us how the white gaze can even affect the Black psyche, manifesting itself in a voice that consistently disrupts and sabotages. And ultimately and most importantly, these plays beautifully dramatize how we Blacks fight the voices of descent within to claim our own definition of beauty and self-acceptance.

Foreword by Jocelyn Bioh, The Fire This Time Season 3 playwright and writer of the critically acclaimed, award-winning play School Girls; or, The African Mean Girls Play which addresses colorism and beauty standards in African, African American, and Black communities

The beauty of the Black body in history is one that the Western world has been confounded by. For most of history, our hues were used as currency. In the case of Sarah Baartman, known to the world as “Venus Hottentot,” her body was put on display like a circus act. People would come from miles away and pay money to see her voluptuous derrière. In the case of mixed-race slaves, their currency was their lighter skin—the only reprieve they had from being overworked in the fields—as they were considered more “acceptable” to be in the house. The filtered-down version of all of these ideas and characterizations of the Black body have morphed into new beauty standards in the present day, but for non-Blacks. What was once ridiculed and ogled is now the latest craze in cosmetic surgery with a curvier figure, fuller lips, and tanned skin becoming the gold standard of beauty in America, creating a unique assault on the Black identity through unapologetic appropriation of features that Blacks have been encouraged to alter in the name of social mobility. The incredible playwrights featured in this section have illustrated how the white gaze seeks to dominate the narratives in what is reflected in Black mirrors, and while overcoming those narratives is not easy, it is not impossible.



Play #1: The Beyoncé Effect by Katori Hall

Three brown women struggle with their quest for lighter skin and European features in a world where “if you white, you right, and if you black, get back.”



Presented in The Fire This Time Festival Season 1, directed by Martin Damien Wilkins, performed by Vella Lovell, Maechi Aharanwu, and Frances Uku.

Characters

Fury #1

Fury #2

Fury #3

The Beyoncé Effect by Katori Hall

The three Furies stand in separate pools of light.

Fury #1, a young beautiful South Indian woman, wears a long silk sari, with jasmine falling like ropes from her hair.

Fury #2, a young beautiful African woman, wears a vibrant cloth around her hips and the skin on her face is discolored; she is the darkest.

Fury #3, a young African American woman, wears her yeast infection jeans and her House of Deréon hoodie—pure Harlem girl she is.

They are all beautifully chocolate, caramel shades.

Fury #1    Mirror, mirror, on the wall.

Fury #2    Who’s the / fairest.

Fury #3    Fairest.

Fury #1 and Fury #3    Of them all?

Fury #3    Not me.

Fury #2    Not me.

Fury #1    Not me.

All    Not me.

They all open a can of skin lightener and begin to smear it across their faces.

Fury #1    Mirror, mirror, on the wall.

Fury #2    Who’s the / fairest.

Fury #3    Fairest.

Fury #1 and Fury #3    Of them all?

Fury #3    Not me.

Fury #2    Not me.

Fury #1    Not me.

All    Not me.

Fury #1 and Fury #2 sit on big blocks as if they are sitting on the shoulders of Fury #3. They place their hands on her shoulders.

Fury #3    At first it was for the spots. You know? The little dark spots you get when a bump come up on you too strong. That’s all I did it for. I had looked on the internet and saw it was good, it was all good. Go to the beauty supply and cop you a tube of Ambi. Put it on that spot and then BWAM. You’d be back to yo old chocolate glow. You know, though? But—But then the bumps start coming. Coming on strong. By the end of junior high made a bitch look like she had.

Fury #2    Chicken pox.

Fury #1    Measles.

All    Mumps and rubella.

Fury #3    Couldn’t even barely hold up my face no more. So heavy from the weight of them dots it was. That’s when I started to pick. Pick at them scabs hoping scratchin’ at em like lotto tickets hoping that I’d win to find reveal beautiful skin beneath. But every time I removed one dot another one’d pop up in its place. Bigger. Badder.

All    Darker.

Fury #3    It’d get darker. Every spot a recollection of my constant imperfection though I was on a pursuit to perfection. My skin couldn’t be smooth. Wouldn’t just get smooth.

Fury #1    Smooth.

Fury #2    Smooth.

Fury #3    Smooth like that train ride when you sippin on sysyzurp. Smooth like the flan from your best friend auntie’s aluminum pan at the quinciara.

Fury #1    Smooth like the skin of Aishwarya Rai.

Fury #2    Smooth like the skin of the Ethiopian women.

Fury #1 and Fury #3    Flawless.

Fury #3    So yeah, that’s why I bought it. Yeah 2 percent hydroquinone to make these spots get gone. Every night. I put on my creams to brighten my battle with the pestilence of adolescence. Some say perm is the creamy crack, but when yo face come under attack Ambi is your drug of choice. Over the counter at that. It first started with the.

Fury #1    Dot dot dot dot dot. (Like a commercial) Get your skin clear. Make your skin brighter. Try Triluma Cream, Illuminate the beauty in you.

Fury #2 (like a commercial)    Hate those stubborn spots. Try Meladerma. Smooth you to a Lighter, Brighter, Happier hue—I mean you.

Fury #3    But them dots wouldn’t go away. I couldn’t keep them at bay. Black holes sucking away the star light from my Milky Way complexion, mountains of darkness.

Fury #2 (sings)    But you are beautiful / no matter what they say…

Fury #3    But the spots started getting / bigger and bigger and bigger.

Fury #1    And the dots started getting / bigger and bigger and bigger.

Fury #2 (sings)    But you are beautiful / no matter what they say.

Fury #3    Til my whole face was covered with the creamy crack.

Fury #1    The creamy crack.

Fury #2 (moaning)

Fury #3    Til my whole face started disappearing.

Fury #2 (moaning)

Fury #1    So beautiful.

Fury #2 (moaning)

Fury #1    Disappear the ugly.

Fury #3    And my whole face started fading away. No longer the color of the Milky Way. As days grew past another color replaced my dark pigmentation.

Fury #1    You look so pretty.

Fury #3    Ashen.

Fury #2 (moaning)

Fury #3    A light gray.

Fury #1    Stunning. Absolutely stunning you are.

Fury #2 (moaning)

Fury #3    Spreading across my face.

Fury #1    A stunnah.

Fury #3    Making that mocha choca latte yah.

Fury #1    You look pretty—

Fury #2    Pretty.

Fury #1 and Fury #2    GONE.

Fury #3    They said with the hands of Whoopi Goldberg and the face of Beyoncé.

Fury #1 and Fury #2 (cackling like little bitches)

Fury #3    I took it as a compliment.

All    A compliment.

Fury #3    Because at least for once I had a pretty face.

Fury #2 (moaning a song beneath it)

Fury #1    My parents are looking for me a husband. I much rather stay at home. Write. Read. Do anything, but fry another fucking veggie samosa for my father. I, of course, do not speak this. Do not dare say this out loud. To speak here is to have your heart known and woman cannot speak her heart here not matter how loud it is. It makes the world crumble.

Fury #2    Crumble.

Fury #1    “It is time that you are married my daughter. You are so old.” My mother says this to my twenty-year-old self. “So unfortunate your age, but at least you went to school, you are prepared to give your husband good conversation.” I’m surprised she did not say good head as well. For my heart will be on its knees in no time. They scour the internet for a possible suitor.

Fury #3    No luck there.

Fury #2    Unh, unh. Too ugly.

Fury #3    He ain’t got no degree.

Fury #2    His parents are linked to the Bollywood mafia.

Fury #3    Oooooo, what about this one?

Fury #2    Ugh, he has to get his back threaded. Do you want your children to look like werewolves?

Fury #1    This is when they place an ad in the Hindi Times. “Proud parents looking for attractive suitor for daughter, Must have MBA or engineering degree, good disposition, Brahmin class. Daughter is a good cook, educated, and fair skin.”

“—But mother I am not fair I am—”

Fury #3    Wheat colored. I know. But we have time. It’ll take us at least a month to finish all the interviews in the meantime.

Fury #2    She handed me.

All    The jar.

Fury #3    Slather it on three times a day.

Fury #2    Fair and lovely cream.

She raises the tube.

Fury #1    Three times a day.

Fury #2    Three times a day and it is guaranteed.

Fury #2    You won’t be.

All    Wheat-colored anymore.

Fury #3    Maybe you’ll become pretty.

Fury #1    My mother says, “It is the only way to get a Brahmin man. What a shame that you were cursed with skin the color of caramel but blessed with Aishwarya Rai eyes.”

They do their ritual again.

Fury #1    Mirror, mirror, on the wall.

Fury #2    Who’s the / fairest.

Fury #3    Fairest.

Fury #1 and Fury #3    Of them all?

Fury #3    Not me.

Fury #2    Not me.

Fury #1    Not me.

All    Not me.

Fury #2    I ordered the tube off of the internet. Fair and lovely cream.

All    The power of beauty.

Fury #2    Said the box crushed by its journey from overseas. I had saved up many shillings for this. My sister called me.

Fury #3    Foolish,

Fury #1    Stupid.

Fury #2    But she was not ugly like me. My sister was blessed. She looked like an Ethiopian queen and a Bugandan king’s dream.

Fury #3    Coffee with a lot of milk.

Fury #1    Tea with a lot of sugar.

Fury #2    She looked like the Black women in America whose skin had been tainted by the white man. Cotton-pickers’ skin.

Fury #3    So soft with that one drop of / white.

Fury #1    White.

Fury #3    She was called the Beyoncé of Africa.

Fury #1    The Halle of the Hills.

Fury #2    Wanted all over the village. Wanted by my own husband. I saw how he looked at her around the fire at night. Its flicker danced luminous off her skin. Like how fire dances with itself in water’s reflection not caring that it can be extinguished. Her beauty loomed bright as embers took flight into the stars. My husband could not take his eyes of my sister.

Fury #1 and Fury #3    My sister.

Fury #2    She was so beautiful.

Fury #1 and Fury #2    My sister.

Fury #2    Who could not not see her? Love her from around that fireside. He could not see me because I disappeared myself. Closing my eyes to stop my whites from announcing my presence. I sat there around that fire hoping to / disappear.

Fury #1 and Fury #2    Disappear into the myself.

Fury #3    And when I opened them they were gone. And I knew.

Fury #1 and Fury #2    Knew.

Silence.

Fury #3    I heard them. In the hut. Vibrating with their passion. I never asked him why. I never asked her. But in two months’ time. Just like the box says. I will be fair and lovely like my sister the Beyoncé of Africa.

The women scoop the cream and apply it on their faces. Looking in their mirrors. They do their nightly ritual.

Fury #1    Mirror, mirror, on the wall.

Fury #2    Who’s the / fairest.

Fury #3    Fairest.

Fury #1 and Fury #3    Of them all?

Fury #3    Not me.

Fury #2    Not me.

Fury #1    Not me.

All    Not me.

The spotlight on the Furies slowly fades as they scoop beauty from their jars.

Fury #1    Mirror, mirror, on the wall.

Fury #2    Who’s the / fairest.

Fury #3    Fairest.

Fury #1 and Fury #3    Of them all?

Fury #3    Not me.

Fury #2    Not me.

Fury #1    Not me.

All    Not me.

The lights have faded.



Play #2: Citizen Jane by Derek Lee McPhatter

The world’s favorite superhero comes to life tonight. Don’t worry if she seems tired of saving the world. She better give us the happy endings we deserve, or else!



Presented in The Fire This Time Festival Season 1, directed by Rhonney Greene, performed by Lauren Rhodes Cooper (Citizen Jane), Dylan Krammerer (Jess), LaJune (Patterson), Sheree Renee Thomas (Bot One), Darren Mallett (Bot Two), Nicole Judd (Stage Manager).

Characters

Jesse Jackson Jameson, the architect of today’s exhibition. An artist of virtual worlds, Jesse is a cross between a video-game designer and a sculptor. This retrospective is Jesse’s most ambitious project.

Citizen Jane, a statuesque and practically divine superwoman. Citizen Jane is the heroine and subject of the retrospective. An understated in-person demeanor balances her over-the-top public persona.

Ro Patterson, third generation. Spokesperson and Junior Member of the Council on Historical Integrity. Patterson is the grand, exuberant motormouth producer of today’s event.

Bots, one or more swing players—cyborg assistants who help render various scenes as the play unfolds. Bots also perform various non-speaking side/background characters at the director’s discretion.

Scene

The Museum of Honors—a virtual museum, rendered in 3-D on a futuristic super-network. Today the museum presents a special retrospective.

Time

The distant future.

Notes

1.These characters live in the future, beyond our current ideas of race, gender identity, and so forth. Casting with regards to ethnicity and sex is at the director’s discretion. I strongly suggest casting from different ethnic/cultural groups to reflect an integrated future.



2.This play works best at a fast pace, particularly the action sequences.

Citizen Jane by Derek Lee McPhatter

Lights up dimly on Jesse at the edge of the empty stage. Open, dark, and free. It terrifies him.

He looks down at a power cord/plug and follows it offstage.

Something plugs in. Lights up as the network activates! Podiums rise on either side of the stage.

Patterson appears as Jesse re-enters.

Citizen Jane wanders in, a little grumpy, as if she just woke up.

Jane’s gaze falls to Jesse who has been staring in awe.

Jane (to Jesse)    This is the last time.

Patterson    What was that? Jesse?

Citizen Jane wanders off, heading backstage.

Patterson    Jesse?

Jesse looks off after Jane.

Jesse    I never thought…

Patterson    Well, you are an artist. Surely you must think a little. But yes I understand, you … emote. You experience. You simply “are.” We didn’t expect much thinking out of you.

Jesse    That’s not what I meant.

Patterson    Never mind all that, Jesse. Today we celebrate.

Jesse    Celebrate.

Patterson    Our audience awaits.

He is suddenly exuberant, looking to the audience.

And you are here! Let us have applause in celebration of the grand occasion!!

The audience applauds. Patterson descends from the podium to continue the introduction.

Patterson    Welcome!

Jesse    Welcome.

Patterson    My name is Ro Patterson—third generation—and on behalf of the Council on Historic Integrity I greet you with glad tidings and pleasurable salutations, indeed!

Jesse    Indeed, pleasurable salutations and glad tidings to all. My name is Jesse Jackson Jameson and it is truly an honor among honors to be with you this evening!

Patterson    Yes, Jesse Jenkins Johnson, archival architect extraordinaire. We are gathered to celebrate our champion of liberty, freedom, honor, and justice across the ages: Citizen Jane!

He waits for the audience to applaud. Their applause is not satisfactory. He orders the Bots to present “applause” prompts.

Patterson    I am so pleased to acknowledge my dearest colleagues of the Council who—replete with wisdom and integrity, and graciousness and goodness—saw fit to pay tribute to the celebrated Citizen Jane by commissioning this Re-enacted Retrospective of her tireless service. Here at the Museum of Honors, here at the very edge of time itself, we are logged on. Logged in? At? … the Super Network, this wired-up for wireless grand magnificence of the modern age! Shaping our shared reality to the will of the dear clear Archival Architect-in-Residence—

He gives a grand gesture to Jesse and continues the introduction.

—whose artistic grasp of our great history is now reflected and refracted for your observation and appreciation!

Jesse    You mean my artistic grasp of our great history is now refracted and reflected for—

Patterson    The great history, abridged of course! Presented here for this marvelous occasion. Nothing less than the dramatic reenactment of the life and times of Citizen Jane, our super-shero. The Happy Endings We Deserve made manifest! Her Iconic Instances presented as homage, the glorious travails of the One and Only Heroine par Ex-cellence!

Enter Citizen Jane in full persona and costume as superhero (including a glamorous wig and cape).

She stands strong, basking in the light.

Jesse    Citizen Jane.

Patterson    Our champion, our defender, guardian, grand dame, mother, sister, lover, wife, daughter. Goddess. Our woman of wonder and light, Citizen Jane.

Excited like a schoolboy, Jesse starts the Citizen Jane theme song:

Jesse    She’s amazing. She’s terrific.

During the theme song, Jane dances, giving the audience her signature superhero poses.

Patterson    She’s a wonder!

The Bots are Jane’s background dancers in perfect unison.

Jesse    She’s a marvel!

Citizen Jane and the Bots do some great kicks and spins for the big finish.

Patterson /Jesse    She’s the best! The best! The best, the best, THE BEST!

Patterson leads the applause and then gestures for Jesse to speak.

Jesse    When I was approached by the Council to render her Greatest Moments, I had so much material to work with. The Happy Endings she has guaranteed are countless, how to choose?

Jane and the Bots stand still as Jesse and Patterson continue their remarks.

Patterson    Yes indeed. A conundrum to be sure. One could start at the “first beginning” I suppose—

Off “first beginning” Patterson cues Jane and the Bots to reenact Jane’s origin story, as follows:

Patterson    When the young and innocent girl Jane, ages and ages ago in the Utopian Realm of Many Waters, found her greatest destiny reflected in the Mirror of Marvels!

Dramatic reenactment: Citizen Jane stands at the mirror, looking for herself. (The Bots assist.)

Jesse    But the Citizen is timeless and who’s to say which beginning is best? Some say her greatest moments, her truly Iconic Instances, were later. For example—

Patterson    Citizen Jane saves the darling baby child!

Jane and the Bots drop the “Mirror Act” to re-enact the next scene: Citizen Jane saves the darling babe from a burning building.
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