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Suprene Dream
By Frank Moher and Rhonda Trodd
Featuring the music of The Suprenes

Act One

(A karaoke bar. M crophone on a stool,
sonme kind of slightly shabby backdrop
maybe sonme nodest neon script-style
sign saying "Roxy's" to add a bit of
glitz. That's about it.

We hear ROXY in voice-over only, on the

p.a. systen)
ROXY(V. Q)
Ckayyy. ..
(Taps her finger on her mke a few
tinmes to make sure it's working, blows
into it.)
Ckayyy .
(ROXY has a sort of perky, hostessy
voi ce.)
Welconme to Roxy's . . . the last remaining karaoke bar in
town . . . we nmay not start trends, but we sure know to
drive "eminto the ground . . . Ckayyy . . . so, who's

going to be first up tonight? W don't want a repeat of
| ast Friday, when Roxy had to sing all night all by
herself, do we? . . . So, who's it going to be? . . . A
right, looks |ike Roxy's going to have to do all the
singing again this -
(RHONDA stunbl es onto the stage, as if
soneone's given her a shove. She
doesn't | ook too happy to be there.)

RHONDA

Ckay, okay
(To the audience. Butter woul dn't
melt:)

H . . . My nane is Rhonda, and | guess |I'mgoing to sing

you a song.
(Looks off.)
Do you have anything by the Suprenes?

ROXY (V.Q)
How ' bout "Love Child"?
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RHONDA
(Hates "Love Child")
Mmmm . . . no. How about "You Can’t Hurry Love"?

ROXY
Yooooou got it.

RHONDA
| didn't really want to do this, sone friends nade ne
conme --
(The nmusic starts.)
Qops! Here we go. Just nmake yourself confortable, it'll all
be over in a mnute.
(She sings "You Can’t Hurry Love". At
first she's hesitant, tentative --
maybe she even blows a lyric. During a
musi ¢ bridge, she apol ogi zes:)
|"'msorry, | haven't sung this in awhile. Actually, | don't
think 1've ever sung the |ead .
(She continues. She gets better and
better, renmenbers the spirit, the | ook,
t he noves. By the end she's cooking.
She puts a big finish onit. As the
t unul t uous appl ause subsi des:)

RHONDA
That felt -- good, actually!

(To a man in the audience:)
How was it for you?

Actually, as you may have guessed, | -- have sung this
before. Just not for awhile. Not for . . . four years,
about two nonths and um. . . thirteen days, to be exact.

(Surprised.)
That is a long tine . :

Al right, all right, I'"ll just tell you this little bit,
and then I'll be outta here. | promse. | can tell this
gentleman is just dying to get up here and sing "Mandy".

Il . . . was a Suprene
No really, | was a Suprene.

(Hopeful Iy, some people |augh.)
Why do people react like that?



(O, if no laugh, to an audi ence
menber :)
Whaddaya nean, "A suprenme what ?"

Al right, all right. You all know the Suprenes, right? Flo
and Diana and Mary? Right, well | was one of them You see,
t here have been other Suprenmes. | nean after Flo there was

C ndy Birdsong. And after Diana there was Jean Terrell. And
then there was Linda Laurence and Scherri e Payne and Susaye
G een, and Debbi e Sharpe and Karen Jackson and Kaaren

Ragl and, and d oria Scott and Debbie Crofton and Robin

Al exander and Linda Levine and Dam a Saterfield, and

sonmewhere in the mddle of all that -- ne!

Well, it is true that nost of those wonen were Bl ack

Al right, all right, I'll go back just a few steps, and
then really, | nean it, I'"mgone, |I'mfinished, you won't

hear from ne again.

Back when | was about two years old -- Wat? You wanna know
how | got to be a Suprene, don't you? Well all right.

Back when | was about, oh, okay, six -- | heard the
Suprenes for the first tinme. | don't really renmenber where.
Maybe it was on a beach sonmewhere, we used to go to Syl van
Lake a lot. O maybe it was with ny Mom-- she used to take
a radio out into the backyard when she hung up the washi ng,
she'd crank it up real loud just to annoy our nei ghbour M.
Beatty and |I'd dance in and out of the sheets. | know it
wasn't on the TV, because | remenber that, | renmenber the
first time | saw them That was on the Ed Sul livan show on
Decenber 27, 1964, just after Ed Ames and just before Topo
Ggio the Little Italian Muse. But everything's sort of a
bl ur before that.

But | remenber the song. It was "Wen the Lovelight Starts
Shi ning Through H' s Eyes", witten by Holl and, Dozier and
Hol | and, natch, released 10/31/63, not one of their biggest
hits, but big enough to get onto the radio in Cal gary,

Al berta, Canada. It was magic. Really. | nmean the Beatl es
were already around, and | kind of |iked them and yes, in
years to cone | would lust after Paul's dinples, not to
mention his capital acquisitions. But | didn't |like the
Beatl es half as much as the other girls at school,

especi ally Murphy Crowder, who supposedly had a gl ove that



Ri ngo had breathed on. But this -- this was sonething
different.

Ch there were other girl groups around. "The Ronettes", who
sang "Be My Baby" and "Wal king in the Rain". "The
Shirelles", who sang "Baby It's You" and "Wal king in the
Sand". O was it the other way around? "The Shangri-Las",
who sang "Gve Hma Geat Big Kiss", which included the

imortal |ine "He's good bad, but he's not evil." But they
were nothing conpared with -- them First of all, the
Suprenes weren't girls -- they were Wnen. Capital "W O

MW! "Wonen". And then there was that sound -- that sound --
angelic, alnost eerie, but sonething you could dance to,
and exciting in a way ny little six-year-old body didn't
qui te under st and.

Actually, what | really thought was: if nme and ny Mom and
my best friend Suzanne Terpstra were to forma singing
group, this is what we would sound like. So we did. Wll, |
did. I told Suzanne we were too old now to play Easy Bake
Oven, and that fromthen on we would be Suprenes. Now
unbel i evably, ny Momdid not want to be a Suprene, so we
went down the block to Eva Huchal ak' s house and asked her.
Actual ly, neither Suzanne or | really |liked Eva Huchal ak,
but it was clear that you needed three people to be the
Suprenes and that the boy who lived across the street,
Kevin Rorby, who | did like, would not do.

Now here's the interesting thing. Wll, | don't know if
you'll think it's interesting. | don't know if you find any
of this interesting --

(She asks an audi ence nenber:)
Do you find this interesting?

(Hopeful ly, they say they do.)
Are you sure? ' Cause we could have this gentleman come up
here and sing "Mandy". No? | thought not. Here's the thing

| want you to renenber: | never wanted to be the |ead
singer. | never wanted to be Diana Ross. | just wanted to
be in the background -- not to blend in necessarily -- but

just to be there, doing ny noves, doing the harnonies,
doing ny bits: "Baby baby." "Oooooo - 0000000."

So Suzanne Terpstra was D ana Ross. And Eva was Mary W/ son

-- by nowIl'd | ooked up their nanes in “Tiger Beat” -- and
I, I was Florence Ballard. Flo -- the taller one. Flo, the
one who had started it all. Flo, the one who actually sang

on all the records, which Mary did not, we'll get into that



|ater. And there we were -- the closest thing to Soul that
sout heast Cal gary woul d ever see.
(Looks to ROXY, wherever Roxy is,
gestures.)
Un um um um um --"VWiere Did Qur Love Go?"!
(To audi ence.)
And we rehearsed the routines in ny basenent.
(Music.)
And every Saturday afternoon for the entire nonth of
Septenber, we performed in ny backyard.
(She does the noves to the song, ultra-
cool, waiting until it gets to the
back-up part, then |ip-synching "baby,
baby", etc. Speaks overtop the record
at sone point:)
Now naturally we didn't try to sing ourselves -- we were
nai ve, but we weren't stupid. We |lip-synced. And we nade up
our own noves, because we'd never actually seen the
Suprenes in performance, just a very grainy picture of them
about this high in “Tiger Beat”. But it didn't matter. It
didn't matter to our nothers and fathers. It didn't matter
to our occasional visiting relatives -- except Eva's
grandnot her, who thought all dancing was dirty. It didn't
even matter to the friends and nei ghbours we'd charged five
cents to let in, or to the boys we'd lured into com ng by
offering them free Eski-Pops after, because we really
believed we were the Suprenes, and besi des, when you're six
years old and cute you can do anything you want.

And then, sonetinme just before Christmas, it was announced
that the Supremes woul d make their tel evision debut on the
Ed Sullivan show, and for awhile tine stopped.

(Musi c stops.)
| didn't even notice Christnmas. Well, that's not true, but
| didn't get that sinking, it's-all-over feeling on Boxing
Day like |I usually did, because Boxi ng Day was one day
closer to Sunday. Ed Day. Really-Big-Shoo Day. | didn't
even | eave the house that afternoon, | just sat on the
couch beside ny Mdther while she wote thankyou notes, and
kept one eye on the TV, because ny sister kept threatening
to hide the rabbit ears. Dad had said | could stay up to
watch the whole thing as long as | had ny teeth brushed, so
after dinner | brushed ny teeth three tinmes, and left the
wet toothbrush on the bathroom counter as evi dence.

(Song, al nost sublimnal, heard on

a TV: "Conme See About Me".)



Actually, they were nearly the first ones on. By this point
they'd had a coupla hits, but a coupla hits did not earn
you the featured performer slot, not |ike Topo Ggio the
Little Italian Mouse. But they were everything |I wanted
themto be. Elegant, in their sequined dresses that
glittered |like nmoonlight on the d ennore Reservoir. Languid
-- noving alnost in unison, but with just enough variety
t hat you knew each was her own worman. (I nade a nental note
that we woul d have to take the splits out of our
choreography next tinme we perforned in the backyard.) And
with that hair -- that hair -- disciplined, glistening-
bl ack, looking like it had been carefully scul pted
el sewhere and then placed, crown-like, upon their heads.
And then ny Mother pointed out sonething | hadn't noticed
as yet. "My goodness,"” she said, |ooking up from her
t hankyou notes. "They're coloured.™

(Sound stops.)
"Col oured?" | wondered. "Col oured?" Watever could she
mean? O course they weren't "col oured", they were bl ack-
and-white, just like everything else on the TV. Only the
Aneri cans had coloured TV, we'd seen it when we went down
to visit our relatives in California. Coloured. But then ny
nmot her turned to ny father and said, "Look, WIIliam
They're Negroes." And | |ooked again -- and | saw that it
was so ...

"' mnot sure exactly how | had mssed this. It is true that
up to that point | had seen only the grainy, two-inch high
picture in “Tiger Beat”, in which they |ooked nore speckl ed
than anything. And it is true that in our nei ghbourhood in
sout heast Calgary in 1964 there |lived not one, single,
solitary black person, and that the only black person

ever saw on a sem -regul ar basis was the Janai can wonan who
wor ked behind the desk at the local library. This is not to
say that Clearview -- for so ny nei ghbourhood was
ironically called -- the only thing you could see clearly
in C earview was your neighbour's garage -- this is not to
say Clearview was a pool of racial calm There were a
nunber of Indian and Metis famlies who |ived on the other
side of Macleod Trail, and whose children our nothers

tol erated when we played beside themat the park, until one
of them happened to pick up one of our toys or shovels, at
whi ch point it would be snatched away fromthem by sone
beet-faced woman, nuttering words |ike "savage" and "half-
breeds"” and "thief". And the fact is the reason neither
Suzanne nor | really liked Eva Huchal ak was that her house



snel | ed of cooked cabbage and borscht and sonetines, or so
we were convinced, so did she.

So, | was no little Coretta Scott King. Still, | had
managed to sit through two verses and one-and-a-hal f
choruses of "Conme See About Me" w thout noticing that one
very salient thing about The Suprenes: they were Bl ack.
"Well," said ny Father, "that's all right. So's that Nat
King Cole."

| suppose the real reason | hadn't noticed was that to ne
the Suprenes had cone to represent sonething el se,

sonmet hing nore, something nore even than what it m ght be
to be a woman. They were -- Anerica. They were Anerica, the
States, that nystical |and sonewhere south of the Muntie
Museum in Fort Macl eod, where they'd had coloured TVs for
two years al ready and where all the good shows cane from

t he ones you never got to see on channel two or channel

four but you knew were out there, bouncing around,
entertaining luckier children than you. Americal W'd
passed t hrough orchards of oranges this big on our trips to
California. Navel oranges! Anerican oranges, the kind that
peel ed easily and squirted juice the second you sunk your
teeth into them In The States people all had nice hair and
big smles, at least they did at D sneyland, and every
little boy could grow up to be President and every little
girl could grow up to be his wife, and on the maps ny Dad
unfolded in his lap on our trips down there, usually
cursing because we'd m ssed another turn-off, the cities
were all marked with stars, because after all that's where
the stars were, in Hollywod and New York and Detroit, yes,
Detroit, because |I knew now that that was where Flo and
Mary and Di ana |ived.

In Detroit. In Anrerica. Land That | Loved.

So it didn't matter to ne that the Suprenmes were Bl ack

that wasn't the point, and | forgot it alnbst as quickly as
| had noticed it. | say "al nost" because unfortunately it
did matter to Suzanne Terpstra's nother. "I can't play
Suprenes anynore," Suzanne told ne the next day, as she

pi nned a poster of Herman's Hermts to her bedroom wall.

"My Mom says it's not natural." So Suzanne was out, and I
was not prepared to carry on alone with Eva Huchul ak, and
besi des, | already knew that |ip-syncing in the backyard

for ny relatives and the boys in the nei ghbourhood was not
going to be enough for ne.



So | started practising. Just by nyself. Qut loud, out in
the garage, or later, in grade school, in the classroom at
St. Wnnifred' s after the last bell had rung. So that when
all that practising paid off and | got to be the featured
performer at the St. Wnnifred' s commencenent -- eat your
heart out Topo G gio -- this is what | sang:

(A plunky piano intro to "Stop! In the

Nane of Love" begi ns. RHONDA prepares

to sing, stops, considers the nusic.)
This is a very versatile karaoke bar!

(She sings "Stop! In the Nane of Love"

as if at the commencenent. Hal fway

t hrough sonet hi ng goes wong -- she

stops, but the acconpani nent keeps

goi ng. She has to cover. It's your

wor st conmencenent ni ghtmare cone true.

When it's done:)
Now | want to say that it was still nmy intention to be a
back-up singer to sonebody, possibly not to Di ana Ross, but
sonebody. Singing lead at the St. Wnnifred s commencenent
was strictly a matter of not wi shing to sing back-up to
anybody there. Actually, the whol e concept of girl-groups
and back-up singers and sequins and eyel ashes that curled
back to your forehead had becone slightly retro at that
point, well, nmore than slightly, Joni Mtchell was very big
then, and Janis Joplin. And Janis Joplin -- who by the way
had lived briefly in Calgary, as had Joni Mtchell, this

gave ne hope -- Janis Joplin didn't need back-up.

So then it's 1974 and -- I'msorry -- am| | eaving anyone
behind? -- | did promse to get through this as quickly as
possi ble --

(To the "Mandy" man.)

-- Hang in there, sir, "Mandy" wasn't even witten yet

it's 1974 and I'min high school, Pope |Innocent the
Seventh Hi gh School in Calgary, your usual m x of jocks and
nerds and acts of random vi ol ence, and here's the plan: |I'm
going to go into Beauty Culture so | can becone a
hai rdresser and nove to Vancouver and support nyself giving
peopl e perns while | break into the nmusic industry. Wy |
t hought there was a nusic industry in Vancouver | don't
know, | just knew there wasn't one in Calgary, and Toronto
seened too damm far away. | had fornmed a rock band by this
point, yes, | had fornmed it, just like Flo Ballard fornmed
the Suprenmes, but unlike Flo | had fornmed it nostly as a



way to hang out with guys, and have them hang out with ne,
| was not the scorchingest babe ever to walk the halls of
Pope | nnocent the Seventh, | thought they m ght need sone
incentive (kind of |ike the Eski-Pops we used to serve at
our concerts in the backyard). W didn't play Suprenes
songs of course, because by that tinme any nention of the
Suprenes to anyone under twenty woul d get you a bl ank
stare, or fromthe guys in the band an el oquent "huh?"

We pl ayed Zeppelin and The Stones and Hendrix but in ny
heart it was still opening night at the Copa.

But in ny heart | had also decided | wanted to be an
actress, because, after all, wasn't that what D ana Ross
was doing? So | gave up ny plans to lead the life of a

hai r dressi ng back-up singer and instead auditioned for the
drama departnent at the University of Calgary. Now here |
may appear to digress for a nonent, but in fact auditioning
for the drana departnent at the University of Calgary was
my first step in becom ng a Suprene. Wi ch proves that |
really was fated all that tine to be one, or that God
really doesn't know what He's doing and is just sort of
making it up as He goes al ong.

W had to do one nonol ogue and one song for our audition,
so the song | chose was -- yes, you guessed it --

(Beat.)
-- "Leaving on a Jet Plane" by Peter, Paul and Mary! Well,
at least it was a trio . :

(She sings a listless, hippieish

version of "Leaving on a Jet Plane", to

acoustic guitar acconpani nent.)
"All ny bags are packed, I'mready to go" -- | have no idea
why | chose this -- "I'm standi ng here, outside your door"
-- | have no idea how !l got into the program-- "I hate to
wake you up to say goodbye" -- it was the first year of the
program maybe they were desperate -- or maybe it was ny
big finish, Peter, Paul and Mary as interpreted by Liza
Mnelli:

(She belts out the chorus, Broadway

style:)
"I'" M LEAVIN ON A JET PLANE!/ DON' T KNOWWHEN |' LL BE BACK
AGAIN OH BABE, | HATE TO G0OO0O00O00000OO HH e

(Strikes a pose. Pause.)
Ckay, don't applaud, neither did they.

(O, if the audi ence does

appl aud:)
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Thankyou, thankyou, apparently you're as desperate as they
wer e.

Anyway, there | was in the drama departnent, which is how I
met -- Sam Sam was not a student in the program Sam was
al ready out in the "profession", which is what we
euphem stically called the handful of nostly broke theatre
conpanies that we longed to work for so that we, | guess,
could be nostly broke too. Sam | ooked nore |ike a footbal
pl ayer than your average actor: six-five, 220 pounds,
bl onde, built like the Pyram d of Cheops turned upside
down. Look, all | really have to tell you is that Sam s
first big-time filmrole sone years |ater was as Thor, yes,
Thor, the one with the big biceps and big pecs and big

| ance.

And | loved Sam Not just for his big . . . lance, but
because he was genuinely a nice guy — then. He used to
invite nme to conme and hang out backstage at the dinner
theatre where they used to hire himbecause made the bl ue-
haired | adies swoon, so | did. And one night a few nonths
|ater, sitting on the ratty |leather couch in the green
room Sam and | got engaged.

(Intro to "I Hear A Synphony".)
VWhat's that? Tine for another song? Why Roxy -- | couldn't
agree nore!

(She sings. During bridge.)
You know, that Roxy is one canny little [ady. Not only has
she played this song to give you the chance to run out to
the bar -- don't you dare -- but she's also picked it for
its appropriateness to the nonent. Its sweetness, its el an.
Its tender evocation of an ignorant wonman about to wal k
headl ong into romantic disaster.

(She sings. Later, as the song

conti nues under:)
Al right, look, |I have small confession to nmake. |
didn't really just stunble up here. Roxy hel ps nme out
sonetines, y'see, gives ne the use of the bar, the lights.
You. And | do this little --"presentation”. You see, it's
not easy carrying around a |long history of personal
betrayal and profound bitterness at ny age. It's not a
healthy thing to keep inside you. It's the sort of thing
you want to spread around!

(Sings. After awhile she gets bored

with the song, and indicates for Roxy

tocut it. It ends abruptly.)
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Hol | and, Dozi er and Hol | and were wonderful conposers. But
they never did learn howto end a song .

So. Now Samand | are living together, everything' s going

pretty well, we're getting the occasional Brick Warehouse
ad, when all of a sudden Sam gets the call fromL.A Gary
Sandy. Renmenber Gary Sandy? “WKRP in Cncinatti”, the nice

guy, always used to wear jeans? Hm Sam had net Gary Sandy
at Stage West when they'd worked together in a production
of “The Foreigner”, and now Gary Sandy was renounting the
production in Los Angel es and wanted Samto conme down and
play his part. And since Sanmis father was Anerican, which
was where he'd gotten all that football-playing DNA this
was easily arranged. Sam went down to L.A., | stayed behind
to play a handi capped | esbi an skydiver in sone intense new
pl ay or another, and Gary Sandy's agent saw Samin this
show and, well, you know, there he was -- Thor! -- and just
i ke that, Sam had an agent.

Yes, | know it's not supposed to work that way, you're
supposed to struggle and struggle for years and years and
then Gary Sandy's agent turns you down flat. But none of
this worked out the way it was supposed to. That's the
whol e poi nt.

So Sam says "conme down", and | think "why not?", the show
about the handi capped | esbi an skydiver is over and the only
other role anybody's offered ne is as a depressed pregnant
nun, so down | go, to L.A, bag in hand, like Mary Tyl er
Moore arriving in Mnneapolis, except w thout the hat.

And there | am In L.A! It hits ne, like an estrogen rush,
about ten mnutes after | get there. I'min L. fucking Al
In the US of Al Where | always knew | should be! And ny
fiancee knows Gary Sandy! And he's a client of Gary Sandy's

agent! And no, | don't have a green card, but cripes,
sonebody can get ne one can't they, | nean pull sone
strings or sonething can't they, | nean -- that's how

America works! And | run into a store and | buy one of
t hose big American navel oranges and | bite into it and the
juice squirts up my nose.

Now naturally, | had assumed Sam woul d introduce ne to his
agent. But a funny thing happens. Sam starts to get al
squirrelly. Al sort of "I'mgoing-to-an- audition, no-I-
don't-knowwhat-tinme-1'1l1-be-back." Al sort of "Yes-I-
know I -invited you-down-here, but-did- you-have-to-think-I-
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meant-it?" To be fair, things are getting kind of weird for
Sam Good weird, but weird all the sanme. He's al ready done
the role of Thor -- that was a novie-of-the-week. He's
worried he's going to get typecast as, well, a big

Scandi navi an | out, but he's also got an audition for a new
sit-com produced by Ted Danson called “Let's Do Lunch” and,

unbel i evably, | nean the man has been in Hol |l ywood | ess
than a year -- he gets it! And he cones hone and tells ne
the news and that they' |l be paying him$12,000 a week -- a
week -- and |I'm hyperventilating on the |iving-roomrug but
Sam's saying "I don't know, | don't knowif | can do it, |
don't knowif I'mready for this." Sam | say -- you're
ready. Because |I'mready. W'll|l be ready together.

Well, Sam was ready. Sam was nore ready than he knew. |
mean that in a good way, of course. Wll, maybe | don't --
but it's true. As for ne, | still didn't have a green card,
all | had was a library card and a Tower Video card, so |

decided to use them | started taking out biographies of
great actresses fromthe |ibrary, Katherine Hepburn, Merle
(beron -- did you know Merle Oberon's father was a hal f-
Mexican? — it’s true -- and 1'd sit by the pool in our
apartnment conplex and drink margaritas and read and
whenever | cane to a reference to one of their novies 1'd
stop to watch it. And after a few -- nonths of this
exciting Hollywood lifestyle, | decided it was tinme to
start hone-nmanufacturing Prozac or nove onto bi ographies of
singers. Wiich is when | picked up a copy of --

(She hol ds up the book "Dreangirl™

by Mary Wl son.)
-- Dreamgirl. By Mary Wlson. O the -- say it with ne --
Suprenes. See, | told you this would all add up, didn't |?
We're getting to the good stuff now.

-- So, there | was, sitting by the pool reading Mary

W | son' s aut obi ography Dreangirl when the call canme from
Cal gary. Now, admttedly, this is not the stuff that dreans
are nmade on, nost people do not sit around L.A waiting for
the big call from Calgary, but hey, you work with what
you're given. It was the artistic director of Stage West,
he was nounting a production of a show called “Beehive”,
and would | be avail abl e? Wuld | be avail able? WOULD | BE
AVAI LABLE? "I'Il have to get back to you," | said, and hung
up the phone for five mnutes, |ong enough to give the

i npression, | hoped, that 1'd called my agent and told him
to get me out of that Jodi Foster thing because | was going
back to thank the little people in the city that gave ne ny
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start, not to nention ny first role as a handi capped
| esbi an skydiver, and | called the director back and said
"Yes, | think that woul d be possible” and, by the way, who
was the star?

(She hol ds up the book.)
| couldn't believe it. |I could not believe it. I -- was
going to Ednonton -- to work with Mary Wlson -- OF THE

(Music: introto "My Wrld is Enpty
Wt hout You". She boogies to it.
Suddenly she indicates for Roxy to
stop the nusic.)
Wait a mnute. Sonething just occurred to ne. | can't
believe | never thought of this before! You probably don't
believe nme. You probably think I'mmaking all this up. The
stuff about Sam the stuff about being a Suprene, the stuff
about performng at the St. Wnnifred conmencenent
all right, maybe you believe that part, but the rest -- |

mean honestly -- | just happen to be reading an
aut obi ography of Mary WIson when | get an offer to do a
show with her? Yeahright. So, I"mgoing to prove it to you

|"mgoing to prove to you that | perforned with Mary
Wl son, right now, before we even get to that part of the
story, and hope that you take the rest on faith. Don't be
so cynical. The nuns at St. Wnnifred's told us faith was
as inportant as chastity.
(She takes out a copy of Suprene
Faith.)
Here we have it, “Suprene Faith” by Mary WIlson -- you see?
Even Mary Wl son thinks faith is inportant. This is the
second part of her autobiography --
(Sotto voce:)

-- stick with “Dreangirl” -- and here we have .
(She turns to the back, leafs
around:)
sonewhere here . . . just a mnute . . . why |ook! --
soneone's stuck a bookmark in the very spot! . . . yes here
we have it

(She finds it on the page wth her
finger:)
"Rhonda Tr odd".
(She holds it up for all to see.)
Yes there it is, under "Back-ups for Mary WIlson", bold as
anything -- well, actually, the type is kind of small --
but there it is, inreal letters, in a real book: "RHONDA
TRODD'. Here, pass it around anong yoursel ves
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(She hands the book out to the

audi ence:)
And neantime I'll just get ny driver's |icense .
(She does.)
Just so you'll knowit's me . . . sir. You sir, your
name is?
(He tells her.)
And have we ever net before? . . . No. And you are not
receiving any fee for this appearance? . . . Good. Now,

woul d you pl ease read the name on this driver's |icense?

(The audi ence nenber reads the nane:

"Rhonda Trodd". She is triunphant:)
Thankyou! Yes, thankyou, "Rhonda Trodd", that's ne. And
there I amin that book. So the only remaining possibility
is that there's another Rhonda Trodd out there who's also a
performer, and really, what are the chances of that? So you
see it's true, it's all true, everything I've told you and
everything I wll, well, alnost, and besides, it has to be
true, because who woul d bother to make this up?

Coul d I have nmy book back now pl ease? Thankyou. | like to
keep it in ny vault.

So, where was |? Ch that's right: Mary W1l son, Calgary,
“Beehive” . . . oh screwit, why don't | just sing?
(Again, introto "My Wrld Is Enpty
Wt hout You".)
| brushed up on this song before |I flew back to Canada,
because | knew it was in the show Besides, it's how I
figured Sam woul d feel once | was gone, and boy, would it
serve himright.
(She sings part of the song. When
it's over:)
Thankyou. No, it's not how Samfelt while | was gone. |
suspect Samis |life while I was gone was nore |ike “Love
Child” . . . or “I'mLivin" in Shame”. But nore about Sam
| at er.

So | arrive in Calgary and as I'mwaiting for ny bags at
the airport | see this rather |arge woman -- no nmake that
enor nous wonman -- struggling to pull this huge suitcase off
t he carousel. And she's Bl ack, though that's not the
clincher, there are a few nore Bl ack people in Calgary by
this point, but she | ooks an awful lot |ike Mary WI son.
Except she | ooks even nore like two Mary Wl sons. So |
sidle up and | check the nane tags on her |uggage and, yep,
it's her.
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"Ms. WIlson?" | say.
"Yes?" She thinks I'ma fan -- which | guess | am

"I"'m Rhonda Trodd. I'mgoing to be doing ‘Beehive wth
you. "

"AGrlfriend! Am1 glad to see you!" she says to ne. "Help
me get this trunk off the carousel, would you? By the way,
what's the weather like here this tine of year, do you
know? | hope |'ve brought enough clothes."

And then | realize: | can see a shirt peeking out beneath
the shirt beneath the sweater beneath the coat beneath the
coat she's wearing, because she's wearing at |east two
extra layers of clothing! She's filled twelve suitcases

w th wardrobe but she still doesn't have everything she
needs and besi des sonebody's told her how cold it's going
to be in Calgary in COctober and so she's wearing the rest
of her closet on her back. Thank god! She's not obese,
she's not stunbling around drunk, she's not turned into

sone over-rouged parody of herself, in fact when |I | ook at
her close-up, she looks really great. So we get her
suitcase off the carousel and | get ny bags and | |oad them

onto the cart she's already piled sky-high with other bags
and | push and she takes ny arm and we head out to clear
custons. And you know what ? When we get outside it turns
out she does need all those cl othes.

So there we are, doing “Beehive” in Calgary, ny triunphant
return to ny honmetown. “Beehive” is a nusical revue of the
60s, and they don't let nme do the Suprenes song, but that's

okay, | get to do a Janis Joplin nunber that stops the
show, and Mary does an imtation of D ana Ross that's funny
as hell. And when we go out to some bar after, if nobody

notices that Mary Wlson's just wal ked in the door, which
nobody in Cal gary ever does, we make sure they know. Little
whi spers: "Hey, do you know who that is over there? It's
Mary W1 son, you know, Mary WIlson fromthe Suprenes." And
pretty soon there's a circle of admrers around her, wonen
in dresses a size too tight, guys with soup stains on their
ties, and eventual |y sonebody al ways buys her drinks for
her, and, if we're |lucky, ours too.

And t hen sonething funny happens. In retrospect | should
have seen it as a warning, | should have known it was the
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begi nning of the end, though really, | didn't even realize
this was the begi nning of the beginning yet. Mary and | are
getting along pretty well -- in fact, we're getting to be

pretty good buds. If she'd had a few drinks, she'd get to
telling you about all the people she'd net and what they're
really |like. Paul McCartney -- how he was the first person
to call when the Suprenmes broke up to wi sh her good | uck
How her friend had had an affair with Elvis Presley and
then had to sneak into G acel and to get her stuff out when
Elvis died. How she'd had an affair with Tom Jones who used
to give her rings that were alnost as big as his own. And |
was coaching her in the show, too, because she had al

t hese nonol ogues and she' d never done nuch acting before,
so I"'mworking with her on the side, |I'm coaching Mary

Wl son of the Suprenmes, and she's so grateful to nme you'd
think I"'mthe star.

So things are clicking along pretty well when -- Dick
arrives. Dick -- appropriately nanmed -- is Mary's manager
"Manager," | think, "hah! Is this the guy who's responsible

for her playing dinner theatres, is this the guy who didn't
bot her to make sure there was soneone to neet her at the
airport?" That's not managenent, that's sedition. But
still, I"'mwlling to give Dick the benefit of the doubt.

| nmean, to be honest, Mary isn't quite the perfornmer D ana
Ross is. She's been taking singing | essons ever since the
Suprenes broke up -- alittle late in the day you m ght
say, but Diana had always carried the vocals and Mary had
basically hung out in the background being the sexy one. So
now she had a voi ce coach, but still, there were notes that
shall we say eluded her. And D ck had taken her on despite
this, so maybe Dick wasn't that bad after all

Well, Dick was that bad after all. He shows up and suddenly
everything changes. Mary can't be seen with us, Mary isn't
allowed to sit at a table wwth us, or rather, we're not
allowed to sit at a table wth her, because she's a star,
doncha know, and we're just hired hands. And our attitude,
and | do nean attitude, is "Hey, bud, we've been sittin' at
Mary's table for six weeks now, in fact before you arrived
it was just a table, the table, not Mary's table, it was
nobody's table, so why don't you just frig right off?" And
amazi ngly enough, D ck takes offense at this, and deci des
that | amthe ringleader, which I was, and decided he'd
have to watch out for ne. Which he woul d.
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Y' know, here’s the thing . . . if you could see in advance
what was gonna happen to you -- |ike Scrooge could -- you
woul dn't change yourself. | don't think you would. You'd
try to change the people around you -- you'd try to
convince the girl who was going to steal your grade eight
boyfriend to become a nun. Scrooge woul d've given Cratchit
stock in the conpany. |1'd have driven Dick out to Cannore
so he'd want to buy sone |and there and give up showbiz to
rai se bison. But. Who knew?

After the run in Calgary we took the show to Toronto and
Di ck went hone to Dickland and things kind of got back to
normal . And one ni ght Mary announced she was going to be
performng after the show one Friday at "East 85th", this
little, very in jazz club on Front Street in Toronto, and
she said she'd be performng all her old songs. And ny
little antennae started twitching, and | said "Mary. Mary.
You have got to let me sing with you, you have got to |et
me be a Suprene.” And | show her, | know all the noves,
know all the songs, and not |like we did themin ny backyard
in Calgary, for real, and | do the song |I've been waiting
25 years to do in the presence of Diana Ross or Flo Ballard
or Mary Wlson and it goes sonething like this:

(She sings "Baby Love”. Hal fway

t hr ough:)
And at sone point Mary joins in and starts singing back-up
to me, and I amin heaven, | nmean | have died and cone back

a Suprene!

(She continues. Later in the song:)
And then Mary | ooks over and says "(Okay, Rhonda, you're
on." And the whole dressing roomstarts spinning, and the
l[ittle lights around the mrrors start tw nkling, and
Mary's giving nme this big grin -- and suddenly | realize
that for all those years, every tinme the Suprenes sang
"Soneday W'l|l Be Together", they'd been singing -- to ne!

(She sings. Big finish. Appl ause,

appl ause. As the houselights cone

up:)

ROXY (V. Q)
Time to take a break, folks. Roxy needs a re-fill.

End of Act One
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Act Two

(RHONDA comes on wearing a slinky,
glittery dress.)

RHONDA
| just thought I'd change into sonething a little --
cool er.

(She sings "Back In MWy Arns

Agai n". Then:)
So! Where were we? Ch that's right. You're all enjoying a
l[ittle drink, and I"'menjoying a little cheap
psychot her apy.

So there | was -- a Suprene. How can | describe to you how
this felt? You, ma'am what do you do for a living?

(Ad lib wth audience. If a woman

replies that she's a teller, Rhonda

says sonething like:)
"Ckay, imagine that they call you in one day and tell you
that they're gonna nmake you bank president and, what's
nore, you get to keep a cut of all the deposits. Sound
good? That's how I felt."

(O if a man says he's a

bus driver, Rhonda says.)
"Ckay. Imagine there's a trap door under all the seats
on your bus and whenever anybody obnoxi ous gets on you just
wait to see where they sit down and then, whammo, that's
it, they're sittin' on concrete. Wuld that nmake you happy?
That's how happy | felt."

(And so on.)
So anyway. | was one happy little Rhonda Trodd. Wen the
poster canme out, it just said Mary Wl son of the Suprenes,
it didn't even say our nanes, mne or Dana, the other girl
from “Beehive” who was singing backup with nme, but | didn't
care, when | stepped out there in ny dress |ike soneone had
poured | atex over ne and then rolled nme in sequins, and
started doing those little shoul der swoops, and this --

(She does the "Stop! In the Nane

of Love" traffic policeman gesture.)
Remenber this?

(Does it again.)
-- which I'd been perfecting since St. Wnnifred's . . . |
knew | was a Suprene, just like | knew it all those years
ago singing with Suzanne and Eva.
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Now | know what you're thinking. You're thinking "Rhonda.
Rhonda, Rhonda, Rhonda. Maybe it took you awhile to figure
out that the Supremes were Bl ack, but surely by this tine
you' d figured out that you were white." Good point. O
course | thought of that. Cbviously Mary thought it was
okay, but then as far as she was concerned we were just

si ngi ng back-up to her, but to me and a goodly part of the
audi ence Dana and | were Flo and Mary, only we weren't, and
| have to admt when | | ooked out at that audience there
were a few people |ooking Iike a concussion wave had hit
them | nean this was a few years ago, nobody was sitting
there going "hmm is this correct? Is this really
appropriate?", but there were a few people going "Think
"Il have ne another one of them B-52s". But by the end of
the show it didn't seemto matter anynore, they |oved us,
the bl ack people in the audience, the white, and when we
sang "Soneday W'Ill be Together" for our encore they were
standing on the tables, and renenber, nost of these were
peopl e who liked jazz.

So. Was | naive? Certainly. Stupid? You betcha. Did | |ove
being up there? It was the best night of ny life.

It still is.

After Toronto, | went back to L. A, all abuzz with ny
triunph, not in “Beehive”, at East 85th, and | get off the
pl ane, and sonething's up with Sam

In the term nal he doesn't even hug ne, he just touches ny
arm like this, Iike I just kicked a field goal or

sonet hing. At |east he could have patted nme on the bum |
tell himall about the gig at East 85th and he just | ooks

at nme, like "What are you tal king about?", |ike "Mary who?"
“Let's Do Lunch” had just finished shooting its first
thirteen episodes -- they were also to be the last thirteen

epi sodes, but Sam didn't know that yet, or nmaybe he did,
even sublimnally, which nmay be why he had the inner
serenity of a chihauhua. They had the wwap party for the
show and Sam said just dress casual, but, believe ne, your

i dea of casual and Hol |l ywood's idea of casual are two very
different things. So there | am in ny jeans and authentic
Cal gary, Al berta cowboy boots and everybody el se is dressed
in gowns and white jackets and -- actually, D ana Ross,
dressed as she was for her opening night at the Copa, could
have slipped into this roomunnoticed. And Ted Danson is
there and I find nyself sitting next to him alone, because
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Samis off sone place working the room and for the first
time inny life I'"mstar-struck, | have nothing to say,
well | do, it's just not in any |anguage spoken on this

pl anet, and Ted Danson says to ne, "So, you're here with
Sam are you?", and | say "Fla-fla-fla-fla-fl aaaaaaa," and
he says, "Are you an actress?", and | say "Fla-fla-fla-fla-
fl aaaaaaa, " and, oddly enough, not long after that Ted
Danson gets up and wal ks away.

And then it turns out that nobody in the room has ever
heard of nme, | don't nmean they haven't seen ny billboard on
Sunset Boul evard, | nean Sam has been working with these
people for six nonths and apparently the subject of the
wonman he lives with, his fianceé, do you renenber the

fianceé part? -- good, because Samdidn't -- the fact that
we' re engaged has never cone up. And not long after that --
oh, it's so banal you could nake a sit-comabout it -- Sam
says to ne, "We need to spend sone tine apart.” And I, in
nmy sinple prairie-girl way, think, "wait a mnute, wait a
mnute, | just got back fromthree nonths in Canada, maybe
what we need is to spend sone tinme together." But Sam wants
to spend sone tinme apart. Like maybe -- | can see it in his
eyes -- his beautiful, blue, quasi-Scandi navian eyes --

i ke maybe the rest of our lives. And so | nove out, and |
have no noney, and | have no place to stay, so | end up
staying in Gary Sandy's guest-house. And that's when | stop
drinking margaritas. Because | knowif | don't . . . |I'm
going to be living in Gary Sandy's guest-house for a very
long tinme .
(She sings "Love is Here and Now You're
Gone." It starts out pretty straight, a
little nelancholy. W hear the first
interpolated bit fromthe recording: "You
cl osed the door to your heart and turned
the key, |ocked your |ove away fromne."
Song continues. Rhonda takes out a little
wal | et -si ze photo of Sam and seens to get
peed-off looking at it. The song acquires a
certain "edge". W hear the second
i nterpol ation: "You should have taken one
| ook at those big pecs, and |left that guy
sittin'" on the couch at Stage West". Song
continues. Rhonda's really pissed by now W
hear the third interpolation: "Pull yourself
together, girl, | haven't seen such a
pat hetic display since Burt dunped Loni"
Rhonda fini shes the song while pinning the
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photo to the wall and throw ng darts at it,
then ripping it into tiny pieces. This
seens to have sone cathartic effect on her
She | ooks to the audience.)

Thi s has been a Kodak nonent

But then! -- you get to be good at that in showbiz --
moving fromutter spitefulness to butter-wouldn't-nelt in
ten seconds flat -- but then! . . . Mary's people, nanely

D ck phones up and they need a backup singer for a tour of
t he Eastern seaboard, but they don't need just any singer,
t hey need neeeeee, oh yes, Mary WIson has seen the |ight,
she neeeeeeds ne, and | am back in business as a Suprene.

Well not really as a Suprene. Well, sort of. Sonme nights
we're Mary Wl son and the Suprenes. Sonme nights we're Mary
W son of the Suprenmes. Sone nights we're just Mary WI son
and her back-up singers, Mary has a |lawsuit going with

Mot own over who owns the nanme and any tinme we get within a
hundred m | es of anybody who matters hearing Dana and |
becone wal | paper. Qur tour starts in Syracuse, but first we
have to rehearse in New York, which is a bit of a fantasy
cone true, right? I mean |I'mnot going into rehearsal for
my Broadway debut, but still, going into rehearsal

formally, officially as a Suprene -- sort of -- is better
than doing furniture ads. So | get to the rehearsal hall,
which is above the Sure Bet Electronics Store on 43rd
Street, and | ask Horace the nusical director for the
charts and Horace says "Charts? Wat charts?", and he hands
me a cassette tape, off which | am supposed to figure out,
sonehow, which parts are m ne. And Dana, who has been
touring with Mary in England for the last three nonths, is
exhausted and doesn't really want to show nme the steps, but
she does anyway. And Mary gives ne fifty bucks and tells ne
to go buy a gown. But while I mght have been able to buy a
cancorder at the Sure Bet Electronics Store for fifty
bucks, | was not about to find a gown for fifty dollars,

not in the 72 hours available before we left for Syracuse,
so | ended up wearing one of Mary's old nunbers cinched up
under ny boobs. And all this tinme |I'mwondering why New
York doesn't |look the way it does in Wody Allen novies.

So we head up to Syracuse in Barry Manilow s old touring
bus -- | amnot making this up -- Barry's bus had coffins
for beds . . . obviously M. Manilow is a nmuch nore
conplicated man than we knew. And we get there and what
we're playing is like -- well it's not even a Holiday Inn,
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it's like a cheap Holiday Inn, with a dinner theatre in it,
" m havi ng flashbacks, I'mthinking the |last three nonths
have all been a dreamand |I'm back in Toronto doing
“Beehive”. This? This is where Mary W1l son perforns when
she's on tour? This is not what | was led to believe! And |
go outside at one point during rehearsals to get a cup of
coffee and when | try to get back in the security guard
won't let me! | tell him "Look, | have to get in there,
|"'ma Suprene!" and he's |like, yeah, right. Horace has to
cone and rescue ne. And when we do the show, the |ights go
up and there's this gasp -- really, this gasp -- and | | ook
to see if Mary's forgotten to get dressed or sonething and
then | realize: it's us. It's Dana and ne, we're the ones
they' re gasping at, because this is not a hip little jazz
club on Front Street in Toronto, this is a sub-Holiday Inn

in Syracuse, New York and Dana and | are still not Bl ack.
But Mary just brazens it out, |I think she thinks they're
gaspi ng because yes, it's really her, and all the tine that
| mwat ching Dana, still trying to pick up the dance steps,
al ways half a beat behind, I'"'mthinking, "This is ny |ast
night as a Suprene. I'll be fired before the encore. It's

back to chugging margaritas in Gary Sandy's guest- house.™

But after the show Mary nakes a point of comng up to ne
and telling me how well she thinks | did. And at the
reception afterwards her fans conme up to ne and Dana and
say the sane thing, and | renenber thinking how gracious
t hese people were, how kind, and | chose not to notice that
nost of the white people were clustered around Mary and the
musi ci ans, or around the fountain that dispensed the punch,
anywhere but near Dana and ne.
(Pause.)
So we continue the tour, down the east coast, the next
pl ace we play is actually this big theatre in Ccean Cty,
New Jersey, very new, very acceptable, and all this tine
we're sleeping in the coffins in Barry Manilow s old
touring bus and to tell you the truth I'mfeeling pretty
good.
(She sings "The Happeni ng". Produces a
l[ittle toy bus, "tours" it around the
audi ence, running it overtop bald nen's
heads, generally acting out. Hal fway
t hr ough:)
Isn't this just the worst old song you' ve ever heard? Good
travel ling nusic, though
(She continues singing, and running
around. During the long bridge in the
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song she di sappears behind the
backdrop. Misic builds. Spotlights play
over the backdrop. Wien she reappears
she's wearing a | arge cardboard cut-out
of a bus suspended from her shoul ders
with "Barry Manil ow' crossed out on its
side and replaced with "Mary W1 son".
She finishes the song.)

Thankyou. We prom se not to reprise that song at the end.
(As she renoves the bus:)

"M ss Saigon" has a helicopter -- we got a bus.

Now all this time I"'mwiting letters back home to Sam .

"home". | call it "honme", but L.A isn't really "home" to
anyone, is it, except maybe Charlton Heston . . . because
a) we haven't broken off our engagenent, b) "we're just
spendi ng sone tine apart” and c) | can understand it, I'ma

synpat hetic gal, Sam was under stress, he was under
pressure, it's not easy, earning twelve thousand a week,
it's hard, and he needs to know | know t hat.

(She sticks a finger in her nouth

and m nmes retching.)
So anyway, I'mwiting to Samand |I'm not getting any
| etters back, but, of course, for all | know the U S.
Postal Service doesn't work west to east. About this tine |
find out that Dick doesn't even really want ne on the tour,
that the only reason I'mthere is that another singer
wal ked out on them about a week before the start date and
I'"'mthe |ast resort. And then | discover that Dick is
trying to convince Mary to pose for Playboy Magazi ne. This,
he is convinced, is the way for Mary to junpstart her

career. Well | take exception to this, and tell him so.
"Look what it did for LaToya Jackson," Dick says. "LaToya
Jackson?" | say. "lLaToya Jackson? Dick, Mary may not be

Aretha Franklin, she may not be Wi tney Houston, but she is
not LaToya Jackson either!"” And | can see the little

tunbl ers clicking behind Dick's eyes, he's storing this,
see, not that | spoke up for Mary, but that | conpared her
unfavourably with Witney and Aretha, which, y'know, if you
conpared ne unfavourably with Vanessa Redgrave | woul d not
take grave offense at this. But Dick's already cal cul ating
how this m ght be used against ne. And then about a ten
days after that our gig in New York is cancell ed.

We were supposed to play New York for a week. It was going
to be great, a decent club, we could stay in one place for
seven whol e days, get inalittle shopping at the Sure Bet,
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and nmaybe sone top-line producers would cone and see Mary.
And it gets cancelled. And the word conmes down that the
reason it got cancelled was that the pronoters found out
that Dana and | weren't Black, and when Dick threatened to
sue them for breach of contract they threatened to sue him
for fraud. Dick makes sure Dana and | know about this, of
course, and for about about a week after that | can't even
| ook at Mary, | feel so guilty about it. | nean she acts
just fine about it, says it's no big deal, says she needed
t he break anyway, only when | do | ook at her |I can see how
hurt she is. | tell Horace this, and he just |aughs, |aughs
and says "Mary's been storing up hurt since the day she was
born," and he stashes his guitar with a friend and goes
home to visit his son in Detroit.

Sonetinmes | think . . . if you' d just listen to those
little voices inside you . . . the ones that warn you:
don't go in there, don't go to that novie with that guy,
stop and get out of this situation now. . . if you'd just
listen to those little whispers that are sort of |like a
"Hnts from Hel oi se" colum witten by God . . . you could
actually make it through life wi thout getting trashed.
Happy. Reasonably happy. The only problemis: you don't. |
didn't anyway. And even if | had, what could I do? | was
stuck in New York, about one hundred dollars to nmy nane
and Andrew Ll oyd Webber wasn't casting that
week .

After New York -- or what was supposed to be New York --

we' re booked on a cruise ship out of Mam. W play a club
in town before we | eave, and Mary's a ness, it's not that
she's drunk or anything, it's just like she's -- fuzzy. One
ni ght during the chorus to "Love Child" she forgets the
words -- she forgets where she is, really -- and | have to
dance up to the front and take over the lead till she pulls
herself together. | find out later that this al nost always
happens in February, because February is the anniversary of
Flo Ballard's death, Flo basically died of booze and
poverty and di sappoi ntnment. And Mary al ways goes to pieces
in February and then spends March picking the pieces up.
And when we get out on the cruise, things aren't nuch
better: Mary sits out on the deck nost of the day, staring
out at the ocean and pretending |li ke she's working on her
next book.

And | don't know how | feel about Mary Wlson at this
point. | hate her for not being the Mary Wl son | net
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ei ght een nont hs ago, when she could be anything | wanted
her to be because | really didn't know her at all. | |ove
her for hanging in with me after New York City, thus
sparing nme the humliation of going back to L.A and facing
what | know to be the truth. And sonetines, like in
February, between M am and who knows where . . . | even
feel alittle bit sorry for her.

And nmeanwhi |l e Horace has given nme sone CDs of the nusic he
really likes to listen to — Muddy Waters, Billie Holiday —
and boy, if I didn't know before what he neans about Mary
storing up hurt . . . | sure do now

(She sings “Good Morning Heartache.”

When it’ s done:)
About two days into the cruise . . . Dana gets fired. |
don't know why exactly, except | have ny ideas. It's
because Dana has started to speak up, to tell D ck that No,
he can't ask us to pay for our own dry cleaning and then
forget to reinburse us, and No, he can't treat us like
Mot own used to treat Flo and Mary; we may not be real
Suprenes but he ain't Berry Gordy either. So they
hel i copter Dana out and helicopter in a new singer, Lori,
Lori is actually a country-western singer with the hair up
to here -- kind of Iike the way the Suprenes used to wear
their hair, cone to think of it -- and | try to teach her
the steps and the arrangenents but there's just no tine!
And the only thing that saves the situation is that after
work we can sit out on the deck and suntan and make up
dirty lyrics to Johnny Cash songs.

But one thing | notice is the guys in the band head ri ght
back to their cabins after rehearsal, and just stay there

until it's tine for the show. And these cabins are nore
like cells than roons. | talk to Jeronme the drumrer about
it, and he just says "I'ma night ow" and tells ne he's
fine. | talk to Horace about it, but Horace just says to
me: "Rhonda. Look around."” We're sitting in a corner booth
after the show -- they'll only sit in a corner booth -- and

Horace says to ne, "Wat don't you see here? Other than at
this table, what don't you see?" And | get it. Finally, |
get it. And Horace says to ne, "If we went into the pool,
the pool would clear. If we went onto the shuffl eboard
deck, the shuffleboard deck would clear. If we went into

t he di ni ng-room at |unch, after about hal f-an-hour there'd
be a circle of enpty tables all around us. Mary is

prot ected, because Mary is a star.
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But we're not stars. And it may be fun to have the
SW nm ng- pool to yourself the first couple of tinmes, but
after that . . . it isn't fun anynore."

And | tell himthat's ridiculous. Yes, I, in ny sinple

wi sdom tell themthey're all wong, it's not that bad, and
sonmehow | convince themto come with nme when we dock the
next day, we're going to dock for the day at this private
resort on the Gulf Coast, we can go into town, go shopping,
have | unch, c¢'non you guys, | tell them | need conpany. So
they conme. And Horace's little boy, who has arrived from
Detroit to spend a week with his Dad, cones too.

Around about three in the afternoon, Horace and his son and
| end up playing frisbee on the private beach. Now | can
see the | ooks we're getting fromthe guests on the beach,
and | realize, they think we're married, they think Horace
and | are married and Horace's son is our kid, and oh oh
isn't it shocking. And Horace is right -- this little
circle does open up around us, for about fifteen yards al
around us, this little circle of very white sand, and there
we are, Horace and nme and Horace's son, playing frisbee in
the centre of it. Until the security guard arrives. He
won't even | ook at Horace, just comes up to nme and asks if
we're staying at the hotel and | say no, no, we're staying
on that fifty mllion dollar cruise ship over there, and
maybe he'd |1 ke to check that out with nmy boss, Mary

Wl son, of the Suprenmes. And he just says "Maybe it would
be better if you went back there, now." And | | ook at
Horace, and | | ook at Horace's son, who's | ooking up at his
Dad to see what his Dad's going to say. And Horace just
says, "Let's go," and he starts back towards the ship.

That night, | went to apol ogi ze to Horace. He said, "Forget
it. I knew what was going to happen. | just wanted you to
see.

"I guess it's different up where you live, huh," he said to
me. And | just stood there. What could | say? That the
Metis kids in ny nei ghbourhood m ght not think so? That up

i n Canada no one would ever throw himoff a beach -- not in
February, at least. So | didn't say anything. But what |
t hought was -- the world is really screwed.

But | wasn't ready to quit. Ch no, that's the worst thing,
if I'd wal ked off the ship right then -- well, maybe 1'd
have waited till it docked again -- if 1'd said, "No, |
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will no longer be a cog in this awful society, |, Rhonda
Trodd, wll set an exanple by going to work anong the poor
in -- sone place so foreign | don't even know its nane!" --

| mght at |east have got out with sone shred of dignity.
As it is, what | said was, "Cog? So |I'm a cog. Cogs have
their place too."

Qur next gig is supposed to be in Pal m Springs. But
sonetinme about a week before we're supposed to | eave --
find out 1'm not going.

Nobody tells ne. | mean, nobody tells nme right away. By
this time, I"'mback in L.A, | try to get hold of Sam but
now he's shooting a film a respectable one, he's noved up
to jobs where he doesn't have to wear a loincloth. So he's
never in. And |'m phoning up Dick to ask when nmy pl ane
ticket's going to arrive, but he's never in either. And
just when I'mstarting to think, well, Palm Springs isn't
that far away, maybe he expects ne to walk -- Lori fesses
up: Dick's been paying her for the last three weeks to
train a new singer, and that's who's going to Palm Springs.

Now t he nost amazing thing about this to me is that they' ve
been wor ki ng together for three weeks. | learned to be a
Suprene in about two hours in the rehearsal hall above the
Sure Bet Electronics Store -- what have they been doing for
three weeks? And then, of course, I'malittle bit mad at
Lori, until | realize that that's just shooting the
messenger. Who I'mreally mad at is Dick. | nmean first of
all 1 have no idea why this is happening -- though

kind of . . . do. And |I spend days and days and days
getting mad enough to call himup one nore tinme -- and this
tinme it's going to be at two in the norning -- when all of
a sudden he calls ne.

"Hey Babe," he says to ne -- Dick went to the Don Cherry

School of Sweet-talk -- "you all set to go?" And | tel

him Dick, | know what's happened. Wat's this, a new
concept -- you're going to have four Suprenmes? And he says
well, hey, the other girl twi sted her ankle -- you're on!
I"'mon. "I"'mon," he says to ne. "Dick," |I say, "you're
right -- I"'mso fucking on | could light up the city of

Phi | adel phi a!

"WHY?" | say to him "WHY are you firing ne?" and he says
"I"'mnot firing you, I"'mhiring you," and | say "are you
going to hire ne again after Pal m Springs?" and he says
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"that remains to be seen” and | say right, right, so does
your head after | stick it up your ass.

"I was good," | say to him and he says, "well, that's a
matter of opinion, isn't it?" and | say "lIs it true this
new girl is Black, because that's what Lori told ne, is it
true that she's Bl ack?" and he says "that has nothing to do
with it" and | say "Do you have to be Black to be a
Suprene?” and he says "Apparently you do." AND | SAY BUT
THEY LI KED ME ON THAT CRU SE, and he says "No, no they
didn't Iike you on that cruise, Rhonda, they didn't |ike
you in Mam either, or in Syracuse or in Ccean City. They
hat ed you, Rhonda, they may not have said it to your face,
but they hated you, they paid to see the Suprenes, and what
they got was you," and | say, "The Bl ack people didn't hate
me," and he says, "The Bl ack people thought you were cute,"”
and | say, "And how do you know the white people hated nme?"
and he says, "Because, | stood backstage and | | ooked out
at their faces, and | could see, | could see how they were
feeling, these are Anericans, darling, they're not |ike
you, they're not Canadian, you can tell what's going on
fromtheir faces. And you broke the rul es, babe, these

people'l |l basically accept Blacks in two categories, sports
heros and perforners, and anything else is a threat. And
you crossed that |ine, Rhonda, because you know what? -- If

you can be a Suprene, why then Bl ack people can be doctors
and | awyers and CEGs and god- knows-what - el se! You

t hreat ened them Rhonda, and people don't pay a fifty-buck
cover to be threatened,” and | said, "but I"'mstill a
Suprene! " and he said: "No. You're not."

And | thought back to that six-year-old girl ... lip-
syncing to "Where Did Qur Love Go?" in the backyard .
or sitting in the backseat on the way to Di sneyl and,
wondering which was the turn-off to Detroit . . . and I
t hought, "Tell that to her." And | thought of Sam out
t here sonewhere, grabbing at the brass ring and having it
lift himwhole into showbi z heaven, like the Virgin Mary on
steroids . . . and | thought, "Bye bye, Sam Watch out for
falling stars.™

(Pause.)
And then | said to Dick: when do you want ne there? Day
after tonorrow, he tells ne. So | tell him you have to fly
me there first class. And after, you have to fly ne back to
Toronto. Because |I'mgetting out. I'mgetting out of Gary
Sandy's guest house. I'mgetting out of L.A I'mgetting
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out out of the US of A. And there's now way |I'm gonna slink
back to Al berta.

| did see Samone last time. It wasn't face-to-face.
suppose | could have tracked hi mdown, but by then Gary
Sandy's wife had told ne he was seeing soneone el se --
actual ly, soneone elses, plural -- so | figured, why
bother? It's too soon for himto have a stal ker. \Were |
saw himwas on the | ast episode of “Let's Do Lunch”. He
| ooked great. He really did. |I pressed ny hand up to the
tel evision screen and just left it there . . . until al
the little hairs started to stand up on ny arm

There was one | ast neeting with Mary Wlson, too. It was up
in her room after the gig in Palm Springs, she threw a big
party for the usual hangers-on. | went up to her -- | had
to go up to her, she hadn't exactly been consorting with ne
all evening. | said, "You know I'm | eaving, don't you?" and
she said she did. | said, "I want you to know, whatever
el se happened . . . | always |oved doing the show " And
t hen we hugged, and she told ne to take care of nyself, and
the very last thing Mary Wl son ever said to nme, the very
| ast thing Mary Wl son ever said to ne, while we were
enbraci ng and crying in each other's arns, was: "Don't
forget to return the dress.”

(Pause. RHONDA i ndicates the dress

she's wearing. Smles sweetly.)
| forgot.

(Very softly, nmusic starts under.)
So! What's the noral of the story? There isn't one. "Racism
is Bad". W knew that. "Fanme Does Funny Things To People".
Ditto. "Always Wear C ean Underwear". Samwas in the |ast
Martin Scorsese novie, maybe there's a noral in that. "If
you | ove sonebody, set themfree -- and they will becone a
very big star wthout you."

No, there isn't a noral. Who wants a noral in a karaoke
bar? But sonetinmes . . . when |I'mstanding in an el evator
or in the supermarket, picking out fruit for a platter
-- | have ny own catering business now, fruit platters,
cheese pl ates, special discounts for groups of fifty or

nore -- and an ol d Supremes song starts playing on the
Muzak . . . Baby Love, or Love Is Like an Itching in My
Heart . . . | feel it again . . . | feel that old tingle,
nmovi ng up one armand down the other . . . and it makes ne

want to nove, and sing, and do a shoulder swoop like it's
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never been swooped before! . . . and you know sonet hing? .
Sonetinmes | do.
(Sings:)
Medl ey
LOVE CHI LD
REFLECTI ONS

YOU CAN T HURRY LOVE

KEEP ME HANG N ON
SOVEDAY WE' LL BE TOGETHER
Big finish.)

The End
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