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I Am a Black Girl 
by 

Francesca Sanders 
 
 

CAST: one female 
 

FRANCESCA 
 
(A woman, Caucasian, though a female of any race can make this 
work. It’s all in creating the character. SHE enters dressed in all 
white. SHE stands poised.) 
 
 I am a black girl. (long pause) Other black girls see me and smile a 

wide smile that visible lipped women smile. (SHE smiles) They hug 
me (this is mimed) with large bosoms or skinny spines that stick 
through their thin sweaters. They invite me into their homes with a 
sweet familiarity. They serve me whatever is for dinner. Nothing 
special…because being there is special enough. Their fathers like 
me…and their aunties will forever include me in their parties.  

 
(total body language shift) Then…there are the white girls. They see 

me from across the room and call out to me. (overly nasal calling 
out and waving) Yoohoo! You belong to us! (pause) They see me as 
an alabaster girl of privilege…a crystal princess who knows all the 
correct forks. A snow white female who has attended her share of 
teas. (pause) They invite me to play cribbage or bunko…or that which 
will be invented tomorrow to allow opportunities for women to gossip. 
(pause) They don’t see I am a black girl at all.  

 
(SHE assumes the stance of a younger child holding a ball on her 

hip) White children approach. They ask me, (in a small child’s voice 
facing left) “Why do you have a big picture of a man on your 
garage?” (facing right and bouncing the ball) “That’s Adelai 
Stevenson,” I say as if they are stupid. (stops bouncing the ball) 
“He’s a Democrat!” They look at me with great disdain as if I have 
stepped in something unpleasant. (facing left) “The Republican Party 
is the honorable party to belong to,” they say. (lifting her chin and 
facing right) “There is no honor in the Republican Party,” I say.  
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They laugh. These white girls laugh because they know…to be a 

Republican…is to fit in. You see, you can already relate to the lowest 
common denominator…and at all times…you’re only thinking of your 
own best interests. I say, (facing right) “You can watch television for 
seven hours straight and eat TV dinners if you’re a Republican.” They 
say… “What?” 

 
When black girls come over, they don’t mention Adelai Stevenson on my 

garage or my mother’s meeting about the farm workers taking place 
in our living room…or the paintings in the dining room stacked against 
the walls as thick as our library is stacked with books, waiting for a 
showing my parents put on every year to benefit a monastery. Black 
girls don’t expect me to be anything but a Democrat. Black girls 
understand me. They understand my family. (pause) I like it when 
black girls come over.  

 
(walking and showing the house like Vanna White) As you can see, 

my house isn’t exactly what most people would call normal. My 
childhood is spent at (pointing the following out) the 
theatre…movie studios…and civil rights rallies. (starts marching) I 
marched when they weren’t even called marches. I marched when I 
had to sit down because my legs were too short and grew weary. I 
marched when I had to ask my mother, (in tired kid’s voice) “What’s 
a socialist? What’s a Communist? What’s that word that lady called 
me…a what lover?” (stops marching/pause) I asked her that only 
once…and the expression on her face, which had previously been 
reserved for deaths in the family, made a big impression on me. I 
soon mastered that same look myself. (brief pause)  

 
There was so much I didn’t understand growing up…but I understood 

hatred. I understood bigots…for I was one myself. The minute 
someone opened their mouth to say they hated this group or that 
group…I automatically hated them. I automatically thought they 
probably couldn’t spell or their teeth were crooked. I thought they 
were ugly, beat their children and I knew…I knew their mothers had 
never loved them. You may say to me, “but you don’t know them. 
Don’t know their mothers. Their dogs. Their allegiance to the flag.” 
(pause) Maybe so…but I hate them just the same.  
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(starts strolling) It’s not easy being a black girl, but sometimes I think 

it’s harder to be me… (stops) a black girl that some people can’t see. 
(starts strolling again) Most black girls would disagree with me. I’m 
sure…and I understand. I can appear to be among the daffodils when 
the police come into a crowd. I can look like the most well bred, well 
connected woman…the kind of woman who would sue for false 
arrest. (stops) Trouble is…most of the black people I know look that 
way too.  

 
I don’t want you to think that being with other black girls was always 

perfect. Because when I graduated from the eighth grade, something 
happened that dramatically altered my understanding of them. (starts 
dancing) It was time for a graduation par-ty! 1966. I was styling in my 
mod Carnaby Street gear finding it hard to believe that next year I 
would be in high school! A high school where none of my other 
brothers and sisters would be. High school…where all things ware 
possible.  

 
(stops abruptly) I must stop here for a moment because the ironic part 

of this revelation, is that it took place at Lou Rawls’ house. His wife’s 
brother was in my graduating class. While others thought this was a 
coup, I thought it an embarrassment. I mean Lou Rawls? (brief 
pause) Now Lou Rawls was white! 

 
(back to dancing) But there we were swinging, swaying and record 

playing…awaiting the arrival of the ONE AND ONLY on Hullabaloo or 
some such. (this next part is acted out) The moment finally arrived. 
We strained and crowded around the TV set…pretty large by 1966 
standards…and there he was…Papa…of Papa’s got a brand new 
bag. The King…the real King…James Brown!!! We felt faint. 

 
“He’s the greatest,” one girl said. “I love him,” I said. “I got to learn to 

dance like him,” one boy said. “I love him,” I said. “Can you even 
stand it when they bring his cape out?” one girl squealed. “I’m going 
to marry him,” I said. (freezes then eyes dart around) 

 
The walls turned to ice. The room took in a chilly breath. I stared at Fritos 

in a bowl. I think one moved…but no one else seemed to see it.  
 
Was there a place that only some black girls could go? Had there been 

this place all along? Did I fail to see it?  
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Finally a wiry black girl said… “You can’t marry him.” I was going to ask 

why not…but I was afraid…afraid if I did, even the black girls wouldn’t 
be able to see my color. So I said “I KNOW!!!!!” in a surly enough 
fashion to let them think I had been momentarily possessed.  

 
I never mentioned anything like that again…until the world was much 

older.  
I’ve learned a lot as a black girl. I learned that when you write a play 

about black people, you better have a black girl in the 
audience…because otherwise. 

(spoken strongly) What…do you presume to think that (pointing) you, 
a white woman, knows about the black experience?  

 
He didn’t get it. I’m a black girl. A black girl plain and simple. (long 

pause)  
 
So when you see a woman, dressed for the theatre, walking down the 

street in a suburban neighborhood, drinking her hot chocolate at 
Starbucks…you must suspect that she is a black girl. A big, black girl 
striding down the street, inviting people into her extended family and 
feeling the sun on her face…just like any other daughter of Africa. 

 
 

 
END OF PLAY 
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