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The Method and Miss Sugar
............................................................................................ Deirdre Sinnott

€67 ou're a bisexual, right?” asked Lisa Sugat, a zaftig woman with a cute round
face, a thousand-dollar smile, and a legendary lack of patience. Her outsides and
insides were so mismatched that she constantly caught me off guard.

“Yup,” I said. “Why?” We walked up the hill toward the main campus and my
dorm room to work on our assignment for scene study class. Now in my second year
at college, I itched to be done with acting classes and on to my destiny — directing
classes.

“T've never seen you with any women,” she said.

“Well — yeah, that's true. But I know I'm a bisexual by how I feel.” At that
moment I sounded more certain than I felt.

“You know the scene we're going to do from “The Killing of Sister George’ is
about lesbian lovers, right?”

“Yeah — I know. I read it last night,” I said. “You want me to play George? You
play Childie?”

“No. I'll be George.”

“Really? I just figured.—"

She put her finger to her lips, kissed it and daintily touched my lips. “T'll be
George.”

It seemed strange, I saw myselfas the tough one. Thad the required androgynous
clothing, short haircut, whiskey voice, and broad shoulders. I couldn't figure how Lisa,
with her perfectly defined lips and soft feminine tone could pull off Sister George, one
of the butchest characters in the history of the theater. But Lisa Sugar knew her type
better than I knew mine.

THE METHOD AND MISS SUGAR




“Trust me,” she said. “It will be better this way. I want to really work hard on
this. We've only got two weeks and I need a good evaluation this semester.”

We walked into the dorm and up to my room. Behind the curtain, sitting on
my bed, we read and reread the scene. It opens with the young, pretty lesbian, Childie,
waiting at home for her lover to return, George enters and announces that she may be
written out of the radio soap opera that she stars in called Applehurst , the on-going
story of a small British village. Her character, Sister George, is so beloved for her good
works, country wisdom, and nursing ability that the contrast with the woman she really
is — an old, tough, gin-swilling, cigar-smoking lesbian — the deviation is surprising,
My character, Childie is bullied and belittled — ultimately leaving Sister George for
another woman on the day she gets fired from the soap opera.

“This is flat,” Lisa said, putting aside the script. “I think we ought to do a little
improvisation, like we did in class the other day.”

Our Method acting class taught us to try to recall and use happy or tragic
circumstances from our own lives when emotions were called for in a scene. The idea
was to make the scene as real as possible by not “acting” as if we were upset or in love,
but by becoming upset or recalling what it feels like sometimes when you are in love.

‘The Method school of acting has been described as realistic, genuine, and
authentic as well as overindulgent and self centered. This sort of technique never came
naturally to me. My feelings were always locked away, far from the surface, unreachable
for the purpose of pretending.

Lisa tried to relax, shaking her body, shoulders, and arms to loosen her muscles.
When she was finished vibrating, she looked at me. “T know how to relax you,” she said.
She surveyed my collection of cassette tapes and found the Best of Bread album and fast
forwarded to the song “Make it With You.”

“Would you like to dance?” she asked, holding her hand out for me to take. I
placed my fingers tentatively in hers; she pulled me to my feet and wrapped her arms
around me. A tremor went through my body as our breasts and bellies touched. While
we swayed the singer sang, “ And if you're wondering what this all is leading to, I want
to make it with you .”

I panicked as I teetered on the verge of my first lesbian kiss. I held her, feeling
hot and excited, not wanting the moment to go further or to retreat from it. She pulled
away, just enough for her hand to guide my chin. Her soft perfect lips met mine, our
mouths parted. Tongue met tongue. Kissing Lisa felt totally different from kissing a

man, strange and unnerving, My mind raced, jogging from excitement to shock, rejection




to acceptance.

She felt soft in my arms. I tried to concentrate on hat I was doing but I was
on fire. Blood rushed to every part of me that touched her, each nerve waiting to be
touched. T began to press my pelvis against hers, feeling the delightful wetness between
my legs.

Lisa pulled back. “Let’s read the scene again,” she whispered.

This time we generated heat, the scene deepened with interesting moments and
interactions. Lisa’s plan had worked. Finally, after a few more passes of the scene, she
said, “Look, I've got to go. My sorority house is having a meeting. I can’t miss it.”

“Okay,” I said reluctantly.

“We've got to keep doing this,” Lisa said with finality. “You should stay on
campus over Thanksgiving break to rehearse with me.”

“Um — I'll talk to my parents,” I hedged.

“Do it — or we're going to suck. You can come to the sorority. Nobody will be
there. We can rehearse all weekend.”

Lisa left me with another lovely kiss and swept out of my room. I could still feel
her body, full and warm, in my arms. She felt like the key to something. My mother’s
disappointed face darted to the forefront of my thoughts. She'd freak out if she knew.
My parents had maintained friendships with several gay men, so it wasn't a matter of
prejudice. But things were different with the baby of the family.

As I lay on my bed, replaying the kisses, I fantasized about the upcoming
weekend. I dreamed about all the things we'd do together until I fell asleep, full of plans
and certain of the uncertainties.

As Thanksgiving approached, I told my parents I had too much work to come
home for even a few short days. “Midterms,” I explained. “Can’t be there.”

Full of nervous energy, I walked the subdued campus. This is it , I thought as T
approached Lisas sorority house. I packed an overnight bag, figuring that things would
be so great we'd spend the weekend together, making love and rehearsing.

The sorority, a large turn-of-the-century building of stone and paneling,
bordered one of the parks. It had a stately wooden interior and stood slightly apart from
the rest of sorority row, overlooking the campus. Lisa greeted me in the foyer, grabbed
my hand and led me to her bedroom. Her sorority sisters had all fled for the weekend.

Nervousness radiated from me.

Lisa said, “I set up the room the way it’s described in the play so we can work on
the blocking, get used to moving around.” She walked around her room, pointing out






