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Diana Fuchs: A Fox’s Tale.  
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General Setting: a ramshackle, farmyard chicken coop or cock-house stands in the back center of the stage.  Dilapidated, low-strung, chicken wire surrounds the stage.  No hens are present.  There are three levels to the cock-house, with a cock at the open window of each of the three levels.  On the right side of the cock-house is a stairwell leading to each cock compartment.  A cock is in each apartment of the cock-house, and each is occupied with doing something.  The First Cock, on the lowest level, is busying himself by reading from the Bible.  He is wearing a cross on a chain around his neck.  The Second Cock, with a Jewish prayer shall and a skull cap, is toying with a film camera on a tripod.  The Third Cock, on the top level, has a graduation cap on and gown, and he has a bookshelf filled with revolutionary and anti-racist literature behind him; he is black. They are each also garbed in something that will identify them as cocks, e.g., a beak or a rooster crown or a coxcomb, but one thing they all have is exposed genitalia—be it actual or faux, i.e., an attachable dildo.  The cock on the ground floor has the relatively smallest penis and is uncircumcised, the cock on the second floor has a middling sized, circumcised penis, and the cock on the third floor has the largest penis, uncircumcised.  Their penises are hidden from the audience by the compartment they are in until they come down the stairs to the stage floor.  

In the foreground is a fox-like woman with reddish blond hair.  She is asleep in bed.  She is short—certainly shorter than any of the three cocks—big breasted, with a narrow waist and voluptuous hips.  She radiates enticing, inviting female sexuality.  Ideally, her breasts are exposed but in place of that she may wear a skimpy red lace bra; her hips and legs are covered with red, fishnet stockings and her genitals are covered with short red panties or a g-string.  She should have a fox tail trail off her buttocks. 

In the foreground of the stage, to the left, is a four-poster bed.  Hanging above the four-poster bed is a painting of The Ferryman, Charon, carrying a distraught woman morning the loss of her husband who lies dead in the bowels of the rowboat as they cross the river Styx.  Aside the bed in the background, facing the audience, between the bed and the cock-house, is a poster board filled with dozens of Instamatic-photos of cocks.  These photos are tacked to the poster board on the wall above the bed.  It is a trophy-board, if you will. 

Transparent curtains are drawn shut on the four post-bed in which the woman sleeps.   To the left of the bed is a large table stand on which stands a bowl of fruit—apples, bananas, figs, pomegranates, pears (all symbols of fertility); on it also sits an Instamatic-camera.  A small blanket is also folded there.  A stack of CDs and a CD player too lies on the table.   Towards the front of the stage and to the right of the cockhouse is a small table and two chairs; a candle, unlit, also stands on the table.  Besides a variety of spirits, some glasses, a couple of bottles of wine, an orchid, the carcass of a picked over capon, a small vial, and an hourglass are placed on the table.  There is also a sampling of books, e.g., a book of Zen koans, Wittgenstein's Tractatus, the Tao Te  Ching, Thoreau's Walden, and a book of Biblical apocrypha.  The cocks are in the shadows and will only appear in the light—fully—when they are interacting with the vixen. 
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ACT ONE 
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Act One (Setting): The stage is completely dark.  The lights come up haltingly and gradually as the woman in bed gradually awakens in turn.  Finally, the woman becomes fully awake—the lights come up full—and she yawns and stretches.  After awakening, she gets out of bed and ties back the transparent curtains to the four-post bed in which she was sleeping.  She moves around the room and begins to clean it up a bit—making the bed, setting books in order, smelling the orchid...etc..  On the small table in front are the remains of the carcass of a half eaten capon.  She picks at the meat on the carcass, and then raises a half empty glass of wine from the table to the sky, looks at the wine, inhales the aroma, rinses her mouth with the liquid, and swallows it down. “Delicious,” she murmurs to herself. 

A cock is at the ground floor window.  Around his neck hangs a small wooden cross on a chain necklace.  Like all the cocks, he is bare-chested.  He is also muscular, Caucasian, and thin.  At the window he is reading the Bible. 

1st Cock:  What was that you said? 

Vixen:  (A little bit startled, but then she regains herself and smiles to herself) Oh, nothing.  I didn’t see you.  (Pause)  I don’t believe I know you.  What are you doing? 

1st C:  Reading.

Vixen:  Reading what?

1st C: Scripture, of course.  What else is there that is worth reading? 

Vixen:  I don’t know...The Tao Te Ching, Von Gut und Bose, Justine ...Why don’t you come down and play with me?  Reading is such a solitary experience, and I feel so lonely without company. 

1St C:  Well, I don’t know.  (After a pause)  No.  There is nothing more important than studying Scripture.  Play time is for people who don’t have serious minds, and I am very serious-minded.  No, I will continue to focus on my studies thank you. (He pages through the Bible he was reading.) 

Vixen:  (After a while)  What is this “Scripture,” as you call it.  Is it only for a select few, like yourself, or is it something I should know about? 

1st C:  Well it is if you want to make it to Heaven. 

Vixen: (under her breath) And if I do not?!  (Pause, then loudly) “But the kingdom of Heaven is spread out before man yet man does not see it..." 

1ST C: What?! 

Vixen: Come down here and I will show you. 

1st C:  What?!  What will you show me? 

Vixen: Oh nothing.  I am just toying with you.  A little cat and mouse.  I know something of the Bible, “Scripture,” as you call it, although I am more into the Apocrypha myself, what was left out.  A troubling book—your Bible—full of logical errors you—or, should I say, I—could drive a tractor through.  Besides, it does not have a particularly favorable view of the fairer sex, and that bothers me.  But perhaps you can come down and teach me?  (Coyly)  I am always willing to learn new things. 

1st C:  Well, and why should it have a positive view of women?  Because of the ‘fairer sex,’ as you call it, we are all condemned to this sinful veil of tears.  Because of your lascivious nature, you brought down all of creation through Adam, and the world experienced the Fall.  Because of you, we live a life of misery and suffering.  Because of you, we die.  (Pause)  Yes, I can come down and teach you.  Listen. (The 1st Cock reads the following as he climbs down from the cockhouse:) 

“Now the serpent was more subtle than any beast of the field which the Lord God had made.  And he said unto the woman, Yea hath God said, Ye shall not eat of every tree of the garden?   

And the woman said unto the serpent, We may eat of the fruit of the trees of the garden: 

But of the fruit of the tree which is in the midst of the garden, God hath said, Ye shall not eat of it, neither shall ye touch it, lest ye die. 

And the serpent said unto the woman, Ye shall not surely die. 

For God doth know that in the day ye eat thereof, then your eyes shall be opened, and ye shall be as gods, knowing good and evil. 

And when the woman saw that the tree was good for food, and that it was pleasant to the eyes, and a tree to be desired to make one wise, she took of the fruit thereof, and did eat, and gave also unto her husband with her; and he did eat. 

And the eyes of them both were opened, and they knew they were naked...” 

Vixen: And what is particularly wrong with being “naked”.   If someone is naked they have nothing to hide.  I see it as a mark of honesty, bravery, beauty—not something to be ashamed of.  I prefer my men naked.  I can see them for what they are. 

1ST C:  (Angrily) Get thee behind me woman! 

Vixen:  Ah, so you do have a sense of humor, but are you rejecting Satan or Peter, womankind or just me?  Think about it.  Very good regardless.  I like your wit, what there is of it.  Your certitude.  Anyway, you truly believe that because woman usurped the position of man, on one occasion—because Eve advised Adam and he concurred—that the whole of Nature experienced the Fall.  What tripe.  Is man so insecure that the first occasion that a woman expresses her independence she is forever damned as being an illegitimate, usurping upstart?!  Better for her to keep her subservient position, I suppose.  You cocks are all alike.  You like your women on their knees.  So how exactly did woman usurp man’s will.  How did she overpower him—physically, intellectually? 

1st C:  Of course not.  Women are physically weak and incapable of deep reason.  True, the Bible is a bit subtle on this point, but I am here to help you.  What really happened was that Eve employed her enticing female sexuality to corrupt Adam’s higher reason and bring him—and through him, all of mankind—down.  The story of the Fall is actually the story of how women use enticing sex to undermine men and bring men to their knees.  Everything should be held to the bar of reason, and when that doesn’t happen—chaos is the result. 

Vixen: Well, it is true that there is a strong tradition from the ancient world, through the Middle Ages and up unto the present, that casts the story of the fall in sexual terms.  You and your Bible are not particularly original in this respect.  Eating the fruit of the tree of the knowledge of good and evil is merely a metaphor for one’s moral sense arising concurrently with one’s sense of one’s own sexuality.  But, following your logic of religious sanctioned sexuality, sex is a battlefield between men and women, and women need to be put, kept, in their secondary, subservient place.  The only way a woman can compete with man is not through reason but through deceitful sexuality.  Highly suspect and debatable.  Women, to you I suppose, are mere childbearing beasts that lack the “discourse of reason,” so to speak.  But, as one of your own Christian apologists astutely noted, “The heart has its reasons which reason doesn’t know.”  Be careful what you advocate, it might come back to bite you! 

1st C:  Ha, women.  So, my interpretation of the account of the Fall from the Bible is incorrect? 

Vixen: Au contraire, it is all too correct.  Sex and the Fall have been linked together right from the start—and all the worse for women.  Did you know that according to Medieval tradition, the fruit Eve enticed Adam to eat was originally a pear or a pomegranate—symbols respectively of pregnancy and fecundity.  Only later did the apple become associated with the Fall—largely, perhaps, because in Latin the word for “apple” and “evil” are interchangeable, “malum.”  But there is one very crucial thing which you overlook in your quotation from Genesis.  The concluding thought to chapter three, and I will quote it to you (she takes the Bible from his hands): “And the Lord God said, Behold, the man is become as one of us, to know good and evil; and now, lest he put forth his hand, and take also of the tree of life, and eat, and live for ever.”  The fact of the matter is that, according to your so-called “Good Book,” it is really God who lied to Adam and Eve and it was the serpent who was truthful.  The serpent—truthfully—told Eve, the woman who even according to your admission sought wisdom in choosing to eat the fruit of the tree of the knowledge of good and evil, that she would become like unto God by knowing good and evil, and so it happened that in choosing wisdom she bravely choose to be like unto the Lord of the Garden.  The only other thing she needed to do was to eat of the tree of life and then she, like God, would also live forever.  She would be a god herself. This your God would not permit.  In Genesis the two criteria for becoming a god are knowledge of morality and eternal life.  Eve succeeded at the first but was denied the opportunity for eternal life.   
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