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Character: 
  
Maggie           A white, Midwestern, pleasant looking woman, age 30 - 50. She is educated but 
not cosmopolitan. She is a good cook but not a chef. She has traveled, but she’s never been a 
minority. She loves pie and she misses her riend very much. She wears comfortable clothes that 
are flattering but not trendy. She has aprons and kitchen towels that have sentimental value. 
  
  
Setting:           A middle class, Midwestern kitchen. The present. 
  
  
Note:               This play was originally conceived to be performed in the kitchens of people’s 
homes. Chairs should be pulled into the kitchen/dining room area as if Maggie is entertaining 
friends. It can also be performed, however, on a traditional stage. Ideally there should be a 
working oven, refrigerator, food processor and water source so that Maggie’s pie can actually 
bake during the show. 
 
The highlighted section headers are not meant to be spoken. They are simply a way for the 
performer and director to break the show up into manageable chunks. 
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Prologue. Maggie puts an apple pie in the oven and sets the timer. Then she sits down, sullen. 
She looks at a dog-eared recipe card, playing with it in her hands. 
  

Maggie 

When my phone rings on election night I have already been asleep for hours. Things look bad by 

nine and the network suits, the exit polls, the babbling pundits are predicting the numbers will 

only get worse. By eleven I can’t take the maps and the math anymore. I go to bed hoping I can 

hide, can block out the precincts reporting, can demand a recount, can shake all the people who 

voted for that despicable man, for that misogynist, that hate mongering mess, for. . . for the new 

president of the United States. 

  

But then Saiyna is calling. It is 2:30 in the morning and when I pick up I can hear music in the 

background and cheering and speeches but mostly I can hear her long, jagged breaths between 

staticky sentences. I don’t put the whole story together for a few days. But in the pitch dark of 

the middle of the dark night in November, 2016, I ask her to slow down, to tell me what is 

wrong, but all she can do is sob. I ask if she is finished working. If she is someplace safe. If she 

needs help, or a ride home, or I don’t know what. She says she is getting into the backseat of her 

Uber and she’ll be back at her apartment soon. 

  

But before she hangs up, she screams, “And who the FUCK is Virginia Dare?” 

A beat. 
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I didn’t know. Then. I tell her I don’t know. 

  

An hour later, with hands still shaking I come downstairs and start doing what I do when I don’t 

know how to fix things. (a beat) I make pie. 
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Act 1, Scene 1. At rise, Maggie is clearing off a counter in her kitchen, getting ready to make an 
apple pie. She gets out all her ingredients, a couple of paring knives, a cutting board, rolling pin, 
food processor, coffee cup with water and ice in it. She is also fussing with her iPhone, trying to 
get it to record a video of her working. 
  

First Take 

Maggie 

Which brings us to today. Okay, so. . . We’ve got a picture. (fusses with a couple of buttons) 

Here we go. (She tries to position the iPhone, it falls over.) Oops. No. Shit. (pause) Now I can’t 

tell if the sound is on? Hey. Hello? Can you hear me? Am I recording? (She fusses some more.) 

Okay. I guess that’s. . . that. 

  

She looks at herself on the screen. Fixes her hair self-consciously. Then tries to find the right 

angle for the camera to capture both herself and her cooking. Puts the camera in a mini tripod. 

Pushes play. Smiles at it. Waves. 

  

Hey Saiyna. I really hope this is working. . . Obviously I’m not great with cameras. (She fusses 

with the camera again. pause.) If I’m not always in the frame, don’t be surprised. You saw the 

pictures I took for the paper. (Clears her throat nervously.) 

  

(bittersweet) So, it’s getting colder here. It’s definitely fall now, and all the apple orchards have. 

. . apples. I thought I would get some and finally give you a lesson on making pie. Really good 

pie. 
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I’m sorry we didn’t get around to this before you left. But. Hopefully you will get this. And no 

matter how your pie turns out, it will be better than that half-baked crap we had at the bakery we 

reviewed. Do you remember that? The Sorelle Sweet Shop? I think that was the first time we 

worked together. I don’t even know if it’s still open. I mean, I hope not. ’Cause that place is. . . 

(she grimaces). 

  

I can still see the look on your face, after you took all those beautiful pictures of the slices of pie, 

getting the light just right. And then we sit down and try it. I’m sure I had the exact same look on 

my face actually. I mean, they said it was the house specialty. The owner’s great grandmother’s 

recipe for Dutch apple crumble pie. The lady behind the counter tells us, “People come from 

miles around just for this pie.” 

  

Oh my god, what a waste of good ingredients. Not even good. What a waste of mediocre 

ingredients. All of those calories eaten in vain! One bite and you are like, “Is this what apple pie 

is supposed to taste like?” And I’m like, “No! This is not even what those nasty Hostess, vending 

machine pies are supposed to taste like.” This is mushy and awful, it is like eating an apple 

scented Yankee candle. . . I mean, I’m sure I wrote something complimentary for the article 

because the owners were so nice to us. They gave us ice cream on the side for no extra charge. 

That stupid Blue Bunny ice cream was the best part of the whole . . .ugh. 

  

So right after that assignment I know I promised to teach you how to make real apple pie. The 

way it’s supposed to taste. With just the right amount of cinnamon and rum raisins, and crust so 
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good that you actually want to eat it, even if there’s no filling left. So here I am, I’m finally. . . 

I’m not sure where to send it but. . . 

  

She crumples and looks down at the counter. She turns off the camera, mumbling. 

  

What Am I Doing? 

Yeah, that’s great. That’s just perfect. And so natural. God, why is this so hard? (pause) I don’t 

even know if they have apples in Pakistan. (pause, to herself) I should look that up. 

  

Saiyna asked me once “Why do people say, ‘American as apple pie?” I don’t know, maybe it has 

something to do with the first Thanksgiving, or George Washington. But Washington was 

cherries, right? He cut down a cherry tree and told his father he could not tell a lie? Yeah, turns 

out that’s bullshit. Saiyna was studying for the American citizenship test and I tell her about the 

cherry tree thing and she burst out laughing. And I am like, “Hey, listen, I have very vivid 

memories of making a tri-corner hat out of construction paper and it had cherries on it because. . 

. .” I tell her all Americans know this and she says, “Then all Americans are wrong.”  

  

So I look it up. And guess what ladies and gentlemen? We were lied to by our grade school 

teachers. All lies. 

  

Then Saiyna says, “I don’t think Washington had wooden teeth either.” Okay, so that means the 

two main things I know about our founding father are both complete nonsense. You know why 

Mrs. Cline lied to the entire first grade class at Milton East Elementary about that? Well, one, 
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because she could. If you tell people anything enough times, they’ll believe it. But mainly 

because George Washington did have false teeth. But they aren’t made out of wood. Some are 

made out of hippopotamus ivory and the others are real teeth, real human teeth, probably 

knocked out of the mouths of his own slaves, specifically for this purpose. How are you going to 

explain that to a bunch of 6-year-olds? 

  

Crust, Take 2 

Okay. Let’s try this one more time. (She pushes the right buttons on the phone and tries to start 

over.) We should start with the crust. (While she talks she measures the flour and salt out and 

puts them into a bowl.) Most pie crust is inedible. Either it’s too thick and it gets gummy, or it’s 

hard and tastes like cardboard, or it’s made with lard, so it never browns and it just tastes like . . . 

congealed lard. But not mine. This is because I only use real butter. No Crisco. No oil. No 

margarine. No vodka, although that one intrigues me. 

  

Seriously, there’s only four ingredients we’re working with here — flour, ice water, butter and a 

dash of salt — so it’s not that the recipe is so hard, it’s that there’s a trick to it. It takes some 

time. You can’t just mix it up and put it in the microwave. Also, you have to measure. Correctly. 

Baking is like chemistry. If the proportions are out of whack, you don’t get pie crust at all. I 

mean, it’s not going to blow up. . . 

  

She gets uncomfortable at the reference to “blowing things up” and turns the recording off 

again, giving up for the moment. 
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Saiyna and I got some really crap assignments, reviewing restaurants for the paper. See, they 

have a legit food writer who has been there for like, 20 years. She gets to do all the chi chi places 

— the new farm-to-table, small plates restaurant, the new French café with the amazing crepes 

with local morels and goat's milk chevre. And I am supposed to do the offbeat places, the hole in 

the wall Thai restaurant that used to be a gas station. A food cart that has ten different ways to 

deep fry cheese curds. I mean, I’m up for anything, and I’m not saying the food is always terrible 

. . . but there are hidden gems and then there are the places that are deserted for a reason.  

  

So when we do a review, after she is through taking pictures of the food Saiyna and I split the 

dish. I take notes and and she also gives me her assessment.  

  

“Why is American food so bland? Use some spices. It doesn’t have to be peppers or curry, use 

ANYTHING. Why are you so afraid of flavor?” 

  

I tell her that, as Americans we were all raised on a steady diet of salt, fat and sugar. Hot dogs 

and French fries and Coke and Twinkies. She shudders. She is used to her grandmother’s 

cooking — her family’s own special blend of spices for curries. Her favorite stews are so hot you 

start sweating from the first bite and you don’t stop until an hour after dinner is over. But it isn’t 

just main dishes — desserts have the tang of yogurt, the fragrance of rose water and orange zest, 

the crunchy richness of pistachios. And the chai … well I can only imagine. 
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Chai 

We went to a boutique-y tea shop for one assignment — they put green matcha tea in everything. 

Saiyna scoffs at the bright green “infusion” — evidently matcha doesn’t steep like real tea, it’s 

just this powder that’s suspended in hot foamy water. And it comes with a warning not to let it sit 

and get cold. Otherwise it will turn bitter. We both sip our green scalding water obediently. 

  

Then she starts talking about the chai she drinks at home in Islamabad. I say, “I love chai tea,” 

and she says, “No, it’s not ‘chai tea,’ it’s just chai.” 

  

“So there’s no tea in it?” 

  

“Yes, there is, but that’s like saying ‘cheesy cheese.’ It’s redundant. It’s just chai. Have you ever 

had real chai?” 

  

“There’s an Indian restaurant near my house where we get take out. The guys know me and 

when I’m early picking up our order they bring me chai tea — or chai — while I wait.” 

  

“Is it good?” 

  

“I don’t know how authentic it is. I mean, I like it. It tastes like hot gingerbread with cream.” 

  

“That sounds similar. But you should taste my grandmother’s chai. It’s amazing. I’ll teach you 

how to make it sometime.” 
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I got so excited I gulped my matcha, which now tastes like bitter sod. 

  

“I’m going home for a couple of weeks this summer for my cousin’s wedding. I’ll bring back the 

ingredients then.” 

  

“What, you can’t get them here?” 

  

“No. I mean you can. . . but it’s not the same, you know?” 

  

“Yeah.” And I’m thinking, how much better can Saiyna’s version can possibly be? 

  

Crust, Take 3 

So back to crust. (She reaches for the iPhone, but puts it down.) Maybe I’ll just practice my little 

pie-making tutorial with you guys before I post something to YouTube. (regains her composure) 

Okay. I know this is going to sound sacrilege to some people, but I don’t cut the butter in by 

hand. (She cuts the sticks of butter up into tablespoons.) I don’t use a pastry cutter, you know, 

one of those thingys that looks like an angry whisk? I use a food processor. Call me a wuss, fine, 

but taste my pie crust first and then let’s talk about working smart instead of working hard.   

She puts butter into the feed tube of the processor and turns it on. 

  

See that? That took like three seconds. Believe me, your grandmothers and great grandmothers 

would have used this, if it had been available. 
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Okay, now ice water. Again, the key is to keep everything cold. That prevents the butter from 

binding with the flour and making paste. You don’t want paste, you want layers. Tiny, thin little 

layers of butter and flour so the crust will be light and flaky when it’s baked. (She measures out 

the ice water adds it to the mix.) You use as little water as possible to make it turn into dough. 

Too much and you get a very, very hard cracker. Cracker is too nice of a word. You get a super 

adhesive. Water and flour equals glue. So again, as little as possible to get it to form a solid. And 

then (She turns the food processor on and the dough comes together) you just wait. Don’t add 

more of anything, just wait until it comes together. And it always does. See that? 

  

Okay, now we’re ready to roll it out and make pie, right? No. Wrong. Now we let it rest and get 

cold. Break the dough into two pieces, stick the discs in Ziploc bags and put them in the fridge 

until they are cold. (She puts the dough in bags, seals the bags and puts them in the fridge.) Oh, 

and preheat the oven. (She points back at the oven.) I’ve already got mine on. Okay. Now we can 

do the apples. 

  

(Looking at the bowl of apples.) Look at gorgeous fruit. What great composition. Picture perfect, 

right? 

  

Chai, Part 2 

So, Saiyna is gone for the entire month of June and I have to take my own pictures of the food I 

am reviewing and my editor is not happy. When she finally gets home, we set up an epic day 

sampling five new poké places that have opened in town. The first couple are fun. We order all 
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the stuff — red and orange tobiko, seaweed salad, crab, octopus, you name it. By the time we get 

to the last place — A Poké Poké To Go Go — we need alcohol. We drink sake and push 

edamame around our bowls with chopsticks and she tells me about her trip. 

  

In Pakistan there were parties and dinners, so much food she loves with so many people she 

loves. And the whole time I am waiting to hear about the chai tea — I mean CHAI — and the 

ingredients she brought back, but she doesn’t mention it.  I think well, with all the family 

obligations, maybe she forgot. 

  

Then Saiyna explains why she wasn’t at work on Monday or Tuesday. You see it’s a 22-hour trip 

from here to Pakistan with several layovers, and she brought all her camera equipment with her. 

She is going home for a wedding, why wouldn’t she bring her cameras? But on an airport x-ray 

scan they don’t look like the luggage that most people carry. And then there’s her name — 

Saiyna Talhami. And her brown skin. She dresses like a Westerner — no hijab, and jeans, but . . . 

  

She spends six hours in a special, high security waiting area at Heathrow before she is ushered 

into a tiny little interrogation room and asked to demonstrate how all of her camera equipment 

works. So she puts it together and she takes it apart. And then she waits two more hours, and 

does it again for another group of heavily armed security professionals. By this time she’s missed 

her flight, so it is the next day before she can get another plane home. 

  

They let her keep all her camera equipment on the way to Pakistan. But on the way back, they 

confiscate all her spices — the cardamom pods and cloves, Indian pepper and Ceylon cinnamon. 
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The official explanation is the herbs look suspicious. Like drugs or explosives. She doesn’t talk 

about getting together to make chai again, and I don’t bring it up. 

  

Who is Virginia Dare? 

The night of the election, after I put the pie in the oven I have an hour to wait for it to bake. So I 

clean off my rolling pin, sweep up all the flour with my bench scraper, and then I Google 

“Virginia Dare.” There are a lot of entries. 

  

I scroll through an article about the Roanoke Colony, formed in 1587 by a group of 120 English 

colonists, led by Sir Walter Raleigh’s emissary John White. He had come to the new world a 

couple years before, scouting the land for settlement. He draws maps. He paints pictures of 

native women wearing feathers and buckskin. He sketches plants and animals that no British 

person has ever seen before. Then he brings a small town’s worth of English people — mostly 

tradesmen — back to America to officially claim it for England. 

  

And to make sure the settlement will flourish, he brings his own family — his wife, son-in-law, 

and his daughter, who is six months pregnant when she steps onto the ship in an English harbor. 

They are at sea for two months before finally reaching the eastern coast of America. They are 

already veterans of harsh weather and shortages of food, but that is nothing compared to what 

they will face in Roanoke. 

  

Shortly after they build a few crude cabins, they realize the group has grossly underestimated the 

supplies they’ll need to survive the winter. At that moment Eleanor Dare gives birth to a little 
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girl. They name her Virginia after the title of new territory and the virgin Queen Elizabeth. On 

the Wikipedia page there’s a lithograph of her christening (shows picture) at just three days old, 

which is miraculously sketched in 1880, more than 300 years after the fact. She looks like a 

cherub and her tender white skin practically glows. 

  

When the struggling colony begs their leader to return to England to bring them flour, sugar, tea, 

and ammunition, John White says goodbye to his new granddaughter, promising to return as 

soon as possible. But when his ship lands on the American shore two years later, there is no one 

to welcome him. The cottages are empty. There is no cry from the toddler Virginia Dare. 

Everyone, including the baby, has disappeared. The settlement and the first white child born in 

the new world, are all presumed dead. 

   

Did you know that pies were called coffins in the Middle Ages? For hundreds of years food was 

preserved by baking it in a pie crust that was so thick you weren’t supposed to eat it. Weird, huh? 

Pie coffins? 

  

Apples 

Okay, so our beautiful apples for pie. She gets out a cutting board and a paring knife. I’m a total 

traditionalist here, I always use Granny Smith. These aren’t organic or an heirloom variety or 

anything, they’re just firm, tart apples that won’t turn to mush when you bake them. I’m also a 

traditionalist about peeling them. . . Paring knife. That’s all you need. I know you can get those 

corer/slicer things that automatically divide the apple into equal parts. I can never get those to 
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work, and they don’t stay sharp. Also, some people use vegetable peelers to whack the skin off. . 

. yeah, no. 

 
Don’t try to peel too much at a time, don’t go too deep and take out half the apple with skin. Just 

nice and steady. (She demonstrates peeling an apple in one deft motion.) You see that? (She 

holds it up.) Okay, so cut it in half, quarters, a little dip for the seeds, a couple more cuts, there 

you go. You want the slices to be about a half an inch thick so they’ll bake evenly.  (She displays 

the apple slices on her cutting board.) Now just keep doing that until you’ve got a big bowl full. 

Usually it’s about six big apples. 

  

Apples, Part 2 

The fall after we met, Saiyna and I got an assignment all about apples. We are sent to an orchard 

that is famous for its homemade apple doughnuts. So we drive out into the country looking for 

this bucolic little farm, which turns out to be like Coney Island. Sure they have pick-your-own 

apples, but they also have a corn maze, bean-bag games, scarecrows for parents’ photo ops, a 

petting zoo mostly filled with ravenous goats, and an enormous play structure that is shaped like 

an apple, with a huge green worm coming out at the top that is actually a slide. 

  

The gift shop (of course they have a gift shop) sells potpourri and little apple Christmas 

ornaments. Signs made to look like chalkboards point us to the bakery section. At this point, 

honest to god, I would swear the whole place had been sourced from Hobby Lobby. 

  

But it’s hard to argue with freshly fried pastry that’s been rolled in cinnamon and sugar. They 

have four different kinds of doughnuts that year, so we have to photograph and taste each one. 
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And the warm gooey fritters are amazing. But then Saiyna takes a bite and gets a confused look 

on her face. 

  

“I thought those were apple pieces on top. Why are they salty?” 

  

“That’s not apple. That’s bacon. ’Cause what doesn’t taste better with bacon?” 

  

“Oh.” She spits it out into a napkin and looks for the trash. 

  

“Are you a vegetarian?”  

  

“No. Muslims don’t eat pork.” 

  

As soon as the word “Muslim” leaves her mouth the nice old women behind the counter stiffen. 

They look over at us with their apple-themed aprons, scowling as they readjust their hair nets. I 

stare down at my notebook, pretending to jot down the price of each of the baked goods. I make 

a mental note to read the menus more carefully from now on. Saiyna and I don’t talk about it in 

the car. When I finish up the article for my editor, I polish off the last doughnut and try to forget 

about the whole thing. 

  

Beat. (softly) I really. . . .I really should have said something. 
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Virginia Dare, the Poem 

So the next time I’m up late baking pie, I do another Google search. That’s when I find the epic 

poem “The White Doe, the Fate of Virginia Dare,” subtitled, “an Indian legend by Sallie Southall 

Cotton.” 

  

If you are thinking that “Sallie Southall Cotton” doesn’t sound like a Native American name, 

well, no coincidence there. She is as white as the enchanted deer she wrote about so rapturously. 

(reading from the book) She and her husband, a Confederate war veteran, are well-to-do 

plantation owners at the turn of the century. In 1901 she writes an enormous poem to preserve 

her state’s history.  

  

(adopting a Southern belle accent) Sure we were technically defeated in the “War of Northern 

Aggression,” but we will not be cut out of the American origin story. Oh no. We have a perfectly 

good claim to the first white child baptized in the new world, and her tragic end . . . as a buxom, 

pristine white object of love and obsession for two mighty braves from rival Indian tribes. 

  

(She drops the accent) Did I mention that, in Miss Sallie’s version, Virginia Dare doesn’t die of 

disease and starvation as a toddler? No, in the story of the White Doe, Virginia Dare lives!   

Wi-no-na Skâ they called her,  
O innocent babe! Roanoke’s lost nestling! 
How shall we learn where thy footsteps did roam? 
’Mid the rude tribes of the primeval forest, 
Bearing the signet of Christ on thy brow, 
Wert thou the teacher and guide of the savage? 
  
(She goes back to her regular persona for this aside.) It goes on, and on . . . It goes on for 91 

pages talking about poor Virginia, the immaculate, virgin beauty lost in the wilderness. Then the 
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story takes a turn when (back to overblown storytelling) she refuses the advances of an Indian 

medicine man and out of spite he curses her. His spell transforms her into a white deer so her 

true love — the noble chieftain Okisko — can’t have her. Desperately trying to return poor, 

voluptuous Virginia to human form, Okisko dips a pearl-tipped arrow in an enchanted pool and 

vows to shoot her in the heart to break the spell. But another evil brave, longing for fame and 

fortune, hunts the white doe with a silver arrow given to his father by Queen Elizabeth. When 

Virginia, the glowing white doe, wanders through Roanoke, both savage Indians shoot at the 

same time. She is indeed turned back into a human woman by the first arrow. And then promptly 

killed by the second arrow. Where she fell, (in Miss Sallie’s voice) North Carolina’s white 

scuppernong grapes were stained red by her blood. And that’s why the grapes are red today. 

  

(back to normal) So that’s nice. Miss Sallie gets to rewrite history with Roanoke as the true 

cradle of America. She also links the lost settlement to the Lost Cause version of the Civil War 

— that strongly maintains that the heroic fight for racial purity will never be abandoned. She 

may also have been paid a little something to write glowingly about the wine that comes from 

scuppernong grapes. One way or another there’s a winery, still in operation today, named after 

Virginia Dare. Wouldn’t her grandfather be proud? 

 


