
WOMAN IN THE CAVE

written by

Sarah Gabrielle Baron

RR 3 Tehkummah ON P0P 2C0
705-210-1304
hutchie4real@gmail.com   www.spiritbutter.wordpress.com
 



ACT 1 SCENE 1

A large black drape covers the back walls of the 
stage, giving the effect that WOMAN is at the bottom 
of a black cave. She wriggles out from under a black 
blanket, frightened, alone, unsure of how she's been 
birthed here.

WOMAN
Whaaa.what am I doing here? How did I get here? It's all 
darkness!  It's empty!  Mother!  Mama!  Daddy?  Father? Where 
are  you?

She continues to search around the empty area as 
though blinded by darkness.  

Two Ancient Egyptian men appear at the upper lip of 
the 'cave' - they can be on ladders or scaffold 
hidden behind the curtain.  They are not close 
together.  They peer over the edge at her.  

WOMAN (CONT’D)
Horus! Brother!  Osiris! Father!  Help me!  Look at me!  I am 
in this terrible empty cave!  Get me out of here!  Take me 
home!

HORUS
(to Osiris)

Who is that woman?  Why is she yelling at us?

OSIRIS
She is caling you brother.

HORUS
She is calling you father.

OSIRIS
I have never seen her before.

HORUS
Well, then...me neither.  I've never seen her before either.  
I'm not going to help her. 

Horus starts to climb out of view.

HORUS (CONT’D)
Will you help her?

Horus descends out of view. Osiris looks down on 
Woman imperiously. He descends out of view. 

WOMAN
Mother!  Isis! Why am I here? How could you let them abandon 
me down here?
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She continues searching, then finds, under the black 
blanket, a bowl of water.  She drinks from it.

WOMAN (CONT’D)
Mother.  Thank-you. 

She stares into the bowl lovingly.  Then she curls 
up, crying, in fetal position around the bowl. 

Two men appear, like before, but in ancient Isrealite 
garb.  

WOMAN (CONT’D)
Brother Isaac!  Or is that Ishmael? Father Abraham!  Thank 
goodness!  I can't see the sun from down here!  Help me get 
out!

ISAAC
Father!  What is that strange woman doing in this cave?  Why 
is she calling me her brother?

ABRAHAM
That is a dangerous thing down there, my son. 

ISAAC
Well, we can't just leave her down there with nothing to do.  
Here, 

He produces a simple loom.
Let me giver her this.

He throws it down to her. 

ABRAHAM
I suppose that will keep it busy. 

WOMAN
Wait!  Where are  you going?

They descend out of view.
Father! Brother! A loom?!  A freaking loom?! 

She pulls thread from her hair, sits and starts to 
weave with it on the loom.

A garden, a river, a well, a horse, a goat, a garden a 
flower, a seed.  Oh! Seeds!

Seeds magically 'spill' from the loom.  Woman mimes 
digging rows with her bare hands, plants the seeds. 

Two men appear, with togas and beards. 
Aristotle!  Brother!  Socrates, Father!  Do you see me?  Do 
you see me down here?  Get me out of here, please!
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ARISTOTLE
Sister?  Socrates, you never told me I had a sister. 

SOCRATES
She is just the idea of a woman, young Aristotle. Don't 
worry, she isn't real, not yet anyway. 

ARISTOTLE
I'm afraid of her. She seems powerful. 

(he thinks hard, then 
snaps)

Maybe she's dangerous. Maybe that's why someone put her down 
in that cave.  

SOCRATES
She is like a shadow on the wall.  Don't believe what you see 
and hear.  Come back to school with me.  You have so much to 
learn. 

They descend together out of view. 

WOMAN
Not real?! A shadow?! Come back!  Help me?!

She cries a little, then gets back to gardening. She 
is busy 'pulling weeds' when two men appear.  Woman 
doesn't  see them at first.  'God' looks identicle to 
'Abraham' but wears a kercheif veiling his face.  

JESUS
Father, who is that woman down there in that awful bottomless 
black pit?

WOMAN
Jesus? Brother?  Oh, thank God.  

(to God)
Thank-you, God.  Finally!  Please, blessed brother.  Beloved 
husband.  My beautiful, beautiful son.  I am woman!  Don't 
you see me? Please, Jesus, get me out of here!

Jesus looks to God. God shakes his head 'no' and 
descends away out of view.  Jesus looks down on her 
sadly.

WOMAN (CONT’D)
Wait!  Wait!  Abba, Father!  Don't leave down here!  Help me!  
Jesus! Brother, my son, my husband, help me!

Jesus throws down a ring of keys. He descends away 
out of view.  

WOMAN (CONT’D)
What?!  What are these?  What the bloody hell are these?
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She looks through the keys.
Secrets? You are giving me a bloody well bunch of secrets?  I 
don't want your lies!  You hear me?  I don't want your 
mistakes or your killing feilds!  I don't want your holy wars 
of blood!  Look at them!  Look at all my sisters tortured and 
burned in your holy names!  

She throws the keys back up over the edge.
I don't want your ugly colonialism or your residential 
schools or your patriarchy or your forgiveness!  I don't want 
it!

Angrily, she gardens, mimes harvesting.
I grew this carrot, this potato, this tomato, these peas.

She mimes eating a pea.
Ooh!  Mmm. Damn that's good.  

She 'washes' them in the water, then 'chops' angrily. 
I am making a salad, and a stew, and I am feeding my self!  
You hear me?!  You bastards!  I am feeding my self!

She sits and eats, still angry but happy with 
herself.  

Two men appear at the upper edge. 

JOHN STUART MILL
Karl Marx!  Father of Communism!  My old enemy!  How is 
communism doing anyway?

KARL MARX
John Stuart Mill! You're the one who tried to put silk gloves 
on the invisible hand.  Good show, old boy, but a fist is 
still a fist.  Anyway, we're not enemies?!  You know as well 
as I do, the inequality your system breeds will always give 
rise to my way of thinking.  

JOHN STUART MILL
Whatever daddy-o. You keep telling yourself that.  Hey.  
Check out that woman down there. Hey!  You!  Woman!  Why are 
you down in that dark empty cave?

WOMAN
(keeps eating)

Oh piss off.  

JOHN STUART MILL
Don't you want our help?  Maybe we can get you out of there.  

She ignores them and keeps eating.  

JOHN STUART MILL (CONT’D)
Hey, look what I found. 
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John Stuart Mill has found the keys. 

KARL MARX
Oooh, Boy, I'd be careful with those. There is a lot of bad 
old blood in those secrets. 

JOHN STUART MILL
Hey, sister, I found a bunch of blood-soaked secrets here. 
Are they yours?

She stands and points at him. 

WOMAN
I do not want those bloody secrets!

JOHN STUART MILL
Whoa! Ok!

He jangles them, eyes them.  He pockets them.  
I guess I'll just keep them for now.  Listen, uh, I'm really 
busy so I gotta get going now.  

Woman sits and eats again, ignoring them.  
Anyway uh.

John Stuart Mill looks to Marx. Marx throws a rope 
ladder over the edge.  John Stuart Mill throws down a 
sword.  They descend out of view.  

Woman slowly picks up the sword.  She swings it about 
mightily, and, with it, starts to climb the ladder.  


