
Holy Smoke  

A one-act play  

Written by Brandy Victoria  

 

 

CAST OF CHARACTERS  

 

JONQUIL.  40, woman, African-American, Maxine’s daughter. Bohemian in nature. 

Beautiful. Wry. Sarcastic. Snarky. She is a non-conformist, anti-groupthink, Afrocentric. 

The type to own a holistic health shop or marijuana dispensary. Spiritual, but not 

religious.  

 

MAXINE.  58, woman, African-American, Jonquil’s mother. Also beautiful, looks like 

she could be Jonquil’s sister. Theatrical. She is a newly devout, newly saved Christian. It 

is important to resist the temptation to portray Maxine as a matronly “church lady,” as 

she was a young mother who is still shedding her storied past. She was “that girl” back in 

the day, and it shows. Glimpses of the old, “unsaved” Maxine occasionally make an 

appearance.  

 

Note: As mother and daughter, there is a strong, familiar push-and-pull between the two. 

Almost playful. Frenemies? They almost know each other too well, test each other’s 

boundaries, push each other’s buttons. They often invade each other’s personal space. A 

constant dance. A taut choreography from start to finish. They deeply annoy each other 

more often than they incite each other to real anger, but the latter does happen where 

indicated. This is the next chapter of an issue they’ve been avoiding for some time.   

 

*Prop Bibles only. Don’t want to attract any bad energy. 

 

SETTING 

Washington, D.C., Jonquil’s apartment. Compact. Bohemian. Not dirty, but a tad messy. 

All rooms overlap/are in view. The living room blends into the kitchen, which blends into 

the dining room, etc. Somewhere, a full-length mirror. Evidence of Afrocentrism. Black 

art. Feminism. Books.  

 

(JONQUIL is dressed for vacation, wearing shorts and a t-

shirt, or perhaps a maxi dress. She is attempting (mostly in 

vain) to pack and close her suitcase. She smokes a joint. 

She never quite gets the suitcase closed, sits on it.  A knock 

at the door. ) 

 

 

JONQUIL 

Uh uh, not today. 

 

 

(Another knock.) 
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JONQUIL 

(yells at the door) 

I’m not home.  

 

 

(A turn of the doorknob.)  

 

 

 

JONQUIL 

Ah hell naw.  

 

 

(JONQUIL snuffs out the joint, searches the room for a 

weapon. Settles upon a frying pan. The sound of slow steps 

inching closer to the door. JONQUIL raises her arm, frying 

pan in hand. The door opens.) 

 

 

 

MAXINE 

Minnie? Minnie? Grandma’s here, baby. Minnie? 

 

 

(MAXINE enters carrying a box - shiny, a huge bow, a gift.  

JONQUIL lunges toward MAXINE, frying pan hand raised 

high. Both scream.) 

 

 

 

 

MAXINE 

(eyes the pan, surveys the room) 

You making omelets or something? 

 

JONQUIL 

Mother? That key is for emergencies only.  

 

MAXINE 

What are you doing here in the first place? Where’s Minnie?  

 

 

 



Holy Smoke                                                                                                                                       2 of 16 

 

(MAXINE immediately dominates the space, inspecting 

this, adjusting that, checking for dust. JONQUIL trails 

behind undoing MAXINE’s spontaneous feng shui.) 

 

 

 

JONQUIL 

I live here, and Minnie is at the kennel. 

 

MAXINE 

You sent my baby to a kennel? My only grandbaby to the puppy penitentiary?  

 

JONQUIL 

I’m going on vacation, Mother. A girl’s trip. 

 

MAXINE 

Another girl’s trip. Still no honeymoon. Ain’t that something. 

 

JONQUIL 

Did you need something? 

 

MAXINE 

Just stopped by to drop off your birthday gift. I didn’t forget. The big 4-0. I know you 

thought I forgot, but I’ve still got some marbles left.  

 

JONQUIL 

You’re welcome to stay, but– 

 

MAXINE  

(hands Jonquil the box) 

Open it.  

 

 

 

JONQUIL 

(sets box on table) 

I’ll open it when I get back.  Don’t want to miss my flight. 

 

MAXINE 

Open. It.  

 

JONQUIL 

Mother, my flight— 

 

MAXINE 

—is six hours from now. Flight 2257. DC to Montego Bay, Jamaica.  
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JONQUIL 

How did you—?  

 

MAXINE 

Got a direct line to God himself. I ask. He answers. 

 

 

 

(JONQUIL notices her itinerary and passport on the table. 

Picks them up. Waves them at MAXINE.) 

 

 

 

JONQUIL 

My itinerary. Very funny. 

 

 

 

(MAXINE hands JONQUIL the gift for the second time.) 

 

 

 

MAXINE 

Open it, Jonquil. Now. 

 

 

 

(JONQUIL reluctantly unwraps the box.  Retrieves first a 

Bible and then a white veil.) 

 

 

 

 

JONQUIL 

A bible I expected, but a wedding veil, mother?  

 

 

 

(MAXNE places the veil on JONQUIL’S head. Conceals 

her face with it.) 

 

 

 

MAXINE 
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It’s called manifestation. Speaking it into existence. How I landed the husband I got now.  

My Gabe. Third time’s a charm. Wear it around the house while you’re doing the dishes 

or something, until God answers your call and sends you a good man. A protector, 

someone handsome, God-fearing, a husband.  

 

JONQUIL 

Manifestation? How millennial of you. That line of thinking in line with the Bible?  

 

MAXINE 

How ‘boutchu read the one I gave you and you tell me. (pause, admires) Yeah, marriage 

looks good on you.  

 

 

 

(JONQUIL throws the veil backwards, revealing her face.) 

 

 

 

JONQUIL 

No, mother. 

 

MAXINE 

No? 

 

JONQUIL 

No. 

 

MAXINE 

What do you mean, “no”?  

 

JONQUIL 

You know what I mean, “no.” No to a boyfriend, no to a husband. No to a man. No to 

any man. 

 

 

MAXINE 

I hate it when you talk like that. Like you’re choosing the hard way when easy is right 

there staring you in the face.  

 

JONQUIL 

I am not “choosing” anything. 

 

MAXINE 

It’s unnatural, and it’s ungodly.  

 

JONQUIL 
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I know, mother. I’m a heathen, a sinner, a failure for, I dunno, burning my bra, letting my 

bush grow in, for daring to reject the patriarchy. 

 

MAXINE 

Well, it’s good to be self-aware.  

 

JONQUIL 

I’m out.  

 

 

 

(JONQUIL removes the veil, reaches for her suitcase. MAXINE 

retrieves JONQUIL’S new Bible. Flips effortlessly, confidently to 

her desired passage.) 

 

 

 

MAXINE 

(reads) 

You shall not lie with a male as with a woman. It is an abomination. 

 

JONQUIL 

Wait a minute.  

 

MAXINE 

“For their women exchanged unnatural relations with women–” 

 

JONQUIL 

You think I’m a lesbian. 

 

MAXINE 

(continues) 

“–and were consumed with passion”… You’re not?  

 

 

JONQUIL 

No. 

 

MAXINE 

So you’re straight? 

 

JONQUIL 

Not exactly.  

 

MAXINE 

(braces herself) 
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You something new?  

 

JONQUIL 

It’s complicated.  

 

MAXINE 

God made it pretty simple, actually. You are a woman, right?  

 

JONQUIL 

(a joke) 

For now. 

 

MAXINE 

(inspects Jonquil’s face closely) 

Naw, you aren’t a trans-whatever. I know what that one means. What is it? Oh, I know. 

You’re playing for both teams? One ain’t enough, huh? 

 

JONQUIL 

One is too many, actually. I’m asexual. Technically aromantic too, but one orientation at 

a time.  

 

MAXINE 

(mockingly) 

Asexual. You know the “A” used to stump me until just now. LGBTQIAaaaa.  

 

JONQUIL 

I guess, Mother. 

 

MAXINE 

Asexual. What exactly does that mean? Aaaa-sexual. All of a sudden, nobody does it for 

you? Not Idris. Not Brad. Not Denzel. Not the UPS guy with the muscles and the little 

brown shorts? Coochie coo don’t work? You want to be alone, Jonquil? For the rest of 

your life? 

 

 

JONQUIL 

Maybe. Not necessarily. Wouldn’t be the worst thing. You see, it's a spectrum. Love is a 

spectrum. Sexuality is a spectrum, you know?— 

 

MAXINE 

Having a regular, normal, happy family too much like right? 

 

JONQUIL 

-there’s graysexual and demisexual and— 

 

MAXINE 



Holy Smoke                                                                                                                                       7 of 16 

 

Bullsexual. Sooner or later, every woman gets an “urge.” A natural urge. 

 

JONQUIL 

Not. Me. 

 

MAXINE 

As many boys I caught you humping back in the day? 

 

JONQUIL 

I was sixteen.  

 

MAXINE 

You were fast. 

 

JONQUIL 

I was a child.  

 

 

 

(MAXINE puts on the veil, face exposed, and admires 

herself in the mirror. Primps.) 

 

 

 

MAXINE 

You were a straight woman, is what I’m getting at. A lil whorish perhaps. But— 

 

JONQUIL 

(under her breath) 

I was only following your lead.  

 

MAXINE 

(catches the insult) 

Turned my life over to God since then.  

 

JONQUIL 

We’ll see.  

 

MAXINE 

You’ve already seen. You’re seeing right now. (circles Jonquil, a hint) Got right with my 

maker. No more alcohol, no drugs, no pork, not even in grandma’s greens, no 

blaspheming, no lewd and lascivious conduct. So far so good. 

JONQUIL 

I don’t know. Devil’s got a way of luring back his favorites. 

 

MAXINE 
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Well, I ain’t one of them. Not the way I've been prayin’. First thing in the morning. Last 

thing at night. Fiercely, feverishly. I pray for you. Even when you don’t deserve it, I still 

do.  

 

JONQUIL  

(sarcastic) 

Must pray all the time, then. I mean, all damn day. And all damn night. Jesus must be 

tired of hearing from you about me. Weary from all that prayer. God must have aaalll the 

free time, all that praying you doing for me. 

 

MAXINE 

Alright, keep playing with the Lord. See what happens.(pause) So who else are you this 

month, besides an asexual? A Buddhist? Muslim? Republican? Anything, but like your 

mama? 

 

JONQUIL 

(scoffs) 

Like you. 

 

MAXINE 

It ain’t just me, though. All women dream of having “the life,” Jonquil— 

 

JONQUIL 

I am not all women. 

 

MAXINE 

—a husband. A house. Children who adore her. A family of her own. Grandbabies one 

day. If you could see beyond yourself, you’d see the value in that, too. Asexual. (sucks 

teeth, rolls eyes). Bullsexual. 

 

JONQUIL 

I’m sorry if my lifestyle isn’t— I can’t help it that I— Mother, I am not, I don’t know, 

your second chance to get life right. 

 

 

MAXINE 

Of course, you’re my second chance. You owe me my second chance, you forty-year-old, 

ungrateful little snot. You’re past due, in fact. I don’t know who told you differently, but 

children owe their parents everything.  

 

JONQUIL  

Because we exist? 

 

MAXINE  

Yes, goddamnit, because you exist. You owe me for existing.  
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JONQUIL  

At what cost? My identity? To hell with who I am and what I want? Dreams be damned? 

 

MAXINE 

Not the good dreams, the godly ones. But Jonquil, your dreams are… they’re… small. 

Secular. Childish. Uninspired. Beige. Can tell by the way you walk (imitates) you got 

beige dreams. (primps in the mirror) Just like me when I was your age. When I didn’t 

know who I was either. When I drank too much, (smells Jonquil’s hair, looks into her 

eyes) walked around high in front of my mama. When I was loose. When I was lost. 

When I was damaged. Just. Like. You. 

 

JONQUIL 

I am anything but lost. I am soooo found. Damaged? Hell yeah. Where would we be 

without our painful childhoods? But you know what puts me back together, what keeps 

me whole? Knowing who I am. What I am. There’s an actual word for it. Slithers off my 

tongue. Asexual. Asexual. Aaaaassssexual. Asexual. A-fucking sexual. And do you know 

what that means? For me? It means I’ll pass on all of it. I was not designed for it— 

 

MAXINE 

Designed? God designed you. 

 

JONQUIL 

(continues) 

I don’t want it. 

 

MAXINE 

Want what exactly?  

 

JONQUIL 

The… the… DICK! The dick. The penis. The schlong. The member. The eggplant. The 

cock. The dick. Not boyfriend dick. Side-piece dick. Husband dick. Dick…. sucks. 

Which I’ll never do again, by the way. Same goes for fucking. Never liked it. Hate it in 

fact. Faked it every single solitary time. Just humping over and over like a robot for 

twenty years until I finally went numb on the inside, searching for that feeling, that 

feeling everyone talks about. That explosion. That flutter. Butterflies. Nothing. Some say 

it’s because I’m different… in the mind. Some say that it’s all because I’ve never been in 

love. Never been loved in that way, at least. I never craved it, though. Never hoped for it. 

Never fantasized about it. That’s the funny part. The important part. I’ve only dreamt of 

small, quiet intimacies instead with friends. Friends. You all make every beautiful thing 

perverse. But… A hand at the small of my back. A hug on a really bad day. A foot 

massage. Breakfast in bed. A surprise phone call. Flowers. A funny conversation. An 

inside joke. Sharing the last piece of chocolate cake. No weddings. No honeymoons. I’m 

ok with that. It’s love, just a different kind. Platonic. Safe. Free. 

 

MAXINE 
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Oh chile, please. “From the beginning of creation, God made male and female. And the 

two will become one flesh.” (shakes Bible at Jonquil) It’s not up to you, Jonquil. 

 

 

 

(JONQUIL smacks the Bible out of MAXINE’S hands and onto the 

floor. A silence. Icy glares. Tension you can cut.) 

 

 

 

MAXINE 

Pick it up. 

 

JONQUIL 

I am going to be me whether you— 

 

MAXINE 

“Be me. Be me.” Me. Me. Me. Your generation is so fragile— 

 

JONQUIL 

Fragile?  

 

MAXINE 

—So self-centered, so pseudo-philosophical. But I see through it. And I am trying right 

now, so help me God, to see you through it. Now pick it up.  

 

JONQUIL 

Fragile? Coming out to you is the bravest thing I’ve ever done. Have you met you?  

 

MAXINE 

I know myself well, in fact. I’ve met myself over and over, child, while you invent new 

identities every time someone hurts your teeny, tiny, little baby feelings. “I got dumped 

on prom night, so now I identify as an ice cream cone.” Where’s the God in that? 

 

JONQUIL 

You can’t be that ignorant.  

MAXINE 

Ignorant? You can’t be that crazy, talking to me like you've been talking. Acting how 

you've been acting. Like I’m one of your little friends. You may be forty, but I swear to 

God I can and I will— 

 

 

 

(MAXINE picks up the frying pan, lifts it, points it at 

JONQUIL’S forehead, calms herself, places it slowly on the 

table.) 
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MAXINE 

Pick up the goddamn, motherfucking Bible. Now. 

 

 

 

(JONQUIL slowly retrieves the Bible from the floor. Eyes 

her mother defiantly.) 

 

 

 

MAXINE 

(re.the Bible) 

Nearly caught fire in your hands. 

 

 

 

(Pause. Quiet a moment. JONQUIL thumbs slowly through the 

Bible. Arrives at a passage.) 

 

 

 

JONQUIL 

(reads) 

“Thou shall not avenge, nor bear any grudge against the children of thy people, but thou 

shalt love thy neighbor as thyself.” 

 

MAXINE 

Love thy neighbor as thyself? Something you learned in what? Kindergarten? Right after 

nap time and before you learned to shit in a pot? Try again. 

 

 

 

 

JONQUIL 

(sets Bible aside) 

Ok. “My sexuality is not an inferior trait that needs to be chaperoned by emotionalism or 

morality.” Alice Bag.  

 

MAXINE 

Alice Bag? Jesus invited a thirteenth disciple to dinner named Alice Bag? Four years of 

Catholic school, thousands of dollars out of my pocket, and ain’t nothing stick? Alice 

Bag? What about Matthew? Mark? Luke? John? No. Because that would be too much 

like right. You want to talk about some lady called Alice Bag, shiiiit.  



Holy Smoke                                                                                                                                       12 of 16 

 

 

JONQUIL 

I have to go. 

 

 

 

(JONQUIL rushes to her suitcase and attempts to close it 

again. Success. Heads for the front door. Meanwhile, 

MAXINE reads aloud from the Bible.) 

 

 

 

MAXINE 

The Lord will send upon you curses, confusion– 

 

JONQUIL 

Got it. Fire and brimstone are headed my way.  

 

 

 

(MAXINE waves the Bible at JONQUIL’S face, a 

desperation, a plea, a ramble, blocks the front door.) 

 

 

 

MAXINE 

It’s not too late, baby girl. This too shall pass. It’s a phase. You can go through a phase at 

forty. It’s ok. You always were a late bloomer. Everything came late, titties, that time of 

the month. Did I do this? Stunt your growth? Bet this happened right before I got to show 

you what love looks like. Before my new man came along. You’ve got to meet Gabe. 

He’s an angel. You’ll see. You don’t want it ‘cause you’ve never seen it. That’s all this 

is. You're just confused. We can fix that baby girl. Oh! Know what else? Good thing 

about turning forty? Your body count resets. Saw that on TikTok. That means it ain’t too 

late to find a good man, Jonquil. You ain’t ruined. All that ho’in you used to do, don’t 

even count.  

 

(MAXINE offers Jonquil a hug. A “Let’s celebrate” or “I’m here 

for you.” Jonquil rebuffs.) 

 

 

 

JONQUIL 

Please, mother.  

 

MAXINE 

(careful) 
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This about what happened to you? When you were a girl? About Uncle Jerome? They 

ain’t all like that. Besides, we took care of his ass, me and your cousins. 

 

JONQUIL 

I’d rather this not be the first time we talk about that.  

 

MAXINE 

C’mon, now, this is childish. Asexual. It’s a made-up word ‘cause you were raised too 

damn soft. Told you you could be anything you want to be. But that’s a lie. God’s got 

other plans for most of us. Maybe if your father had been around—. Keep this up, you 

gon’ end up with nine cats, child. You are too pretty to be asexual anyway. It’s an insult 

to God wasting all that pretty being part of a made-up thing. Sounds like a club for… for 

weirdos, Jonquil. And mama don’t raise no weirdos over here. Asexual. (laughs) That 

don’t even sound right. (thumbs through Bible) Asexual. Let me see where God co-

signed that. Let… me… see… (closes Bible) Nope. Ain’t no verse. Ain’t. No. Verse, 

Jonquil. You understand? Enough. It’s time to grow out of this… this thing. 

 

JONQUIL 

This thing… This thing… I am not a thing! 

 

 

 

(JONQUIL wells up with anger. A cry/scream. Snatches the 

Bible from MAXINE.) 

 

 

 

JONQUIL 

(re: the Bible) 

Give it to me. 

 

MAXINE 

Have you lost your mind? 

 

 

 

(MAXINE snatches the Bible back.) 

 

 

 

JONQUIL 

Then will the eyes of the blind be opened. 

 

 

 

(JONQUIL grabs the Bible again.) 
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MAXINE 

Bitch.  

 

 

 

(A noisy tussle between the two over the Bible. Worthy 

adversaries. The Bible eventually lands on the floor, 

tattered and torn. Both women, winded, pause to absorb the 

severity of what they have done. Bible passages, crumpled 

paper, scraps of sacred scripture on the floor, and in both 

of their hands. Sacrilege. Eyes lock. Pause.) 

 

 

 

JONQUIL 

Now you pick it up. (long pause, then some softness) And if you want her, Minnie is 

yours.  

 

 

 

(JONQUIL exits quickly, suitcase in tow.  Slams the door 

behind her.) 

 

 

 

MAXINE 

You get back here, little girl. What I tell you ‘bout slamming them doors? (pause) Happy 

Birthday, Jonquil.  

 

 

 

(MAXINE looks around the room, a little unsure of what to 

do with herself. She lightly searches the place, opens doors 

and cabinets. Picks up the Bible, the scraps. Drinks straight 

from a bottle of wine. Spots the snuffed-out joint. Relights 

it. Takes one long pull. A long exhale. Snuffs it back out.)  

 

 

 

MAXINE 

(re: the joint) 

 Good shit.  
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(MAXINE takes the veil, pulls it over her head so that it 

hides her face. Gets on her knees. Genuflects.) 

 

 

 

MAXINE 

(a prayer) 

Forgive me, O my God, and graciously protect me this night. Blessed Virgin Mary, my 

dear heavenly mother, take me under your protection. St. Joseph, my dear guardian angel, 

and all you saints of God, pray for me. Sweet Jesus, have pity on all poor sinners, and 

save them all from hell. But most of all, I beg you… Save my baby like you did me. You 

made her just like me. Save her just the same. The truth is in her. I promise you. Praise 

be. Praise be. Dear God, praise be.  

 

 

 

(Lights down on MAXINE. Lights up on JONQUIL. 

Suitcase in tow. She stands “outside” before her front 

door. Starts to open the door. Tempting. Changes her mind. 

Kneels. Prays instead.) 

 

 

 

JONQUIL 

(to God, a prayer) 

God, the divine. You know what it is. (points to self) You did this. You made me. And I 

believe you got me right. Just right. You’ve always had a knack for perfection. Took me 

forty years to believe, but now I can feel it. I know it. I can feel you everywhere. Let her 

know you already got me. Got my journey in your hands. Save my mother like you did 

me. You made me just like her. Save her just the same. The truth is in her. I promise. 

Praise be. Praise be. Dear God, Praise be.  

 

 

 

Lights out. 

End. 


