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GIRL 
 
VIOLET   female, mid-30ʼs, African-American 
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“Not til we are lost…do we begin to find ourselves.” 
— Henry David Thoreau, Walden 

 
 
 
 

“Dat man ober dar say dat woman needs to be lifted ober ditches, and 
to have de best place every whar. Nobody eber helped me into carriages, 

or mud puddles, or gives me any best place and arʼnʼt I a woman? 
 

Look at me! Look at my Arm! I have plowed, and planted, and gathered  
into barns, and no man could head me—and arʼnʼt I a woman? I could 

work as much and eat as much as a man (when I could get it), and  
bear de lash as well—and arʼnʼt I a woman? 

 
I have born 13 chilern and seen em mos all sold off into slavery, and  
when I cried out with a motherʼs grief, none but Jesus heard—and 

arʼnʼt I a woman?” 
— Sojourner Truth, at the womenʼs right convention of 1851 in  

Akron, Ohio, after being greeted with boos and hisses. 
 
 
 
 

“The painful, patient, and silent toil of mothers to gain a  
fee simple title to their daughters, the despairing 

fight, as of an entrapped tigress, to keep hallowed 
their own persons, would furnish material for epics.” 

— Anna Julia Cooper, 1893 
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Glyph 
by Christina Ham 

 
A video image: 
 
glyph  (gl f) 
n. 
 
A symbolic figure that is usually engraved or incised that imparts 
information nonverbally. 
 

- - - - 
 
(A GIRL from three centuries ago stands in a tattered dress and bare 
feet in the middle of an indigo plantation covered in mud and a blue 
hue underneath a mercilessly burning sun. The very air she breathes 
is hotter than the human blood. She carries a basket filled with indigo 
plants on her head. As the centuries wear on she begins to grow up 
before our very eyes passing through the decades until she is finally 
bent over becoming an ELDERLY WOMAN. The sun begins to set 
bringing with it the darkness and an unforgiving mist...) 
 

- - - - 
 
(A CENSUS WORKER gradually emerges from the mist as the 
morning light fills the stage. She carries a clipboard. It is the past 
present.) 
 
  CENSUS WORKER 
The Constitution require “an actual Enumeration” of the nationʼs 
population. Go for me and you. Folk done lost they lives just to be 
counted. If you ainʼt counted how you know you existed? Was a time 
when our census records only listed names of the head of household 
along with the number of slaves it have. By 1850 and 1860 the 
government decided to take an additional slave census. It give the 
slave owner's name, and the number of slaves by gender, age, and 
whether they was black or mulatto: see Plate 1.  
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  CENSUS WORKER (Cont.) 
 (a slide appears with a photo) 
This is Ezekiel Pomeroy. Our census records show he owned moreʼn 
thirteen-hundred slaves. Word around town is he finally dying. 
Wonder what deal he made with the devil to stay alive this long?  
 (another slide appears) 
By 1870 the census listed the names of all African-Americans: see 
Plate 2. Except, some names was still nowhere to be found. Hard not 
to take that kinda thing personal. After all, so many fingerprints been 
cemented in the clay of this land.  
 (sings) 
Land where your fathers died, land where we stripped your pride. 
 
But, Iʼd like to think that was the old South. In the new South, 2010 
was a banner year for our census. Showing significant growth in this 
region. This mean more funding and allocated resources both in the 
government and in our communities. City Council just 
 (pulls out a brochure) 
voted to put up a new park in this area. Hereʼs what itʼs going to look 
like. And, on the bright side—tourismʼs up. ʻbout talked enough to get 
me to lunch time. Been a field rep. for this district as long as I have 
you start to realize everybody family got least one tall tale. 
 

- - - - 
 
(LUCY sits in a darkened corner of the Stitch House at Canaan Hall. 
A labored breathing surrounds her—itʼs not her own. There is a large 
Moleskine sketch pad at her feet along with charcoals. Occasionally, 
the sounds of women wailing will be heard throughout the play. It is 
the present.) 
 
  LUCY 
 

(A truly long pause.) 
 

Pricked off the days until I came 
 here 
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  LUCY (Cont.) 
 

29 
30      3                     12 

23      18                         7      24 
2 

13              15 
5         26             11                                                            22 

0 
16        25 

4        28      31   1 10 
14         6           21 

8    17 
19 13 (yes) 13 

9 20 
13 (again) 

 
Counted my goose bumps 

until I lost my place. 
Near death you seem infinite  

making me aware 
of how 

finite 
I  

am. 
- - - - 

 
(LUCY and BARBARA in the kitchen. BARBARA wears a pink ribbon 
on her sweater. Itʼs the recent present.) 
 
  BARBARA 
We are your family, Lucy. 
 
  LUCY 
Soʼs this prick Ezekiel Pomeroy. 
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  BARBARA 
Since you were twelve youʼve been telling us you were adopted. Or, 
that you were switched at birth. Now this. Which is it? 
 
  LUCY 
I know what I read. 
 
  BARBARA 
Because the “voices” told you? 
 
  LUCY 
I donʼt hear “voices”. The public record doesnʼt lie. Pomeroy owned 
daddyʼs family.  
 
  BARBARA 
Have you gone off your Risperdal again? 
 
  LUCY 
Stop trying to incite me! 
 
  BARBARA 
What am I suppose to think? You come up here reeking of alcohol 
and itʼs barely noon throwing around wild / accusations 
 
  LUCY 
Always seen me as this “wild”, “untamed”, jungle bunny that you wish 
you could ship off to an animal planet where I can be around “my 
kind”. 
 
  BARBARA 
Donʼt want to go through this nonsense. 
 
  LUCY 
Instead you just ship me off to the closest psych ward. 
 
  BARBARA 
You punched me then you tried to kill yourself. I just donʼt understand 
this fascination with the Pomeroys of all people. 
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  LUCY 
Because your name stuck with your family—even through Ellis Island. 
Just tired of feeling I donʼt count. That I never existed. Mommy, this 
slave census is the Book of Life, for those that have gone before me. 
 
  BARBARA 
Ezekiel Pomeroy is a monster. You have nothing in common with that 
man. 
 
  LUCY 
Only way Iʼd know for sure is if I met him.  
 
  BARBARA 
That would be a suicide mission. 
 
  LUCY 
All these years Iʼve felt like a spawn in this family. My eyes keep 
showing me a depth of horror I could never imagine. I tried to cut it 
out of me…Put it down on canvas…Even wrote it in my obituary while 
you stood by on the sidelines and watched. But, clearly something in 
this bloodline convicts us. 
 
  BARBARA 
Made you go / snooping  
 
  LUCY 
Question five. 
 
  BARBARA 
Donʼt be obtuse. It doesnʼt suit a Wellesley graduate. Sit up straight 
and speak plainly. 
 
  LUCY 
When you had me committed question five asked, “does mental 
illness run in your family”? And what did your answer? 
 
  BARBARA 
Truthfully. No, it doesnʼt. 
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  LUCY 
Think the behavior on your side of the family is normal; the Chiltons 
of Brookline, Massachusetts can do no wrong.  
 
  BARBARA 
Stop doing this to yourself. 
 
  LUCY 
Treat me like I was born a fucking anomaly in this family.  
 
  BARBARA 
Stop feeling sorry for yourself. When your father gets back from D.C. 
we can all go down to our beach house in Hilton Head. Weʼll pack 
your acrylics, get pedicures, your father will barbecue… 
 
  LUCY 
Iʼm not running. Anymore. Wonder why I am the way I am—why I do 
the things I do—maybe Canaan Hall plantation has something to do 
with it. 
 
  BARBARA 
The only plantation that exists is in your mind. Weʼre all responsible 
for our own actions. 
 
  LUCY 
How about the truth? Are we responsible for that? 
 
  BARBARA 
The truth is your behavior is tearing this family apart. 
 (touches her face) 
Such a beautiful girl. Terrific yellow skin tone, gorgeous hair (if youʼd 
bother combing it more often). I just want us to be like a normal 
mother and daughter. 
 
  LUCY 
Canʼt be a normal mother and daughter when you go behind my back 
and try to have me sterilized because of my “mental health history”. 
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  BARBARA 
It was put on the table. A decision had never / been made 
 
  LUCY 
Hell it hadnʼt. I know the look you get in your eye when youʼve made 
up your mind. I have the right to choose—whether to bear children, 
whether to bear arms.  
 
  BARBARA 
Just figured after the miscarriage and all that youʼd be done with the 
concept of children. 
 
  LUCY 
The real reason you want to have me sterilized is to punish me for 
getting pregnant after Uncle Fin raped me. 
 
  BARBARA 
My little brother would never do such a thing. What the hellʼs wrong 
with you? 
 
  LUCY 
 (belges) 
Mommy, Dr. Ballard says that after denial comes acceptance.   
 
  BARBARA 
We donʼt want to send you back. 
 
  LUCY 
 (stunned) 
That why you told me to come over? 
 
  BARBARA 
No, I missed my daughter. Thatʼs why I told you to come. 
 
  LUCY 
Iʼm better. 
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  BARBARA 
Weʼre not convinced, dear. 
 
  LUCY 
 (pushes papers towards her) 
Read this shit about Pomeroy…please. 
 
  BARBARA 
Why? 
 
  LUCY 
I never knew my black grandparents. Daddy hardly ever talked about 
Grandma Hazel or grandpa…for that matter. 
 
  BARBARA 
Your dad never knew his father. Scott was your Grandma Hazelʼs 
maiden name. 
 
  LUCY 
Would be hard for daddy to be a congressman with the same last 
name as the slave master of most of his constituentsʼ families. 
 
  BARBARA 
Your fatherʼs last name has opened more doors for you than you 
realize. You donʼt think that Fulbright you got to study drawing in Italy 
last summer was based on your academic record? 
 
  LUCY 
I wrote a strong essay. 
 
  BARBARA 
Donʼt be naïve, Lucy.  
 (beat) 
Are you going public with this? 
 
  LUCY 
Hadnʼt thought about it. 
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  BARBARA 
Should think…carefully. 
  
  LUCY 
If this happened to your side of the family youʼd want to know the 
truth. 
 
  BARBARA 
Iʼm from British extraction. We donʼt ruminate—we just get on with 
living. 
 
  LUCY 
Thatʼs what Iʼm trying to do. 
 

- - - - 
 
(VIOLET, a reporter and ASA, a cameraman stands outside the gates 
of the sprawling Canaan Hall plantation. They look up towards the 
great house in the vast distance as a wet Southern heat engulfs 
them. It is the present.) 
 
  ASA 
Ainʼt wanna come back up here—period. 
 
  VIOLET 
Asa, you didnʼt have to. 
 
  ASA 
Station manager say heʼd fire me if I didnʼt. 
 (grabs his necklace) 
Was only coming back here if I wore my grandmamaʼs cowrie shell. 
 
  VIOLET 
Really believe that shell ward off evil? 
 
  ASA 
Maybe it donʼt, but I need all the help I can get. Should find you a 
clove of garlic to throw around your neck. 
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  VIOLET 
My Chanel Number 5ʼs good enough. 
 
  ASA 
Should get outta here ʻfore dark. Seen the soil get restless around 
here at night. 
 
  VIOLET 
Never say what happened when you and Styles came up here? 
 
  ASA 
We going live? 
 
  VIOLET 
Only if thereʼs breaking news. Heard when they found Stylesʼ body in 
the middle of the road it looked like someone or something had 
thrown / him 
 
  ASA 
Violet, letʼs do what we came up here to do so we can get the hell 
outta here.  
 
  VIOLET 
 (reads her notes) 
I researched Pomeroyʼs medical history. I couldnʼt find anything 
current. But his former doctor, Dr. J.M. Sims, published in his 
autobiography this list of maladies that he had either treated Pomeroy 
for or he was in treatment for: arthritis, heart disease, diabetes,  
high blood pressure, hepatitis A and B, asthma, bedsores, 
dehydration, epilepsy, edema, glaucoma, dementia, leprosy, 
narcolepsy, ulcers, and tooth decay. Heʼs had twelve strokes, eight 
heart attacks, genital warts, herpes, gonorrhea, Chlamydia, and 
syphilis, yellow fever, malaria, chicken pox, black pox, small pox, 
typhus, measles, shingles, mumps, gout, Bone Shave, Bronze John, 
horrors, camp itch, chin cough, Danbury Shakes, chilblain, 
hookworm, gangrene, cancer, scurvy, UTI, TB, SARS, PTSD, IBS,  
STD, and piles. 
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  ASA 
What about ED? 
 
  VIOLET 
According to this list he never had erectile dysfunction. 
 
  ASA 
Man practically had everything but a pregnancy. 
 
  VIOLET 
Bloodlet at least nine / out of ten pints of his blood  
 
  ASA 
What happened to the old bastardʼs doctor? 
 
  VIOLET 
Dr. Sims and Pomeroy had a major falling out. He doesnʼt go into any 
detail about it, but soon after their disagreement Dr. Sims contracted 
some mysterious intestinal illness that made him leave South 
Carolina.  
 
  ASA 
Shit, even white folk ainʼt safe around Pomeroy. 
 
  VIOLET 
Wonder if he still eats these days?  
 
  ASA 
Ainʼt no such thing as starving a memory. 
 
 VIOLET    LUCY 
Wonder what he look like now?   My lifeʼs a symbol. 

    Beware to all who  
    tread here. 

 
  ASA 
Only she know.  
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  VIOLET     
Lucy Scott? Apparently, her familyʼs story started here about three-
hundred years ago like most of our families. 
 
  ASA 
Her great-granddaddy, Randolph Scott, helped to put up some of the 
first birth control clinics here in South Carolina. He asked my 
grandmamma Dorothy to help him, but she say she wasnʼt gonna 
have the blood of black mothers on her hands. Lucy been frothing 
through the streets for a while now going in and out of the state 
hospital for most of her life. 
 
  VIOLET     
According to this she embedded herself in the lodge with Pomeroy 
after learning she was one of his descendants. 
 
 ASA 
Seem to me that gal always thought she was white  
anyhow. Donʼt know what the big deal is now.   LUCY 
    Sticks and stones can  
    break my skin 
    break my bones 
    break my spirit 

but this name will hurt 
me wherever I go. 

 
  VIOLET 
Tried to reach her father, Congressman Abe Scott about this, but his 
office said he was unavailable for comment.  
 
  ASA 
Styles made the mistake of going in that lodge. Ainʼt nobody gonna 
be able to put him back together again.  
 
  VIOLET     
My grandmother said the old saints would call that lodge the Stitch 
House. She told me some of / the stories about it but they were  
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 ASA    LUCY 
My granddaddy told me / how his mama and  Iʼd rather be stripped 
her mama   of my skin, eyeballs 

ripped from their 
sockets, ears sliced 
away and all my 
senses snatched 

    from my body  
than to have a name 
thatʼs massacred my 
people. 

 
 VIOLET 
too horrific to believe. 
 
  ASA 
suffered on this plantation. Used to play in these fields with my 
brothers. We was too young to know our ancestors blood, sweat, and 
tears soaked the ground beneath our feet while Pomeroy used our 
community as his feeding tube. We know his corporationʼs been 
funding experiments on black prisoners. Hell, Canaan Hall wasnʼt the 
Promised Land, but the place where our people been sent to die ever 
since. 
 

(A breeze rocks the nearby hanging moss 
trees. In the distant past  the sound of 
hundreds of hoes stabbing the ground mixed 
with cries and wailing can be heard piercing 
the present. They come from the tapestry of 
slaves that have worked the land and been 
held by it. The voice of LUCILLE, a former 
slave on Pomeroyʼs land, pulls through the 
soil. Her dialogue is scratchy as if itʼs being 
played on a Victrola. While VIOLET and ASA 
can not hear her, there is a moment of silence 
between them that gives her the breadth to 
speak.) 
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  LUCILLE (V.O.) 
…thirsty…donʼt…fetch me…water…afraid…donʼt lemme open…my 
eyes….again… 
 
 VIOLET    LUCY 
The old saints used to sing the pain out. Guinea pigs lab rats 

victims Guinea pigs lab 
rats victims Guinea 
pigs lab rats victims 

 
  ASA 
Iʼm all sung out. 
 

(The slaves voices begin to rise from the 
distance in a low then rising moan bringing the 
chains of the past with them. As the past 
begins to recede, VIOLET and ASA stare 
quietly at the land around them as the clouds 
gather overhead.) 

 
  VIOLET 
If he lived this many years he must be hard to kill.  
 
  ASA 
 (pause) 
Far as I know—ainʼt nobody succeeded in doing that—yet. 
 

- - - - 
 
(LUCY in the Stitch House. She shows POMEROY various gruesome 
charcoal sketches of potential ways sheʼs imagined slaying him. It is 
the present.) 
 
  LUCY 
 

Thought a lot about killing you— 
running you straight through. 
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  LUCY (Cont.) 
(like the pig you are) 

Bathing  
in your blood— 

our blood. 
I have yet to grow the balls. 

For the first time  
I wished God  

made this woman  
a hermaphrodite. 

Me so finite  
I still have questions 

for these answers. 
(in darkness everything will  

become clear again). 
 

- - - - 
 
(PRICHARD in a motel room. Heʼs a well-dressed businessman of 
some sort. He talks on a cell phone. It is the present.) 
 
  PRICHARD 
Just checked into the Budget 8. Other place was too expensive. The 
clientʼs not paying me to stay at a day spa. Use the money Iʼm saving 
on the room for expenses. 
 (checks the air conditioner) 
Place is an armpit. Air conditionerʼs broken—bedspread smells like 
used condoms. 
 (takes out cigarette) 
Going to check out the wildlife around town. If nature takes its 
course—I wonʼt have to take mine.  
 

- - - - 
 
(HAZEL and TEDDY are roadside in a car thatʼs eclipsed by a row of 
trees. Louis Armstrongʼs “Black and Blue” plays low in the 
background. They are in the midst of an argument. Itʼs a Monday 
morning in June of 1939.) 
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  TEDDY 
Hazel, what the hell were you thinking? Coming to my familyʼs house 
when weʼre about to have company. 
 
  HAZEL 
I had to see you. 
 
  TEDDY 
What for? 
 
  HAZEL 
Our baby. 
 
  TEDDY 
This / again 
 
  HAZEL 
And, again and again and / again 
 
  TEDDY 
Hazel, we only been together once before this. How you know itʼs 
mine? 
 
  HAZEL 
Was a virgin until I met you. 
 
  TEDDY 
Not that lie. 
 
  HAZEL 
Whatʼs that suppose to mean? 
 
  TEDDY 
I know what it would mean for a gold digger like you to trap me—a 
Pomeroy—with a lie like this. While you and the new coon whoʼs 
sharing your bed laugh behind my back while youʼre counting my 
familyʼs money. 
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  HAZEL 
Thereʼs no one else. The stories about your family shouldʼve 
frightened me towards someone else, but they didnʼt.  
 
  TEDDY 
What stories? 
 
  HAZEL 
 (pause) 
About your great-great-great grandfather and the slave women and 
their babies he kept pinned up in that Stitch House while they was 
being cut on. 
 
   TEDDY 
Talking about the same Ezekiel Pomeroy that read me bedtime 
stories when I was a child? Gave me my first thoroughbred horse for 
my sixteenth birthday? About to let me head up the Southern arm of a 
project with a Yankee woman named Margaret Sanger.  
 
  HAZEL 
Teddy, forget what I said. 
 
  TEDDY 
Expect me to break anti-miscegenation laws for a lying heffa like you 
carrying a bastard child that ainʼt mine? You know if we was in North 
Carolina my granddaddy got friends on the Eugenics Board that 
would have you sterilized for being promiscuous.  
 
  HAZEL 
You donʼt marry me Iʼll be sent to live with my grandmama in 
Mississippi. 
  TEDDY 
Hear itʼs beautiful this time of year.  
 
  HAZEL 
We could head North or West / where 
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  TEDDY 
We wonʼt be looked at? 
 
  HAZEL 
our child can have a chance. 
 
  TEDDY 
Like my chances here—in the South. 
 
  HAZEL 
Up North I could pass and / be 
 
  TEDDY 
Just like me?  
 
  HAZEL 
a blessing. 
 
  TEDDY 
One drop will always make you a curse. 
 
  HAZEL 
Am I the first Negro woman you been with? 
 
  TEDDY 
Baby, youʼre not really a Negro. 
 
  HAZEL 
Donʼt matter how light I am Iʼm too dark for your family. 
 
  TEDDY 
 (runs his hand along her thigh) 
Didnʼt look the way you do I wouldnʼt be in this mess right now. When 
Iʼm away from you youʼre all I think about. When Iʼm with you I canʼt 
get enough of you. What kind of unnatural thing you call that? 
 
  HAZEL 
Love. 
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  TEDDY 
Hazel, I canʼt love you.  
 
  HAZEL 
Youʼve moved on to someone else? 
 
  TEDDY 
Things with her are less…complicated. 
 
  HAZEL 
Because sheʼs white? 
 
  TEDDY 
My people found out about us you would be lynched and your 
family—killed. 
 
  HAZEL 
You / wouldnʼt 
 
  TEDDY 
Donʼt make me get my granddaddy involved. He know a thing or two 
about lusty nigresses. Iʼll…Iʼll tell him it was you that raped me. 
 
  HAZEL 
You can tell yourself whatever you want about our relationship, but I 
know the truth. One day, when things are different in this town, our 
child will learn the truth too.  
 

- - - - 
 
(LUCY in the Stitch House. It is the present.) 
 
  LUCY 
 

Me = a descendant of a tragic mulatto? 
(daddy, you got a lot of explaining to do) 

 
Me = a blue mood paints my still life today 
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  LUCY (Cont.) 
Me = 2,000 mgs. starts my day 

 
Me = a good day: not wanting to slice my face off 

 
Me = a bad day: actually doing it 

 
Me = a motherʼs rotten lie 

 
Me = a fatherʼs shame 

 
Me: the wrong side of our family 

the wrong side of the tracks  
wrong wrong wrong 

 
Me: drunk—even right now—as I speak 

 
Me: my inner childʼs withered 

 
Me = the question within the question 

 
When these answers donʼt add up  

old man Iʼll tie your shallow breathing  
to mine 

 
Me = hating every moment deathʼs your scapegoat  

while life continues to resuscitate me. 
 

Me = you 
 
 
 

- END OF EXCERPT - 
 

To finish reading the play contact the playwright: 
emailme@christinaham.com 


