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COUNTRY NORTHWESTERN

Country Northwestern
a play in two acts
by Charles Deemer

First performed at Theatre Workshop in Portland, Oregon, on
November 6, 1981. Directed by Steve Smith.

THE CAST (n order of appearance; 4M, 4W):

Michelle, a young filmmaker

Rick, her cameraman

Red,owner of the Rapids Restaurant & Lounge

Dotty, bartender at the Lounge, who is blind

Buck Timber,an itinerant country singer

Gayle Goodwyna country superstar

Mrs. Ames a resident of Harvest Acres, a retirement center
Mr. Fredericksmanager of Harvest Acres

THE PLACE:
Rapids, Oregon, on the Umpqua River out of Roseburg

THE TIME:
Spring, 1972

THE SET:

The lounge at the restaurant in Rapids. Upstage right is,a bar
off of which is the entraneexit. Another entrancexit stage

left leads to the restaurant. Downstage from the bar are several
tables.

Still farther downstage is a neutral playing area.

Songs: "Thank Heaven For You", "Country Northwestern", and
"HangiQ ,Q EV /\QQH )XTXD <RXU &KHDW
"Great Speckled Fraulein" by Charles Deemer.



Charles Deemer

ACT ONE

(AT RISE: a dark stage. SPOTS come up on MICHELLE and
RICK, who stand some distance apart in the neutral area.)

MICHELLE: Crazy Rick. At least onca month he phones me
at some weird hour of the morning, stoned and babbling,
probably horny, expecting me to hijack a plane up to see him.
RICK: Michelle, you will not believe this country. It's the end
of the earth. After Oregon, there's no place elgmto

MICHELLE: Unless you're a filmmaker. Then you live in
Southern California.

RICK: You can make a movie anywhere. | find lots of work up
here.

MICHELLE: | have to pay the rent, Rick.

RICK: So do a documentary on the Blazers. I'll shoot it and
when theywin the championship in a year or two, you'll have a
gold mine to market.

MICHELLE: | had to ask to find out he was talking about the
local professional basketball team. Real good, Rick. Real
macho.

RICK: So do a documentary on Ken Kesey. He lives in
Oregm.

MICHELLE: Better 2 but a little too obvious. Rick, it's
seventytwo. The sixties are quite dead.

RICH: This country is a cinematographer's dream. Make a film
and I'll shoot it. Everything is so green here.

MICHELLE: Like money?

(A third SPOT comes gn RED in the lounge area.)
RED: The dam would be expensive, we all knew that. Fact is,

for a while | was hoping it would be too expensive to build. Or
if they were set on building it, that they would go down river,
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where they could put up the sonofabitwithout putting the
town under water. Wouldn't lose nothing that way but a few
Federal campgrounds. But flooding the to#nwhere the hell
are folks supposed to go? Especially Dotty, blind like she is.
But you know the governmert between the town antdse
Federal picnic tables, they set their mind on flooding the town.
Wasn't a damn thing we could do about it.

(SPOT off Red.)

RICK: (sleepily nowHello?

MICHELLE: Hi, Rick.

RICK: Michelle?

MICHELLE: | know, it's about time | called you for a change.
RICK: Are you in Oregon?

MICHELLE: I'm home. | called to find out what you can tell
me about Rapids.

RICK: Rapids? It's when a river

MICHELLE: Not what, where. The town of Rapids. Do you
know where it is?

RICK: Yeah, I think it's out the Umpqua from Febsirg.
MICHELLE: Where's that from Portland?

RICK: Less than 200 miles south. What's with the sudden
interest in Rapids?

MICHELLE: I've been following a series of articles in the
paper. They've built this dam on the river and in a few months
the town of Rpids is going to be flooded out of existence. |
want to do a documentary on the final days in the town. I'm
looking for a good cameraman. You interested?

RICK: Of course I'm interested. Tell me more.

(LIGHTS UP FULL on the lounge. Rick gets behind a came
with portable sound equipment and is filming Red, who sits at
the bar. DOTTY, the blind bartender, is behind the bar.
Michelle stands off to the side, interviewing Red.)
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MICHELLE: Interview with Red Mitchell, take one. Action.
RICK: Rolling.

(A beat)

MICHELLE: Action, Red.

RED: | start now?

MICHELLE: Right, whenever | say "action."

RED: Okay. Well, let's see. | came here in, oh, it must have
been ... I'd say around 1946. After the war. | knew Skeeter
Davis in the Army2 he's Dotty's ex and got latl. So when |
brung her the news and some things he wanted her tohave
course, she knew he was killed by theeranyway, she had the
place up for sale. So | bought it and kept her on behind the bar.
Been here ever since.

MICHELLE: What was business lika those days?

RED: The town had seen better days for sure. Hills was pretty
well logged out by then, and the loggers were moving up river.
Down river belonged to the government. So | was taking a
chance buying a restaurant.

MICHELLE: Did you get any tousts up here then?

DOTTY: We always had good fishing.

RED: More tourists were coming all the time. The boom was in
the sixties. More retired folks moved in, too, mostly from
California. Got to where we'd have a pretty lively summer,
especially after we buithe motel and had live music in here.
And we always did have the best restaurant in town. The only
one for about the last five years.

MICHELLE: What was a Saturday night like in the good old
days? When it got pretty lively ... ?

RED: After we added the atel and the campground, we'd
have a real busy summer, year after year. Didn't make any
difference if it was Saturday night or Wednesday night really
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2 on vacation, it's all the same. Course, things got even
livelier on weekends with the music.

MICHELLE: What kind of music did you have?

RED: Country.

DOTTY: Gayle Goodwyn sang here. This is her hometown.
RED: | don't think they want to hear about that.

MICHELLE: Who did you say?

DOTTY: Gayle Goodwyn. She sang in here a hundred times if
she sang once. She grep in Rapids.

RICK: TheGayle Goodwyn?

RED: Yeah, but she ain't been back for years.

DOTTY: Her first hit was about growing up here. And, of
course, last year she was given that award on television. She
used to sing right in here, all the time.

RED: Thatwas ten years ago. She went to Nashville about '61
or '62, | guess. When did she leave Buck?

DOTTY: Summer '61, | think.

RED: They used to be married. His real name's Henry
Lancaster but he got to calling himself Buck Timber. He was
guite a country singdrimself in those days.

DOTTY: Gayle's real name ain't Goodwyn either. It's Miller.
She didn't marry a Goodwyn, the record company give her the
name. | heard so on the radio.

MICHELLE: And Buck Timber is a country singer, too?

RED: Yeah, but nobody ever d&re of him like they know
Gayle Goodwyn. He may be dead for all | know.

DOTTY: For my money, neither sings alone as good as they
used to sing together. That was right in here. Course, | ain't
heard Buck sing for years. Don't know if he's even singing any
more.

RED: Buck and Gayle could pack them in on a weekend, that's
for sure.
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(ACTION FREEZES in lounge and LIGHTS COME DOWN
HALF. GAYLE and BUCK move into LIGHTED neutral area,
each with a guitar, and sing like in the good old days.)

BUCK: (singing)l've always been a rambler

| never settled down

| took the road to be my own best friend

But lately I've been finding

All my roads lead back to you

I've found my home

You are my journey's end

BUCK AND GAYLE: (singing) Thank heaven for you
You've always seen @through

You know the ways to ease my troubled mind
Thank heaven for you

For the love that's been so true

You are the one | never thought I'd find
GAYLE: (singing)l wake up in the morning
To find you close to me

And the love | feel is much too strongttale
You are the one I've waited for

You are my dreams made real

Come take my hand

| need you by my side

BUCK AND GAYLE: (singing) Thank heaven for you
You've always seen me through

You know the way to ease my troubled mind
Thank heaven for you

For the loe that's been so true

You are the one | never thought I'd find
MICHELLE: Cut!

(BLACKOUT. A beat. LIGHTS COME UP on lounge, where
Gayle is alone, strumming her guitar. She is in the process of
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writing a new song. Stuck, she cusses under her breath and
exis left.)

(Buck enters right, carrying his guitar case. He looks around.
He goes to the bar and pours himself a shot. Seeing the guitar
Gayle left behind at a table, he goes to it, sits down and starts
strumming the guitar.)

(Gayle returns, entering fe Seeing Buck, she stops in her
tracks. They regard one another for a moment.)

BUCK: I'll be damned.

GAYLE: Hello, Buck.

BUCK: Great minds think alike or what?

GAYLE: Perhaps.

BUCK: (about using the guitamjiope you don't mind ...

GAYLE: Help yourselfit's a present from my new manager.
BUCK: | would've expected him to buy you something fancier.
GAYLE: Her. It's my traveling guitar, not my concert one.
BUCK: Where is everybody?

GAYLE: A young couple's here to make a movie of some kind.
Red's taken themiown to the river.

BUCK: | read where you're making a movie yourself.

GAYLE: My agent's negotiating something like that. Nothing
definite yet.

BUCK: Expect him to pull it off?

GAYLE: Yes, | thinkshewill come up with something.

BUCK: Sounds like you gat full house working for you.
GAYLE: | try to be associated with the best. How about
yourself? You still playing?

BUCK: Of course I'm still playing. Jesus.

GAYLE: | didn't mean it like it sounded. You should know I'm
a fan.
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BUCK: Yeah, I'm still beating # strings. Have a gig next
week in Portland, as a matter of fact. Then up to Renton the
following week.

GAYLE: And so you stopped on your way to see Rapids one
more time before it ... what's the word? Sinks?

BUCK: Gets flooded, sinks, same difference.

GAYLE: | knew | was sentimental. | didn't know you were.
BUCK: Oh, | just came by to see what was going on. What's
your excuse?

GAYLE: My excuse? the one | gave my managér is that |
have the flu and I'm in Palm Springs to recuperate. | wanted to
get up herdefore | go on tour.

(Dotty enters left. Though blind, she knows her way around
very well. Buck quickly gestures "sshh" to Gayle, in order to
surprise Dotty.)

DOTTY: Red?

GAYLE: He took that couple down to the river. They wanted
to film him down there

DOTTY: | still don't understand what this movie business is all
about.

GAYLE: Just the story of the town, | guess.

DOTTY: What town? They should've come before folks
moved out.

(Buck has moved behind Dotty and now puts his hands over her
eyes.)

DOTTY: Who's that?

BUCK: (disguising his voiceJhree guesses.
DOTTY: It ain't Red. Hands are too warm.
BUCK: No, it ain't Red.

DOTTY: Let me feel.
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(Buck removes his hands. Dotty turns and with both hands feels
the contours of his face.)

DOTTY: | don't knowyou.

BUCK: (in normal voice)Oh yes, you do.
DOTTY: (still feeling)It can't be.

BUCK: Sure as hell is, though.

DOTTY: Buck!

(They embrace.)

BUCK: Hello, Dotty babe. How come you ain't made me one
of your specials yet?

DOTTY: Buck, you son of a gun. it's getting to be like old
home week around here.

BUCK: (breaking the embrac@lhen mix some specials, damn
it. How about one of Dotty's specials, Gayle?

DOTTY: If a Blind Dotty don't do it, nothing will.

GAYLE: | think I'll pass.

BUCK: Come on. You ddhwant to celebrate old home week?
GAYLE: Pass.

(Blackout.)

MICHELE'S VOICE IN DARKNESS: Interview with Buck
Timber, take one.
RICK'S VOICE IN DARKNESS: Rolling.

(A SPOT comes up on Buck.)

BUCK: | have a gig in Portland next week and this is an th
way. I'd heard about it going under water because of the dam
but wasn't sure whed didn't know if it was already under
water actually. So | just came by to see what was going on. |
got a lot of memories here. Had some good times here. Let me
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tell you sonething 2 I'm not bragging, it's the plain truth. Red
and Dotty will tell you. So will Gayle, if she's honest about it.
In 1960 Buck Timber was a name that brought folks in the
door. | could play any club from Renton to Bakersfield. Hell,
there was even r@cord promoter in California who was trying

to get me to cut a record. You remember that, Red? One
summer he pestered me no end, trying to get me down to
California to cut a record. It must have been 1961 or so. He'd
phone me right here at the bar, beggmne to come down to
California. Remember, Red?

(LIGHTS UP FULL in lounge, with Buck, Red, Dotty and
Gayle. It is 1961.)

RED: (at phone)Buck, for Christ's sake, won't you just talk to
the man?

BUCK: Ain't got a thing to say to him.

RED: So tell him that yourself. It's the third time he's called
today.

GAYLE: Maybe it's not like you think.

BUCK: Like hell. If you've seen one record promoter, you've
seen them all. They're like vultures.

DOTTY: When did you ever meet a record promoter?

BUCK: | know morefhian you think about record promoters.
RED: What do | tell him, Buck?

GAYLE: | don't see the harm in just talking to him.

BUCK: Because he wants me to change my style.

RED: How do you know he's even heard you?

BUCK: Why's he calling, if he ain't heard me?

RED: You got a reputation in Bakersfield, don't you? He
probably wants to hear for himself what all the talk is about.
BUCK: Then he can drive his ass up here and catch my show.
RED: He's not going to wait all day, Buck.

GAYLE: Can | talk to him?

BUCK: I'll talk to him. Christ.
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(He goes to the phone.)

BUCK: This is Buck Timber. ... Not so fast, partner. | want to
make something clear.

RED: Jesus, Buck.

BUCK: | don't sing Hollywood western, and | don't sing
rockabilly, and | don't sing popular. | sing WlhoGuthrie and
Jimmie Rodgers, mainly. ... Woody Guthrie.

RED: Sometimes | think he's afraid of success.

BUCK: If you don't know, | can't tell you.

(He hangs up.)

BUCK: He never heard of Woody Guthrie!

RED: Damn, but you're afraid of success.

BUCK: Depends on what you mean by success.

RED: Do you realize all it would take is one hit record? Then
you could record any damn thing you want. Your name would
sell it.

BUCK: Sure, that's why Hank Thompson has to cut a record
about the jungle. "Rockin’ in the rego, rockin' in the congo."
You can have it.

GAYLE: He called because he heard about you, and you only
sing what you want to, don't you? You should've listened to
what he had to say.

BUCK: They have a way of changing you, believe me. Look
what happened t/oody at the Rainbow Room.

RED: | don't see it hurt his reputation any.

BUCK: Because he had the balls to walk out. They wanted to
turn him into Gene Autry or somedamnbody. Woody Guthrie,
America's Ramblin' Cowboy, they were billing him. They even
had a cetume made up for hin? chaps, fancy boots, the
works. Woody says he's ashamed he lasted two verses of his
first song. He shouldn't have gone on stage at all. The damn
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tables had white tablecloths, for Christ's sake. People were
sipping champagne like itas New Year's eve. Woody says he
felt like he was in a zoo.

RED: | still say you can write your own ticket once you make a
name for yourself.

BUCK: | got a name, from Renton to Bakersfield. | can get a
gig anywhere on the west coast.

RED: In the clubs, ser Because you're good, you're damn
good. But until you cut a record, you're nothing. You should be
writing your own ticket, anywhere you want to be.

BUCK: What's wrong with being right here? We're not doing
all that bad, are we, babe?

GAYLE: We're doing ine.

BUCK: Damn right, we are.

(LIGHTS DOWN HALF as Gayle moves forward into SPOT in
neutral area.)

GAYLE: Buck was running the show in those days, and |
trusted him to do right by us. The truth is, | wouldn't be singing
at all if it wasn't for him. He&kept pushing me on, telling me |
had a voice as pure as Patsy Cline. And we weren't doing bad
at the time, playing clubs along the west coast. We'd spend
summer and fall in Rapids, then go to California for the winter.
But | always wished Buck wasn't stulsborn. Whenever a
record promoter took interest, he'd almost run to get away. He
said he didn't like the way country music was changing, he'd
have nothing to do with helping it along. Rock and roll was
ruining country, Buck said, and popularity wouldrruti even
more. So more and more we got requests on stage for songs
that we didn't know. The times were changing, and we weren't
changing with them. The fact is, many of the new songs were
songs | wouldn't mind singing at all, but Buck would have
nothing b do with them.

MICHELLE: Cut!
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(LIGHTS UP FULL in lounge. It is 1972.)

BUCK: That all you need?

MICHELLE: For the time being. We want to do some shooting
outside while the sun's up.

RICK: Is there a bridge across the river somewhere?

RED: About five mies down river. Go to the highway and turn
left. If the Corps' already closed it, you're going to have to go
into Roseburg.

MICHELLE: Thanks.

RICK: Catch you all later.

(Michelle and Rick exit right.)

BUCK: Do you think they know what they're doing?

RED: Appears to me they do.

BUCK: They don't have much when it comes to equipment.
GAYLE: They can make do with what they have. My
manager's brother did a real nice documentary on country
fiddling, using a smaller camera than what they got. It was on
educatbnal television. Looked real nice, real professional.
BUCK: A movie with you in it will be commercial easy. They
stumbled across a real golden egg in their nest.

GAYLE: | hope they do a good job. Be a nice tribute to the
town.

BUCK: I'm surprised CBS isnttere doing it.

RED: CBS ain't interested in Rapids, Oregon.

DOTTY: Seems to me the folks who lived here weren't
interested in Rapids either.

RED: Everyone signed the petitions. What else could we do?
DOTTY: Raise a stink.

BUCK: Damn right. Just refuse toove, refuse to budge.

RED: Face it, this town was already dying. When news of the
dam leaked out, folks just moved away faster than normal.
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GAYLE: You didn't.

RED: Us and a few others. Been here too long to move fast, |
guess.

GAYLE: It's still about as qetty country as you can find.
DOTTY: | remember your song about Rapids. Can | twist your
arm to sing it?

GAYLE: Maybe later. Right now | feel like taking a walk and
enjoying some of that scenery out there.

BUCK: Want company?

GAYLE: To be honest, no.

BUCK: Didn't think so.

GAYLE: Nothing personal.

BUCK: Course not. Don't fall in.

GAYLE: I'll try not to.

(She exits right, taking her guitar.)

BUCK: | think I'm ready for another special.

DOTTY: One Blind Dotty, coming up.

BUCK: You joining me, Red?

RED: Sure.

DOTTY: Then let's make it three.

BUCK: When | try to explain about a Blind Dotty, folks don't
believe me.

RED: It's one of a kind.

DOTTY: You know, Skeeter actually discovered it. He had it
in the Army and sent me the recipe. In the Army they called i
Artillery Punch. Gin, whiskey, rum, white wine, soda and
grapefruit juice.

BUCK: Sure as hell tastes better than it sounds.

DOTTY: | wonder how folks will take to it in Yakima.

BUCK: You're heading up to Yakima?

DOTTY: Red's brother has a bar there.

RED: It's not much but he's thinking of expanding.

BUCK: To make room for you?
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RED: His business has always been pretty good.

DOTTY: | always wanted to see Yakima.

BUCK: Yakima's all right. | played there a couple times.
DOTTY: Red says his brother has a reale spread. Built it
himself.

BUCK: So when are you taking off?

DOTTY: They want everybody out of town by next Monday.
RED: We might hang around Roseburg for a while.

DOTTY: What for?

RED: Just to relax. We've been in such a god awful rush lately.
DOTTY: You never told me about relaxing in Roseburg. We
can rest when we get to Yakima.

RED: | expect Fred'd put us right to work.

DOTTY: We can take our time driving up.

RED: That, too, | guess.

DOTTY: (delivering the drinksThree Blind Dotties.

BUCK: Well, chers, all.

DOTTY: Seems like somebody ought to make a toast.
BUCK: Red?

RED: Go ahead.

BUCK: To the obvious, | guesd to a fine little town that's
going under water. Got a lot of memories hdféey drink.)
Damn, that's good.

DOTTY: Don't forget it'll snek up on you.

BUCK: I'm counting on it.

DOTTY: You old son of a gur? | wasn't sure I'd ever see you
again.

BUCK: You ought to know better than that.

DOTTY: I'm just glad you came before we headed for Yakima.
Gayle, too. It means a lot.

RED: Gayle says shéad to cancel a concert to come. |
imagine that cost her a pretty penny.

BUCK: She can make it up easy enough.

RED: How do you mean?
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BUCK: I'm not saying she's here for a publicity stunt or
anything, but it can't hurt her image, visiting the home town
before it's flooded.

RED: She seems to be keeping mighty quiet about it, out there
looking at the scenery. Where's the publicity in that?

BUCK: We'll find out, | guess.

DOTTY: When did you get so damn suspicious?

BUCK: Ever since | heard that first record loérs. It didn't
strike me like she was quite telling the truth on that song, even
if she did get a gold record. I've been suspicious of Gayle
Goodwyn ever since.

(LIGHTS DOWN in bar and UP on Gayle in neutral area. She
has her guitar.)

GAYLE: (singing) | was born in a place where the sky was
always clear

Where you took the trees for granted in a forest live with deer
Where every face was friendly and every voice was kind

And that country northwestern soothed your mind

(Chorus)l've been through Kentkg, Oklahoma, Tennessee

But my home in the west won't let me be

Where the clean sparklin' river comes flowin' through the pines
Got that country northwestern on my mind

(She plays a guitar lick.)

GAYLE: (singing)! headed down to Nashville, left behinady
rollin' hills

| found a world of glitter, spotlights and fancy frills

But sometimes in my dreams my way back home | find
And feel that country northwestern in my mind

(Chorus repeats.)
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(BLACKOUT. LIGHTS UP in neutral area, where Rick and
Michelle ae filming.)

MICHELLE: Action.

RICK: Rolling.

MICHELLE: Sweep and zoom in on her.

RICK: And we zoom ... she's writing something.

MICHELLE: Okay, pull back. | want to end with the bend in
the river.

RICK: Can | hold on her a minute? She looks involved.
MICHELLE: A beat of six.

RICK: One, two, three

MICHELLE: Then back to where the river bends.

RICK: Six. And we're at the bend in the river.

MICHELLE: Hold a sec ... and cut.

RICK: Cut. | wonder what she's writing.

MICHELLE: Her tax return.

RICK: Very funny Want to check out that bridge now?
MICHELLE: Will you let me call the shots, please?

RICK: | thought you wanted to shoot from across the river.
MICHELLE: Eventually. | also want to shoot with a sense of
continuity. I'm still working some concepts out.

RICK: You know, she could be writing her next gold record
down there. A million dollar song. Incredible.

MICHELLE: Not really. What's more smaltzy and commercial
than your home town being flooded by a dam? Country fans
ought to eat it up.

RICK: You think shés writing a song about that?

MICHELLE: It's probably why she came.

RICK: You get tough skin down there in L.A.

MICHELLE: I'm a survivor. Obviously she is, too.

RICK: You sure got a break, though. If she can sell a song, she
can sell your film.

MICHELLE: If she's in it, | suppose she can.
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RICK: What do you mean, if she's in it?

MICHELLE: If my concept includes using her.

RICK: How can you not use her? Gayle Goodwyn is down
there scribbling her next hit record and you have it on film.
You have her talking aut growing up here on film. You'd
leave that on the editing room floor when every country fan in
the world would pay to see it?

MICHELLE: Rick, do you know what it's like to work on
Hollywood fluff? Do you have any idea?

RICK: Not too hot, right?

MICHELLE: Frustrating. It's filming by computer, by
consumer analysis, by market demand, by the most intricate
attention to every detail but ong what are you trying to
mean? On this one, | want to please myself. | want to say
something | really mean.

RICK: A lady of such integrity.

MICHELLE: I'm serious.

RICK: So am I.

(He embraces her but Michelle resists.)

MICHELLE: | want to get more shooting in.

RICK: Okay. What's going on anyway?

MICHELLE: Nothing. | want to get more shooting in while the
sun's right.

RICK: I got the impression you really weren't participating last
night. You have a steady guy in L.A.?

MICHELLE: | don't have to answer that.

RICK: You spoiled me long ago. Something was wrong last
night.

MICHELLE: | guess I'm preoccupied with what's happeni
here. | don't understand it.

RICK: Dams are built every day.

MICHELLE: But the consequences everyone is taking it so
calmly.
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RICK: Can't fight city hall.

MICHELLE: | suppose I'm still looking for my point of view. |
haven't decided what kind of filn'm making.

RICK: How about making it a comic love story? Gracing the
hillside with passion as a gesture to the sea from which we
came.

MICHELLE: Rick, you're nuts.

(They embrace. Buck enters and sees them. He backs off to
announce his arrival with a sor)g

BUCK: (singing) There's lots of mean women on almost every
street

Lots of mean women on almost every street

But I've got the meanest woman ever walked on two feet

(Buck "notices" them.)

BUCK: Well, howdy. Shooting scenery for the movie?

RICK: Gayle's down along the river, if you're looking for her.
BUCK: Is that a fact? Damned if she ain't.

MICHELLE: Let's check out the bridge, Rick.

RICK: You're the boss.

BUCK: Guess you've got a real winner, with the great Gayle
Goodwyn in your movie. What a dmk.

MICHELLE: It's not the kind of film that depends on a star.
BUCK: Sure as hell can't hurt, though. She'll probably make all
the difference in the world at the box office.

MICHELLE: I'm not necessarily making this for whatever
money it may earn. | worka Hollywood, so | know about the
commercial market. This project is something different.

BUCK: You don't want it to be a success?

MICHELLE: | would be pleased if it was a success. But
making money isn't my motivation.
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BUCK: But you still have to cover penses. Like royalties, for
instance. Funny | haven't been asked to sign a release or
contract yet.

RICK: My fault. | haven't gotten to it yet.

BUCK: | imagine Gayle will ask a pretty penny to sign.
MICHELLE: Dotty and Red have signed releases. If youtdon'
want to sign one, fine. | can shoot around you. | can shoot
around the great Gayle Goodwyn, too.

BUCK: No offense. | was just curious about your budget. If
you can't pay royalties, that's fine with me. I'll still sign a
release.

MICHELLE: We have more sfoting to do.

BUCK: | hope you make one hell of a movie. | like your
attitude. I'd love to be included.

RICK: You used to be married to Gayle, didn't you?

BUCK: Six years. Between you and me, she wouldn't ever
have climbed onto a stage without a boot i lutt from me.
Then later, after we were separated, she changed her style and
became famous. So where are you?

RICK: You don't like her style?

BUCK: Do you like making movies in Hollywood?

MICHELLE: It pays the rent.

BUCK: Let me put it this way. | dortuy her records.

RICK: What records do you buy?

BUCK: Ernest Tubb. Hank Snow, Hank Williams. Ramblin'
Jack Elliott and Woody Guthrie. Patsy Cline. Gayle used to
remind me of Patsy Cline.

MICHELLE: Would you talk about country music on film?
BUCK: Sure, whado you want to know? I'd better warn you,
I'm old-fashioned. Buck Timber, the Ramblin' Dinosaur ...
MICHELLE: Roll it, Rick.

RICK: Rolling ...

(BLACKOUT. SPOT UP on Gayle in the neutral area, right.)
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GAYLE: I've never understood how a song gets eumittBits

and pieces of a tune come to mind, usually while I'm just
fiddling around on the guitar. | don't play much in concerts any
more, that's what the band is for, to give the fuller sound people
want today. But alone, fiddling around on the guitar,
sometimes fragments of a tune will begin to catch my ear, and
then sometimes words attach themselves to the pieces of tune,
and somehow a song begins to take shape. It's always struck
me as an irrational and mysterious process. A moment ago,
sitting watchingthe river, trying to imagine that all of this
would soon be under water, these hillsides where | played as a
girl would be flooded, the swimming hold near the bridge
would be lost forever? thinking this way while fiddling on

the guitar, | felt a song wdmeginning to break through, a song
about what was happening to my home town. But this feeling
came too quickly, too consciously, and before words attached
themselves to the fragments of a tune, | stopped. Suddenly it
was very quiet, more so than I've baged to. It was as if
silence itself was a song.

(Buck enters as LIGHTS COME UP in the area.)

BUCK: You've been on candid camera. Up thérghe movie
makers have been snooping on you.

GAYLE: It's okay with me.

BUCK: Long as you get your royalties, g

GAYLE: | don't think this will be a commercial film. Probably
something they'll show at festivals.

BUCK: All the same, somebody in your position, being a
superstar and af

GAYLE: | don't want to argue about it, Buck.

BUCK: What do you want to arguéaut then?

GAYLE: | don't want to argue, period. I'm heading back.
BUCK: Wait a minute. You know, you could put a stop to all
this if you had a mind to.
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GAYLE: How?

BUCK: For instance? what if you called the TV station in
Roseburg and told them you werp bere and didn't plan to
leave? If they flood Rapids, they have to put the great Gayle
Goodwyn under water as well. The networks would pick up a
story like that, you know damn well they would. And then the
Corps of Engineers would have a controversy @ thands.
They wouldn't dare flood the town.

GAYLE: That's a very romantic notion. However, I'm a realist.
BUCK: You think they could flood the town with the country
singer of the year up here? No way.

GAYLE: You're still a dreamer. That's charming, iway. But

I'm not a dreamer, Buck.

(She exits.)

(Buck watches her go. Then he looks up to where Rick and
Michelle have been filming.)

BUCK: Hey, Rick, Michelle! You ever see a Ramblin’
Dinosaur piss across the Umpqua? Start the camera rolling ...

(BLACKOUT. A SPOT comes up on Dotty in the lounge.)

DOTTY: At first, | thought, well, there's no way they can get
away with this. You can't just decide to put a town on the map
under water. You can't just move everybody out. Not without a
vote, and nobodyere wanted to move, those of us left had
lived here all our lives. So when the meetings were called |
thought, we'll just all go to the meetings and tell them we don't
like this idea at all, and that'll be the end of it.

(A SPOT comes up on Red in knenge.)
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RED: You take one man, and he's free; two, and pretty soon
you got an argument; add a third and you've got government,
and then you're really in a mess. | knew we didn't have a
chance in hell as soon as the proposal for the dam came out in
the RFoseburg paper. The government had the choice of
flooding the town or flooding their picnic tables. Which do you
think they're going to do?

DOTTY: When it became clear to me that there wasn't going to
be anything like a vote, that their minds were madenapvee

had nothing to say about it, the only thing they were really
interested in was how much they were going to have to shell up
to buy us off from lynching them, then | thought to myself,
Lord have mercy, who are these men, what do they look like? |
neve wanted to have eyesight so much in my life. | wanted to
see for myself what men like that looked like.

RED: They had their argument, of course. The town was dying
anyway, which was true enough. Young folks had moved out
till there weren't any to speak.afhe mill had closed long ago,
the hills had been logged out long ago. They were going to give
the area a new life, they said, by making a big recreation area.
What did the opinions of a few sentimental-tiders matter?

(LIGHTS UP FULL in lounge as Gé& enters.)

DOTTY: Gayle, is that you?

GAYLE: You have a sixth sense.

DOTTY: Sounded like your walk.

RED: Buck went out looking for you.

GAYLE: He found me.

DOTTY: You keep Red from getting bored with himself, I've
got chores to do.

RED: What chores yotalking about?

DOTTY: Packing, for one.

RED: We don't have to leave till Monday.
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DOTTY: Seeing how I'll end up packing for both of us, | need
a head start.

(She exits.)

RED: Hell, | can pack myself in half an hour.

GAYLE: It's so quiet out there. I'dorgotten. | think I'm
overdue for a vacation.

RED: I've always been partial to this country.

GAYLE: I've never been to Yakima. Is it pretty?

RED: It's all right.

GAYLE: Moving is harder on Dotty than you, isn't it? It's
incredible the way she gets aroumere. She must have every
nook and cranny memorized.

RED: She gets around as good as any of us.

GAYLE: Now she'll have to memorize a whole new territory.
Or is it really a sixth sense?

RED: Gayle, maybe you can help me out a little. Something
just betweeryou and me.

GAYLE: What is it?

RED: You see, Dotty and me have had separate bedrooms
upstairs for years now.

GAYLE: That's no business of mine.

RED: It's not like she's my wife, is what I'm saying. It's not like

I have that kind of responsibility. We're nedike good friends.
GAYLE: What are you trying to say?

RED: | want to go to Yakima alone. | know it must sound
awful of me to say so. But it's the truth. I'm too old to be a
caretaker. Because it's like you say, she'll have to learn a whole
new territory

GAYLE: You said you wanted help. Sounds to me like you've
got your mind made up.

RED: Help to talk sense to her. You see, | called this fellow |
heard about and he sent me this brochure about the place he
runs. It's in the hills outside of Roseburg, deeking the river,

32



COUNTRY NORTHWESTERN

just like here. Dotty's always talking about how much she loves
the sound of the river. So | thought, maybe she's better off
staying there. They have nurses who are trained specid and

(Buck enters, interrupting him.)

BUCK: You knowv what | think? | think that lady knows more
about making movies than | figured. I'm not saying she'll have
a hit on her hands but | wouldn't be surprised if that movie
turns out to be pretty interesting.

GAYLE: If you'll excuse me, I'll give Dotty a hand.

BUCK: Go ahead, desert me.

(She exits.)

BUCK: She's avoiding me like the plague.

RED: What do you expect, married like you was?
BUCK: | expect a little civilized nostalgia.

RED: She's acting civilized to me.

(Gayle has left behind her guitar and Buaill go to it, pick it
up.)

BUCK: Go head, gang up on me.

RED: That's not what | meant.

BUCK: You have any idea what a guitar like this costs?

RED: Plenty.

BUCK: And this is just her traveling guitar. She saves the
diamondstudded one for concerts.

RED: She earned it.

BUCK: You don't earn a goddamn thing in the music business,
Red. You either kiss ass or you don't kiss ass.

RED: Gayle's done all right with herself.

BUCK: | wish this was her concert guitar. I'd be inspired to

play something obscene on it
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RED: What's the point in that?

BUCK: What's the point in anything? Because if this was her
concert guitar, I'd feel like playing an obscene song. On
principle, partner.

RED: So if you feel like playing a dirty song, sing a dirty song.
BUCK: | getit 2 you want to hear a dirty song.

RED: | didn't say that. Jesus Christ, | can't open my mouth
without you changing everything around. You sure as hell used
to be easier to get along with.

BUCK: Here you go, Red. Dedicated to you.

(He sings, to the tune of "¥ibCheatin' Heart".)

BUCK: (singing)Your cheatin’ fart
Will make you reek

You'll smell so bad

For weeks and weeks

Relief won't come

Until you bathe

I'll throw some soap

Into your grave

The stench spreads 'round
Like clouds of smog

I'd rather live

With fifty hogs

You try to hide

Behind perfume

But your cheatin' fart

Still smells on you

(He lifts a leg to fart. Nothing.)

BUCK: I'm getting old, partner. Lost the touch. | used to be
able to sound off at will and light them with firecrackers.
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RED: Wherethe hell did you find that song?

BUCK: Picked it up in a bottle on the beach.

RED: Like hell you did.

BUCK: | wrote the sorof-abitch myself. Give me a little
credit. Written a hundred others like it, too.

RED: | enjoyed it.

BUCK: Think it'll play in Na&ville?

RED: You got to be dreaming.

BUCK: Red, you hit it on the nose. I'm dreaming. I'd like to see
country music raise a little hell again, where | could get up on
the bandstand at Grand OI' Opry and sing about something as
natural as passing wind.

RED: They ain't never sung about that on the Opry. You're as
crazy as ever.

BUCK: | sure as hell hope so! I'm so crazy I'd like to stop them
from flooding the town, partner. If | had Gayle's clout, I'd stage
a sitin, just like the college kids. | wouldn't bgel I'd grab that
shotgun off the wall and fend them off if | had to. I'd phone
Walter Cronkite perscio-person and give him an exclusive
interview. The Corps would have to back down once Uncle
Walter got into the act.

RED: Like hell they would. The armgrags the college kids
off, don'tit? They'd drag you off as well.

BUCK: Maybe they would and maybe they wouldn't. But let
me tell you something, buddy. The only way to find out is to
try it and see what happens.

(Michelle and Rick enter.)

BUCK: Out offilm already?

MICHELLE: We have lots of film.

BUCK: If you're taking a break, how about a drink?
RICK: Sure. Scotch and water for me.

MICHELLE: Do you have white wine?

RED: Umpqua's finest.
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BUCK: I'll get Dotty to make you one of her specials later.
MICHELLE: What are the chances of having a party here?
BUCK: There you go.

MICHELLE: I'm serious. I'd like to film a party going on.

RED: Don't know where you'd find the folks to come, unless
you want to invite the Corps of Engineers.

MICHELLE: A private partys fine.

BUCK: (going to exit, left, to yellHey, Dotty, we're going to
have a party!

MICHELLE: It'l be like a wake.

RICK: Far out.

MICHELLE: Maybe we can all loosen up and talk about the
good old days some more. Send the town out in style.

BUCK: You goirg to join the party or just film it?

RICK: Pull a Hitchcock and appear in a scene yourself.
MICHELLE: Makes no difference.

BUCK: So when do we start?

(Dotty and Gayle enter.)

DOTTY: What're you yelling about?

BUCK: The lady wants to have a party. Likevake.

DOTTY: You Catholic?

MICHELLE: | want something festive and final for the film. A
wake, going away party, whatever you want to call it.

GAYLE: Sounds interesting.

MICHELLE: | don't want it to be interesting. | want it to be
sincere. Let's start drking and see what happens.

BUCK: My kind of girl. Make a bucket of specials, Dotty.
MICHELLE: Start rolling, Rick. Just forget about the camera,
everybody. Let's just toast the town for a while.

RICK: Rolling ...

(A'long beat. No one is partying.)
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BUCK: Hey, come on now, we're supposed to be having a
party! Make a mess of specials, Dotty.

GAYLE: None for me.

BUCK: No sobers allowed at a wake.

DOTTY: Why don't you sing while I'm mixing drinks?

GAYLE: Maybe later.

BUCK: Hell, I'll sing. (Singing)"Your cheatin' fart / Will make
you reek."

GAYLE: | hate that song.

RED: This is all on film, Buck.

BUCK: If you don't like it, you can cut it out later, right,
Michelle? (Singing) "You'll smell so bad / For weeks and
weeks"

DOTTY: They don't want to hear that.ol{singing) "Hey,
good lookin' ... "

DOTTY AND BUCK: (singing)"Whatcha got cookin' / How's
about cookin' something up with me?"

BUCK: Remember this on€3inging)"There stands the glass /
Fill it up to the brim"

BUCK AND DOTTY: (singing)"Till my troubles grow dim /
It's my first one today"

BUCK: (singing)"Detour, there's a muddy road ahead"

BUCK AND DOTTY: (singing) "Detour, | paid no mind to
what it said"

BUCK: Here's one | bet you forgofSinging) "Way down
yonder in the Indian nation / | ride my poan the reservation"
BUCK AND DOTTY: (singing) "In those Oklahoma hills
where | was born"

BUCK, DOTTY AND GAYLE: (singing)"Way down yonder
in the Indian nation / A cowboy's life is my occupation / In
those Oklahoma hills where | belong"

GAYLE: (singing,with guitar)l was born in a place where the
sky was always clear

Where you took the trees for granted in a forest live with deer
Where every face was friendly and every voice was kind
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And that country northwestern soothed your mind

I've been through Keuncky, Oklahoma, Tennessee

But my home in the west won't let me be

Where the clean sparklin' river comes flowin' through the pines
Got that country northwestern on my mind”

(Near the end of the song, Buck fetches the shotgun on the
wall.)

BUCK: (with the shotgunYhat's a bullshit song, Gayle.

GAYLE: Buck ... ?

RED: It's not loaded.

BUCK: Like hell it ain't. | loaded it myself this morning.
Found the shells in the drawer, Red.

RED: Then what the hell?

DOTTY: What's going on?

BUCK: Red, | want you to gesome rope. Don't ask no
guestions, just get it.

RED: They're still filming.

BUCK: You keep on filming, too. I'm going to give you
something to make a movie about.

DOTTY: You quit this fool nonsense, and let's get on with the
party.

BUCK: Oh, we'll have orselves a party, don't worry about
that.

GAYLE: Perhaps you can share what's going on with the rest
of us.

BUCK: Damn it, Red!

RED: Be right back.

(He exits for the rope.)

BUCK: Remember this one, Dotty?
BUCK: (singing)"There's lotsa mean women
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On amost any street

Lotsa mean women

On almost any street

But | got the meanest woman

Ever walked on two feet"

DOTTY: Jimmie Rodgers.

BUCK: Bull's-eye.

GAYLE: (singing)"lt wasn't God who made honky tonk angels
2

RED: (returning) Here's your rope. | hopém wrong about
what you plan to do with it.

BUCK: Tie her to a chair.

GAYLE: That isn't very funny.

BUCK: Tie her up, Red.

GAYLE: Listen here, goddamn & !

RED: Buck, why don't you just put away the rifle?

BUCK: You ever know me to back down, partner?

RED: Gayle, we'd better do like he says.

GAYLE: I'll help you.

(She sits obediently in a chair while Red ties her up.)

BUCK: If you behave yourself, | won't gag you. Do | make
myself clear?

GAYLE: Yes sir, Mr. Timber. Talk about being phony. Mr.
Henry Lancaster.

DOTTY: This doesn't make any sense, Buck.

BUCK: It will in a minute.

MICHELLE: What's going on, Buck? Tell the camera.

BUCK: I'll talk to the camera later. Just keep the film rolling.
There's a TV station in Roseburg. Do you think they can
developyour film?

MICHELLE: They should have a lab.

BUCK: You take the film to Roseburg when I'm finished and
get it developed and show it to them. Tell them there's a crazed
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Ramblin' Dinosaur up here who's holding superstar Gayle
Goodwyn hostage. He'll let hgp if they don't flood the town.
Otherwise she gets a number right between the eyes.

RED: Jesus, Buck !

BUCK: I'm not going to murder anyone. But they don't know
that. Shit, that's on film.

MICHELLE: We'll put in a new roll when you're ready. But |
don'tthink it'll work, Buck.

BUCK: It's worth a try. That's the trouble with people today,
they don't try.

RED: All you'll do is draw the police up here.

BUCK: We got a real army of confidence here, don't we? All
right. Screw it. Let the town sink, it's not tpme any more.
Hell with it.

RED: Then | can untie her?

BUCK: Hell no. I'll do something else with her. She's too good
a trade not to bargain with for something.

DOTTY: You fool, let her go.

BUCK: You tell the station in Roseburg that there's a raving
Ranblin' Dinosaur pervert up here who's liable to rape the
great Gayle Goodwyn unless they put my little film on the
tube. | want prime time on the news.

MICHELLE: I'm not sure what film you're talking about now.
BUCK: I'm going to sing a song and you're gpio film it. |
want it shown on prime time.

DOTTY: You don't have to tie Gayle up to get on television.
Just go down there and audition like everybody else.

BUCK: I've got a special song in mind, Dotty. They won't
touch it unless | bargain from a positiohstrength.

MICHELLE: What song's that?

BUCK: (singing) 3<RXU FKHDWLQ IDUW

:LOO PDNH \RX UHHN"’

RED: They won't put that on TV! | don't care who you tie up.
BUCK: Don't know unless you try. Assholes.

MICHELLE: Pretty bizarre, Buck.
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GAYLE: There's kids wb watch TV at prime time.

BUCK: Did | ask your opinion? Gag her, Red.

GAYLE: I'm sorry. I'll keep quiet.

BUCK: Children fart. Then they have the good sense to laugh
about it. It's only adults who get uptight about it.

RICK: This is all so anal.

BUCK: Whats so anal about a fart? It's perfectly natural. So
what's wrong with singing about it then?

MICHELLE: We'll do it, Buck. Let me know when you're
ready.

RICK: This is better than a wake.

(MRS. AMES enters.)

MRS. AMES: Excuse me. I'm looking for Dorgtbavis.
DOTTY: That's me.

MRS. AMES: I'm Mrs. Ames from Harvest Acres.

RED: (to get Dotty away)'ve got to take Dotty back to the
kitchen, Buck.

DOTTY: (being hustled awayyhat are you doing?

RED: I'll explain everything in a minute ...

(They exit.)

MRS. AMES: I'm sure Dorothy will like Harvest Acres very
much. We spoil everyone rotten. We really do. It's a privilege
to be able to be a part of it. It's actually like being in a country
club. A country club for seniors, you might say. Everybody
gets spiled rotten. We're just terrible that way.

MICHELLE: Keep it rolling, Rick ...

RICK: Not missing a thing ...

MRS. AMES: Dorothy will love it there. Is she packed and
ready to go?
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BUCK: Jesus Christ.

(LIGHTS FADE TO BLACKOUT. End of Act I.)
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ACT TWO

(AT RISE: both Gayle and Mrs. Ames are tied to chairs, Mrs.
Ames gagged as well. Buck is fiddling with Gayle's guitar. Mrs.
Ames looks scared out of her wits.)

GAYLE: How long is this going to go on?

BUCK: Till Roseburg puts me on the tube.

GAYLE: How do you know they're not on their way to
California?

BUCK: They haven't finished their movie.

GAYLE: They may have given up on it. I'm sure they weren't
expecting this.

BUCK: This will make a better movie than the other.

GAYLE: Am | to understand my singninspired all this? Why

do you dislike "Country Northwestern" so much?

BUCK: Because it's a bullshit song.

GAYLE: I'm all ears if you care to tell me why.

BUCK: "A forest full of deer"2 when's the last time you seen

a deer within ten miles of Rapids? Vheleared out a step
ahead of the loggers.

GAYLE: | meant it more as an image.

BUCK: Red's right2 this town started dying long ago. Of
course, once that Hollywood promoter decided he'd rather
make you famous than me, | guess he needed a bullshit song to
fit your new style.

GAYLE: He had nothing to do with the song.

BUCK: But he helped you, didn't he? You seemed pretty
interested in him when he came up here. Don't tell me you
didn't look him up after you left me.

GAYLE: Only because | didn't know anyone eslin the
recording business. He seemed interested in my career.
BUCK: That ain't all he was interested in.

GAYLE: That's why we didn't get along, finally.
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BUCK: Congratulations.

GAYLE: | know | was young and naive. But | survived and |
made it on my own.

BUCK: It's kind of humorous actually. A guy comes up from
California in order to discover me and a month later you're
running down there so he can discover you. Don't tell me he
didn't help your careet and for a price, right?

GAYLE: He got me my first gigyes. | don't have to answer
the rest.

BUCK: He change your style?

GAYLE: No.

BUCK: Who changed your style?

GAYLE: | did.

BUCK: Bullshit. You don't have that much of a business sense.
GAYLE: | did after going hungry for three years. | changed my
style tosound like myself. It wasn't natural for me to try and
sound like Patsy Cline.

BUCK: Sometimes you sounded better. It wasn't like you were
imitating her. You were extending her, the way Ramblin' Jack
extends Woody.

GAYLE: | had to sing in a style comfortifor me.

BUCK: Sure got comfortable financially.

GAYLE: Buck, | know you're a purist. | actually admire that in
a way. You keep the rest of us aware of our roots.

BUCK: Jesus Christ(Singing, to the tune of "The Great
Speckled Bird")3: KDW D E HdDghiV arhXh@dking
&RQFHUQLQJ D JUHDW VSHFNOHG IUDXOF
GAYLE: You're your own worst enemy.

BUCK: (singing) 36 KH LV UROOLQJ DURXQG DQG
'‘Cept for fifty tattoos on her behind

(Chorus)Fraulein, fraulein

Tattoos on her behind

The initials of thosevho've come and gone

Fraulein, fraulein

Lives on white wine
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$QG WKH VRXS RI RQH ODUJH FKLFNHQ ERC
(He grins at Gayle.)

BUCK: (singing) 3, WDWWRRHG DQ 0 MXVW IRU PR
, WDWWRRHG D * IRU *RG V JUDFH"

DOTTY: (entering)Why did everybody decide to giver the

deep end at once?

%8&. 3, WDWWRRHG B3 MXVW IRU 'RWW\
DOTTY: No, you didn't either, you crazy fool. Now you untie
Gayle right this minute, unless you already have.

GAYLE: He hasn't.

DOTTY: Buck Timber, you untie Gayle this minute before | do

it myself.

BUCK: She's being held hostage.

DOTTY: That don't mean she has to be tied up.

(Dotty finds Gayle and begins to untie her.)

BUCK: Go ahead, she can't go anywhere. | have her distributor
cap.

GAYLE: | didn't realize all this was premeditated.

BUCK: Oh, this part isn't. But | figured something interesting
was bound to happen sooner or later and | didn't want you
getting away before the dust settled.

(Gayle is free.)

GAYLE: Thanks, Dotty.
DOTTY: Now if you still have that shotguh

(She stuiles into the chair with Mrs. Ames.)

DOTTY: Who the hell is this?
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(Mrs. Ames makes noises through her gag.)

BUCK: | think she escaped from some asylum.
DOTTY: I'll have you loose in a second.

BUCK: At least keep the gag on.

GAYLE: Must | ask permissin to use the facilities?
BUCK: Go ahead. You ain't going anywhere.
GAYLE: You're such a gentleman.

(She exits.)

DOTTY: There we go.

MRS. AMES: My word! | didn't expect that. Of course, Lester
uses me in one of his magic tricks now and then. | kegingai

for the trick to happen.

BUCK: What did | tell you?

MRS. AMES: Lester does his tricks after the movies. Every
Sunday afternoon there's old movies in the recreation center.
We have such a good time! Cary Grant and Spencer Tracy. Mr.
Fredericks gives Httle pep talk and we get free popcorn.

BUCK: I think that's terrific, lady. Free popcorn.

MRS. AMES: Sometimes we have a talent show. Arnold plays
his accordion. Samuel and Marie sing a duet. That's when
Lester will do his magic show, and sometimes hes use as an
assistant.

BUCK: You like tricks?

MRS. AMES: | thought that's why you tied me up!

BUCK: | know some tricks. | can turn a glass into a peach.
DOTTY: Lord, that trick's older than | am.

MRS. AMES: Lester can have you pick a card from a deck and
put it back and then when he shuffles, the card just flies up into
the air!

(Buck moves to the bar for a glass and a bar towel.)
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BUCK: What we have here is an ordinary glass, am | right?
And here you see one ordinary bar towel.

DOTTY: There can't be abpdy who ever knew a logger who
doesn't know that trick.

BUCK: You ever seen a glass turned into a peach, lady?
MRS. AMES: Oh no, but it sounds wonderful!

BUCK: Great. I'm going to turn this here glass into a peach.
But | need your help. We drape the towekr the glass like
this ... and say a few magic words, abadabra ... and now |
want you to hold onto the glass through the towel while | take
the other end. There you go.

(Mrs. Ames holds the glass through the towel and Buck will
begin to twist thether end of the towel.)

BUCK: A few more magic words ... abra ... cadabra ... shazam!

(The towel is twisted and Buck suddenly moves his end to his
crotch: a huge phallus is suggested, with Mrs. Ames holding its
head.)

BUCK: Now ain't that a peach!
MRS. AMES: Oh my!

(Buck laughs his head off and lets go of his end of the towel.
Mrs. Ames removes the towel from the glass.)

DOTTY: | didn't know there were any suckers left in Oregon.
BUCK: Ain't that a peach!

MRS. AMES:(puzzledBut it's still a glas.

BUCK: Jesus Christ.

RED: (entering with a portable TV seWWhere do you want
this?

BUCK: On the bar, buddy.

RED: | still say it's a waste of time even watching for it.
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MRS. AMES: Am | missing something?

BUCK: | ain't got the strength to explain, lady.

MRS. AMES: You should see Lester's tricks at Harvest Acres!
Is Dorothy packed and ready to go?

DOTTY: Just where is it you think I'm going?

MRS. AMES: You're Dorothy?

DOTTY: Everybody calls me Dotty.

RED: She ain't the right Dorothy because you're at ttoagv
address. This here is a kind of family reunion. So maybe you'd
better be on your way ...

MRS. AMES: But | have this letter ...

(She brings it out.)

DOTTY: Give it to me.
RED: Let me see that.
MRS. AMES: My word!

(Dotty gets the letter first.)

DOTTY: Buck! Read it to me.
RED: Dotty, that letter's got nothing to do with nothing.
DOTTY: Then why are you so interested in it? Buck ...

(Buck takes the letter and will read it silently.)

DOTTY: What's it say?

RED: You can tell she's nuttier thaifrait cake.

MRS. AMES: Harvest Acres is so nice. We spoil everyone
rotten.

BUCK: This letter don't make a bit of sense, Dotty.

RED: See there?

BUCK: You got the wrong Dorothy, lady. Better go back to
where you come from.
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MRS. AMES: | got a lift from a soldr. He was so nice. He
said his uncle's at Harvest Acres, only | don't think I've met the
gentleman. | don't know everyone by name. | have to be careful
because so many men propose to me as soon as they meet me.
RED: Lady, this here is a private familytigaring. If you need

a ride somewheré

BUCK: Not so fast, Red. There's a quicker way to get her out
of the way.

(Buck will tie her back to the chair and gag her again.)

RED: I'll be glad to take her where she wants to go.

DOTTY: What's going on? WhatBuck doing?

BUCK: Nothing you wouldn't do vyourself under the
circumstances.

MRS. AMES: Is this another trick?

BUCK: Sure is, lady.

MRS. AMES: | didn't understand the other one.

BUCK: (gagging her)You know how it is with us amateurs.
Sorry we're not asapd as your friend.

MRS. AMES:(cut short by the gad)es 2

GAYLE: (returning) Not again.

RED: You're not doing Gayle again, too, are you?

BUCK: Nope. Time to turn on the tube and see how much of a
trade the great Gayle Goodwyn is really worth.

RED: They won't put on that song, | can promise you that.
DOTTY: This foolishness has gone on long enough. Can |
speak to you private, Gayle?

GAYLE: Buck?

BUCK: Sure, go ahead.

DOTTY: Let's go in the kitchen ...

(Dotty and Gayle exit.)
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BUCK: (still with the leter) You ought to be ashamed of
yourself, partner.

RED: | was just asking for information.

BUCK: You'd actually put Dotty away in a place like that?

RED: | didn't know what it was like, except for what this
brochure said. It looked real nice in the brochdi'e on the
river, and Dotty's always talking about how much she likes to
hear the river.

BUCK: So why do you want to ditch her?

RED: I'm not ditching her. It's not like we're married, for
Christ's sake. Sure, she has no trouble here, knowing her way
around like she does. But someplace else it'll be different.
She'll need somebody to watch after her.

BUCK: Then Yakima's just a crock?

RED: My brother has a tavern there. He don't know about
Dotty.

BUCK: But she sure knows about Yakima.

RED: | had to tell hesomething. Jesus, | don't know what to
do now. We ain't married.

BUCK: Sounds to me like you've got yourself a problem.

(He goes to the TV and turns it on. It's positioned so the
audience doesn't see the picture.)

RED: I'm not trained to be a nurse.

BUCK: You gonna watch the news?

RED: You're wasting your time. They won't show something
like that on television, | don't care if you kidnap the President.
BUCK: Just between you and me, partner, | think you're right.
RED: What?

BUCK: | think I could haveNixon tied up in here and they still
wouldn't mention farting on TV.

RED: Then why the hell did you tie Gayle up? What the hell's
the point of all this?
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BUCK: To see what happens. I'm not betting on me winning
but you never know. Don't know unless you trydo know
that. Besides, it was worth it to get Gayle riled up.

RED: You're not the easiest fellow in the world to understand.
Do you mind if | put the shotgun away? It makes me nervous.
BUCK: Go ahead. It's not loaded.

RED: You said you found the sheiitsthe drawer.

BUCK: I did. | was looking for a match.

RED: You get crazier all the time.

BUCK: | hope so. The news is coming on.

(LIGHTS FADE, as SPOTS UP on Michelle and Rick in the
neutral area. They each will play a double role.)

MICHELLE: KPIC-TV, Roseburg.

RICK: In the news tonight, country superstar Gayle Goodwyn
is being held hostage in Rapids by a man identifying himself as
her exhusband. With the story is Doris Fletcher. Doris.
MICHELLE: Thanks, Arthur. A man who calls himself Buck
Timber, tre former husband of country singer Gayle Goodwyn,
is holding the superstar hostage in the lounge area of the
Rapids Restaurant. Rapids, of course, is the small town that
will be flooded by the new Umpqua Dam, beginning next
week. The story comes to us framo filmmakers who have
been in Rapids for several days now. They are in the studio
with us 2 Rick Olds and Michelle Cadbury. Rick, is Buck
Timber asking for a ransom of some kind?

RICK: Not exactly. He had us film a song that he wants to be
telecast onfte news tonight.

MICHELLE: We've seen that film, Arthur, and | guess you
could be generous and call it a ribald satire of the country
classic, "Your Cheatin' Heart." Is it your impression that Gayle
Goodwyn's life is in danger?

RICK: Not really. He's beedrinking. | think it's more like a
practical joke.
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MICHELLE: Do you have any questions, Arthur?

RICK: Yes. Michelle, you are directing a film on location in
Rapids. Does Gayle Goodwyn have arole in the movie?
MICHELLE: No.

RICK: No role at all?

MICHELLE: Perhaps a cameo. I'm undecided. The film is not
about her, it's about the town.

RICK: More on country singer Gayle Goodwyn on the news at
eleven. "The Dating Game" is next.

(BLACKOUT. LIGHTS UP on lounge area as before. Buck
turns off the TV.)

RED: If that don't bring the cops up here, | don't know what
will.

BUCK: Want to bet how long it takes them?

RED: Damn it, Buck, this isn't funny any more.

BUCK: | didn't know you thought it was funny before.

(Dotty and Gayle enter. Dotty is carrying a suitcase.

BUCK: We got on the news after all, Dotty.

DOTTY: Give Gayle her distributor cap. She's giving me a lift.
RED: Where do you think you're going?

DOTTY: To the Roseburg Hotel.

RED: Like hell you are.

DOTTY: Give her the cap, Buck.

BUCK: I think Red canplain himself. Partner?

RED: Well, hell ...

DOTTY: If you've got something to say, then say it.

RED: | ran across the brochure ahd

DOTTY: 2 and figured it was as good a place as any to dump
me on your way out of town. The cap, damn it!
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BUCK: (fetchingit) If you want to hide something from Gayle
Goodwyn, hide it in the vicinity of a liquor bottle. She never
goes near the stuff. Catch, superstar.

(He tosses the distributor cap, retrieved behind the bar, to
Gayle. She catches it.)

RED: It doesn't maka bit of sense to go to Roseburg. You can
stay here, even if you don't want to talk to me. And if you want
to come along to Yakima, that's fine, too.

DOTTY: Sure, you can say that now. Just don't expect me to
believe it.

RED: You're always talking aboutoWw you like to hear the
river close by. | was just finding out what they had to offer. |
didn't ask for no lady off her trolley to come up here.

DOTTY: | can take care of myself, and don't you forget it.
BUCK: You'll miss the fireworks if you leave. Thepsoshould

be on their way up here right now.

RED: I'll take you to Roseburg tomorrow myself, if that's what
you want.

DOTTY: That's what | want.

RED: There's nothing in Roseburg.

DOTTY: There's nothing here either.

BUCK: Now that you two have kissed anddeaup, how about
mixing some specials, Dotty?

GAYLE: Don't you think you've had enough?

BUCK: Make mine a double.

RED: You shouldn't be drinking when the cops come.

DOTTY: Why are the police coming?

BUCK: We were on the news. They said a superstar wag bei
held hostage up here. If you leave, they'll be disappointed.
GAYLE: You've outdone yourself this time.

BUCK: Why thank you, ma'am.

GAYLE: Now maybe you'll put my distributor cap back where
you found it.
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RED: I'll do it.
GAYLE: | appreciate it.
RED: No touble.

(He takes the cap and exits.)

GAYLE: You'd better think of what you're going to tell the
police.

(He yodels.)

BUCK: Yodellay-he-oh, alay-heoh, alay-he.

DOTTY: You're not talking to the police. Gayle can talk to
them herself and explathat it's all a big misunderstanding.
GAYLE: They'll wonder why she's tied up.

DOTTY: They don't even have to come in here. You can
explain everything outside and send them on their way.
BUCK: Still the peacemaker, Dotty.

RED: (entering)Patrol car's hedng this way. What do we do
now?

DOTTY: Go out there and talk to them, Gayle.

GAYLE: I've half a mind to let them lock you up.

BUCK: What do you have against Ramblin' Dinosaurs?
DOTTY: You won't either. One practical joker around here is
enough.

BUCK: | can explain everything myself.

DOTTY: You stay right here.

BUCK: Let them hear it from the dinosaur's mouth.

(He exits.)

DOTTY: (after him)Damn it, Buck, you fool ... !
GAYLE: I'll talk to them.

(She exits behind Buck.)
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(A beat.)

RED: Dotty, | canexplain.

DOTTY: If that's all you think of me after all these years ...
RED: You know as well as | do that a change won't be easy for
you. | was checking out other possibilities.

DOTTY: | can take care of myself.

RED: | know that as well as anyone. Better

DOTTY: If I'm such a burden to yo#é

RED: You ain't a burden. | just thought maybe you'd want to
stay near the river.

(A beat.)

RED: So come with me to Yakima.

DOTTY: | don't need sympathy.

RED: The tavern's doing real fine, my brother says. You can
tend bar and itll be like it used to be here, with enough
customers to make the day go fast. You can convert a whole
new crowd to your specials.

DOTTY: | can find a bartending job in Roseburg.

RED: Roseburg's not the town that Yakima is.

DOTTY: | don't owe you nothing. It's not like we was married.
RED: No, it ain't. But that doesn't mean | don't care for you.
DOTTY: Hell of a way to show it, fixing to put me away.

RED: Damn it, that's a lie. | was just finding out about it so you
could make up your own md. | didn't know nuts like her had
anything to do with it.

DOTTY: Why do you want me to go to Yakima with you?

RED: Because I'm used to you, damn it.

DOTTY: Your brother know about me?

RED: Course he does.

DOTTY: He know about Harvest Acres?
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RED: | didn'ttell anybody about it. | shouldn't have even
written them.
DOTTY: That's the first sensible thing you've said.

(A beat.)
DOTTY: What are the police doing?
(Red goes to a window to see.)

RED: Gayle seems to be doing the talking.

DOTTY: (Regarding Ms. Ames)Maybe we should turn her
over to the police.

RED: That would just take more explaining. I'll drive her back
to Harvest Acres when this is over.

DOTTY: Buck behaving himself?

RED: Seems to be.

DOTTY: He's crazier than ever.

RED: One of a kind. Ricand Michelle just drove up.

DOTTY: You'd better go out there and make sure they don't
speak out of turn.

RED: Buck worries me more than they do.

(Red exits.)
(Dotty comes forward to speak to the audience.)

DOTTY: It was during the hearings, and pdt my name down

to give my opinion as to why | thought they shouldn't build the

dam where it would flood the town. They had this microphone
set up where you spoke and when my name got called |
carefully made my way to the microphone to give my opinion.

Getting there without tripping was the easy part because |
could feel myself shaking once | was there. I'd never given a
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speech before in my life. | stood there shaking a minute, then
took a deep breath and just blurted out what was on my mind.

| said, Wel| I've been listening to a lot of folks talk
about how pretty this country is and how it won't be the same
once the dam is in. I've never seen the countryside, of course,
or any other scenery for that matter, so | guess 'pretty’ isn't the
word for me to us here. I'll use the word 'lovely' instead.

I'm here to tell you that the Umpqua River through
Rapids has a lovely voice. If you put in that dam, you're going
to change the river's voice, just as sure as you're going to ruin
the scenery for those others avepoke. But it's not only the
voice of the river that's going to chandge the voices of
waterfow! will be lost, too, and the voice of the rain when it
touches the river's shallows. The splashes in the swimming
hole when grandkids are playing in the suntimer will be
gone. All of these sounds and more are going to vanish if you
change the voice of the river because the river's voice was
lovely enough to attract those other voices in the first place.
When you ruin a river, you see, you just don't ruin driegt
You ruin the big family of other things that depend on the river.
Thank you, that's all | have to say.

Well, I'd been so nervous to speak that | tripped on my
way back to my seat and fell flat on my fanny. A few people
rushed to my side but | tolthém to go away, | could manage
by myself. But, hell, I felt foolish falling like I did.

Later Red told me that | was wasting my time speaking
out like that, they'd already made up their minds. It wasn't the
voice of the river they were ignoring, he saidf the voice of
the people.

(Entering are Rick, Michelle, Buck, Red and Gayle.)
RICK: (seeing Mrs. Ameg)ar out, you still have her tied up.

BUCK: Only way to shut her up.
RED: They're on their way, Dotty. Gayle explained everything.
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BUCK: And don't hink | don't appreciate it.

GAYLE: No comment.

RED: | guess I'd better drive her back to Harvest Acres.
BUCK: What's your rush? We're supposed to be having a
wake. Where's the camera?

RICK: | left everything in the car.

BUCK: By the way, thanks a hell oflat for getting my song

on the

tube.

RICK: They wouldn't show it.

BUCK: Of course they wouldn't. What makes you so stupid to
take the film to Roseburg in the first place? You should've
headed straight back to California.

RICK: I live in Portland.

BUCK: You act like you live in California.

MICHELLE: We went to Roseburg because we weren't sure
whether you were kidding or not.

BUCK: You thought I'd shoot her? | admit it was a temptation,
but only because | used to be married to her.

RICK: We showed them thdrh. A couple people cracked up
at your song. They really liked it. They just couldn't put it on.
GAYLE: | guess there's a market for everything.

RICK: There's definitely a market for this story. Especially if
Gayle refuses to leave. They'd never floodttiven then.

GAYLE: What?

RICK: There's a lot of reporters on their way up here. You can
give them something to write about.

DOTTY: And we'll send them on their way, just like we did the
police.

RICK: | think you should think about it, Gayle.

BUCK: How abou that?

RED: Why are you on Buck's side all of a sudden?
MICHELLE: He thinks he's doing me a favor by getting
publicity for the film.
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RICK: Sure it will help the film. But that's not all it will do. It
will raise an important issue here. That's what Buek veally
getting at. Right?

BUCK: A dinosaur ahead of my time.

GAYLE: | have a concert in Atlanta on Saturday night.

BUCK: So much for saving the town. Who's ready for a
special?

RED: Besides, the dam's built, ain't it? It's a done deal.

RICK: You can bagain to have them move the buildings to
higher ground.

MICHELLE: Stop doing this, Rick. They went through
bargaining long ago.

DOTTY: Wasn't much bargaining to it.

RICK: You can make them bargain now. Right, Buck?

BUCK: This is your show. | retired.

GAYLE: Just let it be, Rick. What's done is done.

DOTTY: If you're still going into Roseburg, Gayle, | can use a
lift.

RED: | thought we settled that you're coming with me to
Yakima.

DOTTY: | want to think about it.

RICK: Am | the only one who wants to try arshlvage
something here?

MICHELLE: Yes, so just get off it, okay?

RICK: | don't believe this.

RED: It's too late to change anything.

GAYLE: Let me get my bag, Dotty.

(She exits.)

RED: It don't make sense to go to Roseburg.

DOTTY: I'll be at the hotel. heed a little time to think.

BUCK: Looks like the reporters are going to have to settle for
you and me, partner.

RED: | might as well go into Roseburg myself.
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DOTTY: Suit yourself.

BUCK: Somebody better drop off dirggling here.

RED: | have room.

DOTTY: If you think I'm riding with you, I'm not. I'm riding
with Gayle.

RED: Fine. But I'm coming by the Roseburg Hotel tomorrow
afternoon and if you want to come along to Yakima, you'd
better be ready to travel. I'm tired of trying to talk sense into
you.

DOTTY: If | want to go, I'll be ready.

RED: Fine and dandy.

(Gayle returns with her bag.)

GAYLE: The guitar and I'm ready.

BUCK: Allow me.

RED: Go ahead and take Dotty with you. I'm coming by the
hotel tomorrow afternoon.

GAYLE: I'll be heading south in & morning. So [I'll say
goodbye now. | wish the circumstances could have been
different 2 but it's been great to see you again.

RICK: You can make the circumstances different.

GAYLE: If | actually believed that, maybe I'd try. But | don't
believe it. Thiss all a lot bigger than us.

BUCK: One traveling guitar ready to travel.

GAYLE: Thanks, Buck. Good to see you again.

BUCK: No need exaggerating on my account.

GAYLE: If | can ever help you out in any way, you can write
me through the record company. Thegnard everything.
BUCK: Sure enough.

DOTTY: If you come into Roseburg tomorrow morning, I'll let
you buy me breakfast.

BUCK: Damn, that sounds too good to pass up. I'll be there.
GAYLE: Good luck with the movie. It's an important story.
RICK: Just not impdant enough to change the ending.
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MICHELLE: The ending is the only ending possible. It's nice
meeting you, Gayle. I'll be listening for your records.

GAYLE: Is somebody going to do something about her?

RED: I'll take her to Harvest Acres.

DOTTY: Gayle, Im ready when you are.

RED: Tomorrow afternoon at two. You're welcome to come to
Yakima and tend bar in my brother's tavern.

DOTTY: | said I'll think about it.

BUCK: I'll tell the reporters you're on your way to Portland.
Maybe that will throw them off.

GAYLE: We'll probably pass them on the road.

RED: Two in the afternoon, Dotty!

(Gayle and Dotty exit.)

MICHELLE: | want to get some night shooting in. The moon is
full tonight.

RICK: You're the boss.

MICHELLE: Tomorrow | want to get Red packing and
leaving. | want to interview someone from the Corps of
Engineers, too.

BUCK: What're you trying to do, tell both sides of the story?
MICHELLE: | expect he may add a fine irony.

RED: I'd better get this lady back.

BUCK: Keep the gag on.

RICK: You want this on fih?

MICHELLE: No.

RED: Here we go, lady. I'm taking you home.

(Untied, Mrs. Ames removes her gag.)

MRS. AMES: Why did Dorothy leave without me?
BUCK: Red, put the gag back on.

(MR. FREDERICKS enters.)
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FREDERICKS: Good evening.

MRS. AMES: Mr. Fredeoks!

FREDERICKS: Hello, Abigail. I'm Horace Fredericks from
Harvest Acres. She's one of ours.

BUCK: So she told us.

FREDERICKS: | hope she hasn't been too much trouble. Her
enthusiasm gets the best of her sometimes, and she tries to
recruit for us. Not ahays with the best PR, if you know what |
mean. Time to come home, Abigalil.

MRS. AMES: Dorothy just left.

FREDERICKS: | met her outside. We don't want to miss your
late snack, do we?

MRS. AMES: | certainly don't!

FREDERICKS: This is where the dam is goimgfiood, isn't

it? A shame. The moon rising over the river now is just
gorgeous. But you can't fight progress, can you? Goodnight.
MRS. AMES: Goodnight, everyone!

(Fredericks and Mrs. Ames exit.)

BUCK: Ain't that a peach.

MICHELLE: Let's get the moonwer the river.

RICK: You got it.

BUCK: If you want more of me, I'm taking off in the morning.
MICHELLE: We'll be back later.

(Michelle and Rick exit.)

BUCK: Ain't nobody here but us dinosaurs.

RED: | don't know why she wants to spend the night in
Roselrg.

BUCK: Dotty will manage, wherever she is.

RED: | think I'll go upstairs and do a little packing. | sure don't
want to talk to no reporters.
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(He exits. Buck is alone.)

BUCK: And that left me to handle the reporters by myself. |
had a fine time witlthem. | told them how Gayle was sneaking
out the back way, driving twenty miles of dirt road before
hooking up with the freeway on her way to Portland. She was
off to do a concert in London, | told them. When they asked
about her eshusband, well, I couldt resist telling them that he
was going to London as well. They were having a trial
reconciliation and were going to have a kind of second
honeymoon in Europe after the concert. | wish I'd been around
when Gayle read that in the paper.

The next morning Itook Dotty to breakfast and
damned if she and Red didn't catch my gig in Portland that
weekend, on their way to Yakima together.

| kept listening to the radio for Gayle's song about the
dam and all, but her next song turned out to be about a woman
needinga man like a fish needs a bicycle, which somebody told
me is a pretty well known saying among certain kinds of ladies.
When Gayle didn't write a song about the dam, | thought
maybe I'd try one myself.

I kept thinking of all the songs Woody Guthrie wrote
about dams on the Columbid (singing) "That Bonneville
Dam is a sight to see, makes thakelea tricity" 2 and,
anyway, this here's what | ended up with.

(Singing)l read the news about my home town
A dam washed it away

No one yelled and no one cried

They just packed and left one day

They said that nothing could be done

Though they never said just why

| guess you can't fight city hall

But | would've liked to try

63



Charles Deemer

(Chorus)Hangin' in

Hangin' on

Another drink, my friend, and another song

Hangin' on

Hangn' in

If life is just a game, my friend, then few folks are playin' to
win

(Next verse:)

BUCK: (singing)Folks tell me that | drink too much
When | step out at night

They tell me that | talk too loud

The way | fuss and fight

But they're just doing whahey're told

While | do as | please

| ain't got much but I ain't sold out

You won't find me on my knees

(Chorus.)

(As Buck plays a guitar solo, Rick and Michelle appear in the
neutral area.)

RICK: (sleepily)Hello?

MICHELLE: It's Michelle. Are you wake?

RICK: | am now. What time is it?

MICHELLE: Midnight. Two. I lost track.

RICK: You sound bombed.

MICHELLE: | finished the film.

RICK: Hey, that's great.

MICHELLE: | goddamn finished editing the film ...
RICK: How'd it turn out?

MICHELLE: | think it'sgood, Rick. | really do.
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RICK: Did you end up using Gayle?

MICHELLE: A little. It's all very low key. It's very quiet and
it's very menacing at the same time.

RICK: In what way?

MICHELLE: It's all so inevitable. And it's all so very sad.
RICK: I'm anxioudo see it.

MICHELLE: Oh Rick, it's all so inevitable and so very, very
sad.

(FOCUS returns to Buck, singing his song.)

BUCK: (singing)Well, | once met an agent
He said he liked my song

Said he'd make me famous

But my image was all wrong

He was talkingabout a sequined suit

As | headed for the door

| guess you just can't make a star

From a ramblin' dinosaur

(Chorus)Hangin' in

Hangin' on

Another drink, my friend, and another song

Hangin' on

Hangin' in

If life is just a game, my friend, then few follese playin' to
win

(FADE TO BLACKOUT. The play is over.)
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CHRISTMAS AT THE JUNIPER TAVERN

Christmas at the Juniper Tavern
a play in two acts
by Charles Deemer

First performed at the Wilson Center for the Performing Arts
in Portland, Oregon, on January 5, 1984. Directed by Steve
Smith.

Produced for public television, winner of ACE award.

THE CAST (4M, 5W):

Stella,owner of the Juniper Tavern, a-nonsense woman.
Frank,an unemployed mill worker, a Korean vet, a little lost
Rex, an unemployed log truck driver, imaginative, litle
crazy.

Margie, his wife, not too smairt

Sheriff Billy of Juniper County, more heart than brain.

Ann, a young woman, searching

Joy,her mother, a college professor, bright and cynical.
Swami Kreeguru of the Kree cult

Ma Prama Rama Kredjis per®nal secretary, protective,
suspicious

THE TIME:
Christmas, 1979.

THE SET:

The Juniper tavern. A bar, tables. A jukebox. A Christmas tree
with presents under it. Stage right to restrooms. A telephone on
the wall. A door behind the bar leads to a gferarea.

Two other areas must be defined: a neutral playing area; area
for car interiors.
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Logging poems by Fred Ross.
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ACT ONE

Scene One

(AT RISE: Frank and Stella are waltzing to an instrumental
version of "Sent Night" on the jukebox. The mood is romantic;
it could be Saturday night, they could be dancing to "Waltz
Across Texas." The music stops.)

FRANK: Want me to put in some more quarters?
STELLA: Sit down a minute. You look antsy.

(Frank sits down athte bar. Stella goes behind it.)

FRANK: Not enough sleep.

STELLA: You look antsy and you dance antsy. What's on your
mind, Frank?

FRANK: (to change the subjecY)ou mad | woke you?

STELLA: | thought maybe you had something important to
talk about.

FRANK: I'm hardly awake. You pouring yet?

(She pours him a beer.)

FRANK: Seems like | sleep less when I'm laid off than when

I'm working.

STELLA: | wonder why.

FRANK: Maybe | am antsy.

67(//$ 6R LWV MXVW EHLQJ RXW RI ZRUI
FRANK: Hell, I don't know. What do you mean, | dance antsy?
STELLA: All stiff, like you don't want to be here.

FRANK: Why'd | wake you if | don't want to be here?

STELLA: That's what I'm asking, Frank.

68



CHRISTMAS AT THE JUNIPER TAVERN

(He doesn't reply. A pause.)

FRANK: You want to exchange giftsefore you open?

STELLA: You oughtn'tve gotten me anything, being out of
work.

FRANK: Hell, it's nothing like | wanted to get.

STELLA: You want to exchange presents or you want to tell
me what's bothering you?

FRANK: You sure are persistent this morning.

STELLA: Whichever you want, Frank.

FRANK: | came by, Stella becauge hell, it's Christmas.
STELLA: Let's open presents.

(As Stella starts for the tree, there's a loud banging on the front
door of the tavern.)

REX: (off stage)Stella! Merry Christmasni there! Hey, open
up, will you?

(Frank tips his baseball cap knowingly to Stella, then goes to
answer the door. Stella comes downstage, the lights change to
a spotlight on her and she speaks to the audience.)

STELLA: Some folks say it's a sin to opap on Christmas
Day. Whoever thinks that can take a flying yowowwhat at
the moon.

You see, we got people here in Juniper, the tavern's the
only home they know. Or it's the only place they can really
relax and have a little fun. This is especially twith the mill
closed like it is. Half the men in Juniper work at the mill, or
depend on the mill being open, which means most ain't been
working for almost a year now, and there's nothing to do at
home but stare at the bills piling up.
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| lowered my beer pces when the mill closed down.
It's the least | could do. Just like that sign | put up outside.
There's folks who think | did that for the publicity but I didn't
ask no reporter to come snooping around about it. | put up that
sign because it was needé&er since that religious cult took
over the old Thompson spread, 15 miles out on Old Ranch
Road, tourists speed by here like Juniper's as worthless as a
eunuch in a whore house. They just want to hurry out to the
ranch so they can stare at all the bluetsland at that Swami's
26 RollsRoyces. The only reason | put up that sign was to
protect my customers:

SLOW DOWN, GODDAMN IT! DRUNKS CROSS
HERE!

(LIGHTS UP on tavern, with Rex and Margie entering.)

REX: This a private party?

STELLA: Not any more. Wat's your poison?

MARGIE: Beer and tomato juice for me. Rex?

REX: Frank and | will be right back.

MARGIE: Don't you go running out on me on Christmas
morning!

REX: | gotta get your present. Be back in a jiff.

(Frank and Rex start out.)

MARGIE: (after them) What're you talking about, present?
Rex!

(They exit.)
MARGIE: We can't afford no presents. The Sage Tavern isn't

open this early, is it?
STELLA: We got the only drink in town today.
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(Stella gives Margie her beer and tomato juice.)

MARGIE: Bet he's got a bottle hid in the pickup. He's been
drinking for three days. Didn't get in till five this morning.

(A pause.)

MARGIE: Frank spend the night upstairs?

STELLA: No, he woke me a couple hours ago.

MARGIE: Did he ask you?

STELLA: Even if he wasixing to, | don't think he'd pop the
guestion this early in the morning.

MARGIE: Rex gets romantic after drinking all night. I'll bet
they was together last night.

STELLA: May be.

MARGIE: He's gonna ask you one of these days. You know
you got your bags paed.

STELLA: | think Frank's too set in his ways to marry.

MARGIE: The engagement can't last forever, Stella. You either
get hitched or break up. Something's gotta break the monotony.
STELLA: We're not engaged.

MARGIE: Time he spends upstairs, it's thensadifference.
STELLA: We have a nice arrangement.

MARGIE: For him.

STELLA: For me, too. We both need a little room.

MARGIE: That's what Rex says. Then he stays out drinking all
night.

STELLA: You know how men get when the mill's closed.
Happens every ression. But the mill's gotta open up sooner or
later. It always does.

MARGIE: | don't know how much longer | can stand it. Our
benefits end next month. We're already dipping into savings.
STELLA: Don't fret about it on Christmas. Have one on me.

71



Charles Deemer

(She turs a glass upside down in front of Margie, marking her
for another drink.)

MARGIE: | wonder if he really got me a present. We made a
deal not to exchange gifts this year. Thateba-bitch.

STELLA: If he got you something, you tell him he has fifteen
dollars on credit right her@ a gift certificate.

MARGIE: You don't have to do that.

STELLA: | know. Come on, cheer up. I'm feeling Christmasy.
Look here, a card from Fred Ross came yesterday.

(She hands Margie a Christmas card.)

MARGIE: Didn't he go tothe valley looking for work? Rex
heard he ended up in Junction City.

STELLA: The postmark don't show through too good.

MARGIE: Postmark doesn't mean a thing any more. My sister
in Rock Springs? | got a card from her, the postmark said
Gopher.

STELLA: Maybe she mailed it in Gopher.

MARGIE: She can't stand Gopher. If she needs a bigger store
than Rock Springs, she drives to one of the malls in Eugene.
The post office just took away Rock Springs' postmark and
gave them Gopher. Post office don't give a danfalkis don't
want a Gopher postmark on their letters. Criminy.

STELLA: If it's more efficient that way, maybe the price of
stamps won't go up.

MARGIE: My sister hates Gopher!

STELLA: Fred sent a poem with the card.

MARGIE: That's Fred.

STELLA: It was publkhed inLogger's World

MARGIE: Fred Ross got published in a magazine?

(SHERIFF BILLY enters. He is in uniform.)
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BILLY: Merry Christmas, all.

STELLA: Merry Christmas, Billy.

MARGIE: Fred Ross published a poem.

BILLY: So?

MARGIE: So whoever expected [rdRoss to publish a poem
in a magazine?

STELLA: Right here inLogger's World

BILLY: Let me see that.

(Stella gives Billy the poem.)

BILLY: I'l be damned.

MARGIE: Think he got paid?

BILLY: Respectable magazine likeogger's Worl@ He's a
damn fool ifhe let them have it for nothing.

STELLA: Read it out loud.

BILLY: There here is one of my favorites:

(reading)There's an empty seat on the crummy,
Where used to sit Hook Jack.

In a little bungalow in the suburbs,

There's a new widow dressed in black.

It happened last Thursday afternoon;
There was nothing anyone could do.
The puncher ran into a hanig

And jerked the mainline in two.

So Old Jack is in Logger's Heaven,

And many stories have been told

About the cold brooks that trickle by the wayside,
And the streets are paved with gold.

We know when at last we join him,
He'll have the layout made,
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And with his coffee jug beside him,
He'll be sitting in the shade.

Then OId Jack will rise,

This logger big and strong;

3, EHHQ WKUR XtbKcdlfed KROH SR
What took you guys so long?

Up here they only fly one choker

And there's four men on the crew.

You don't have to wear your hard cats,
And your cork boots are shiny and new.

The crummies are all agonditioned,
The side rods never come mil

The yarders all have mufflers

And never make a sound.

There's no such thing as Monday
And you'll all get paid every day.
The cookshack door is always open
To feed each and every stray.

Sometimes | think it's almost too easy
For a highball loggingman,
Who gave all those years of his life

,Q SXUVXLW RI WKH VLOYHU VWUDQGYV ~

(A pause.)

BILLY: | can almost hear Fred reciting it himself.

STELLA: Fred must be doing good enough.

MARGIE: Bet he didn't get paid enough to get drunk on.
BILLY: (reciting fom memoryHis hickory shirt was glazed
with dirt
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As he stepped up to the bar.
$*LPPH D VKRW RI \RXU URWJXW ZKLVNH\
And the butt of an old cigar.

I'm in from the cold where the vine maples grow
And the dogwoods bloom in the spring.

I've been in the woadfor thirty years

$QG , KDYHQ W DFFRPSOLVKHG D WKLQJ ~

Jesus, Fred Ross can writ@le raises his glass to make s
toast.)Merry Christmas, Fred, wherever you are.

STELLA: It was a nice present, seeing Fred get a poem
published. | miss him around here.

BILLY: | got a present for you myself.

(He hands her his ticket book.)

STELLA: | know it's easy to get your quota of speeders these
days.

BILLY: This ain't just another speeder. Look at the car make.
STELLA: A Rolls-Royce. You mean ... ?

BILLY: Nailed the Swami himself!

STELLA: You mean he was driving?

BILLY: He's such a coiman, he don't have to do didefguat.
One of his blue shirts was driving. They was pushing eighty.
MARGIE: You can't touch the Swami if he wasn't driving.
BILLY: | still nailed him with a fat fine.

MARGIE: Big deal. If he can afford twentywo RollsRoyces

2

STELLA: Twentysix. He got four for his birthday last month.
MARGIE: He can damn well afford a speeding ticket.

BILLY: Twenty-five RollsRoyces. That's why he was
speeding, tryig to catch a car thief.

STELLA: Somebody stole one of his cars?

BILLY: Ain't that something{Toasting)Merry Christmas!

75



Charles Deemer

STELLA: Merry Christmas!

BILLY: | stopped by to enjoy it while | can. I'm the poor son
of-abitch who's supposed to find it. Hell oflaal.

MARGIE: Since when it is your job to chase car thieves?
BILLY: This county is my jurisdiction and if it happens in
Juniper County, then yours truly is on the case. | chased
rustlers, | can damn well chase car thieves.

MARGIE: Rustlers, hell.

BILLY: Y ou take a man's goat, that's rustling, same as a cow
2 makes no difference if Rex was drunk or sober.

MARGIE: Rex won that damn goat at cards.

BILLY: That's not what Luke said.

MARGIE: One man's word against another. You can't question
the damn goat.

BILLY : If he won it at cards, why'd he give it back so easy?
MARGIE: Because | don't need no goat chewing up my lawn!
BILLY: Anyway, | imagine they're halfway to Portland by
now. You can't hide a RoHRoyce around here. I'll check out
the countryside and thaught to take care of it as far as I'm
concerned. | got to play Santa Claus at the hospital later
anyway.

MARGIE: Don't you get tired of doing that every year?

BILLY: | like it. Hell, | can play Santa with my eyes shut.
STELLA: Billy being Santa Claus igr@ctically an institution.

(Frank enters.)

MARGIE: (quickly) Where's Rex?

FRANK: (avoiding the questionBilly ... thought they'd give
you the day off.

BILLY: | get off pretty quick now. Gotta put on my Santa suit.
MARGIE: Where the hell is he, Frank?

FRANK: Stella, I'm buying the house a Christmas drink.
BILLY: I'll take a rain check. Frank, would you believe | have
to look for a RollsRoyce? That poor damn Swami, somebody
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took one of his Rollses and now the poor-sbabitch is
down to twentyfive. Some folks carry bad luck in their pocket.

(He exits.)

MARGIE: Where's Rex, Frank? | don't like the look on your
face.

FRANK: He's ... outside.

MARGIE: Why don't he come in? He got a present for me out
there?

FRANK: Sort of.

MARGIE: That sorof-a-bitch. We made a deal.

(Billy returns and makes a slow cross to the bar. All eyes are
on him. He leans on the end of the bar.)

BILLY: You think that Swami plays cards? | hope so. Rex is
out front, relieving himself on the front fender of a Rolls
Royce. Now,Frank, if you know anything about this, I'd be
obliged to listen.

FRANK: Don't know what to tell you, Billy.

BILLY: The way | figure it, you were playing poker over in
that ashram. And the Swami, being a foreigner, it was duck
soup, right? Ain't that whatappened, Billy?

FRANK: Sure, Billy, you got it exactly.

BILLY: That's what | figured.

(BLACKOUT.)

Scene Two

(LIGHTS RISE on MA in the neutral area. She wears the blue
clothing of the Kree cult and speaks to the audience. Her
accent is from Indig.
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MA: You Americans are full of contradictions. | was educated
in your country and know something about you. On the one
hand, you represent the ideal of freedom in the Western world.
And then you come in droves to stare at the Kree because we
are differat from you.

What has happened to this country? The United States
is the land of religious freedom. This is what | was taught at
your great University, UCLA. America was founded by men
who fled religious persecution in England. Then why are the
Kree beingpersecuted?

There are so many rumors about us. No, we are not
fanatics out to take over the world. We wear blue for religious
reasons, not military or political ones. Blue is the color of the
holy sky and the immortal ocean.

No, we do not have sex orgies the ranch. We are
building an ashram, which means we work hard for twelve and
fifteen hours a day. Who has energy left over for a sex orgy?

As the Swami's personal secretary and PR officer for
the Kree, | have to deal with questions like this all the tiFor
example, I'm often asked, Why does the Swami have so many
Rolls-Royces? What kind of a question is this? Why did your
Hollywood star Joan Crawford have so many pairs of shoes?
And why did Elizabeth Taylor have so many husbands?

Let me explain abouthe RollsRoyces once and for
all. The Kree do not dismiss the material world. It's not the
ultimate reality but it is something we pass through according
to our karma. So we believe in having a good time while
visiting in this incarnation.

We have a greateed for vehicles on the ashram and so
what better investment can we make than a Hlgce? You
Americans, who gave the world capitalism, should understand
this. We bought Swami four new cars for his birthday, to
celebrate the end of his ogear vow ofsilence.
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(LIGHTS RISE on Rex in a Rel®yce.)

FRANK: (voice off)Rex? We'd better get while the gettin's
good.
REX: Hang on, partner!

(Frank enters.)

REX: You're not gonna believe this. Which hand?

FRANK: You counted the cars. Let's get out efé

REX: He's got twenbgix of them Rollses, Frank. And look
here 2 each one has the keys in it. Ain't that a Christian for
you?

(The focus returns to Ma..)

MA: Oh yes, | saw them steal the car. They were too drunk to
be very careful. As it happenswas working on the books
upstairs. We had bought two more Rd¥eyces for Swami for
Christmas. Of course, Christmas is not a religious holiday for
the Kree. We celebrate Swami's birthday, not Christ's, but we
realize that Christmas is the most importanterican holiday,

the time when you give the most expensive gifts, so we wanted
to be good neighbors by recognizing Christmas ourselves. We
knew we could surprise Swami with two more cars. He
wouldn't even be celebrating Christmas, except maybe to eat
fruitcake. Swami loves fruitcake.

(Focus on Frank and Rex.)

FRANK: Twentysix RollsRoyces. Why do you suppose he
has so many?

REX: Pussy. He can't drive but one himself, can he? | hear it's
a regular sex orgy out here. It ain't nothing but twény
ladies he's trying to keep happy with them cars, Frank.
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Goddamn, if I knew religion was like this, I'd've gone to
Sunday school.

FRANK: You counted the cars. Let's get the hell out of here.
REX: You take the pickup. I'll be right behind you.

FRANK: What do ya mean, you'll be right behind me?

REX: Look at them? twentysix RollsRoyces! It's better than
harps and angels, Frank. | may never get this close to heaven
again.

FRANK: Now don't do something crazy, Rex. You're in
enough trouble at home as it is.

REX: This is going to get me out of trouble at home, good
buddy.

FRANK: What is?

REX: When | drive up in one of these here R&llsyces.

FRANK: That's car theft.

REX: I'm not stealing it. I'm borrowing it. I'm going to let
Margie take a ride in it. That'll beeh Christmas present.

FRANK: She don't want to ride in a stolen car.

REX: Listen, | know Margie. Hell, the day | drove up in my
pickup 2 when it was new, | meaA Margie can turn into
quite a woman when she wants to. We did it in the drivie

that new jckup not ten hours after | put down the payment.
FRANK: That was a long time ago.

REX: That's what I'm saying. Margie ain't done nothing crazy
since then.

FRANK: You wake up Margie at this time of the morning, she
ain't gonna be interested in no car ride.

REX: We'll hide the sunbitch in the garage at Steve's Texaco.
| still got the keys from when | was working on Margie's
Chevy. Then when Stella opens at seven, we'll drive it over to
the tavern and give everybody a ride.

FRANK: | don't think this is gonnhelp you with Margie, Rex.
It's gonna make things worse, is what it's gonna do.

REX: You don't know what a new car does to that woman. And
a RollsRoyce 2 goddamn!
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(LIGHTS FADE on them and RISE on Ma.)

MA: When | saw they were taking the car, | phortadami.
"We'll give them a head start,” he said. "This is only sporting.
Then we'll catch them. It'll be like the Grand Prix."

(BLACKOUT.)

Scene Three

(LIGHTS RISE in the tavern. Stella is behind the bar. Frank
and Margie sit on stools, Rex stanglinear Margie. Billy sits
at a table.)

REX: At least go out there and sit in the goddamn thing.
MARGIE: | have no desire to sit in a "hot car."

REX: It's Christmas, for Christ's sake.

MARGIE: | don't see what Christmas has to do with it. | hope
you're na implying that's my present.

REX: Come on, Margi€? it's the season to be merry. When
else are you gonna have a chance to ride in a-Rolge?

BILLY: Whatever you two plan to do, ride or sit, | can't get off
duty till I wrap this little deal up.

REX: Ske'll ride in it, just give me a minute.

MARGIE: I'm not gonna take a ride.

REX: You're getting old, Margie.

MARGIE: You're a fine one to talk Mr. Limp.

REX: Now you just shut up about that!

MARGIE: There is nothing in this world that's gonna get me
into that car.

(Ann enters. She is a young woman, hesitant, perhaps shy.)
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ANN: Excuse me. Isn't that Swami Kree's car outside? The
license plate says BLUE 7 ... blue for the Kree.

REX: You a friend of his?

ANN: | came to join the ashram.

BILLY: (getting up) I'll phone and see if they can get
somebody over here for the car.

(He goes to the phone and will call.)

STELLA: You want something to drink?

ANN: Then Swami Kree isn't here?

STELLA: No, honey. One of his cars broke down outside and
Billy's trying to get a blue shirt to come for it now. If you hang
around, maybe you can follow them back to the ranch.

ANN: I'll have a sevemp.

(Ann sits at a table. Rex joins her.)

REX: So you're gonna join the Kree ...

ANN: If they'll take me.

REX: Why wouldn't thg take you?

ANN: To live on the ashram, | mean. It's pretty competitive.
Especially now, when they're still building.

REX: So you have to get on the Swami's good side to live on
the ranch or what?

ANN: You have to demonstrate your faith.

REX: How do you dahat?

ANN: (reluctantly)Lots of ways.

REX: Hey, Swami hangs around here all the time. That's why
his car's outside. You're among friends.

ANN: | wrote him a song. "The Ballad of the Swami."

(Stella brings the sevaup to the table.)

STELLA: That's ffty cents, honey.

82



CHRISTMAS AT THE JUNIPER TAVERN

(Ann pays. Rex notices that she has an impressive bankroll of
cash.)

REX: | thought you might be a songwriter. I'm a songwriter
myself. One can always spot another, you know?

ANN: It's the only song I've ever written. I'm not evenesur
wrote it 2 | sort of found it in my head and put it down on
paper.

REX: No kidding?

ANN: Is the ladies' room through there?

STELLA: That's why it says restrooms on the door.

ANN: Excuse me.

(She goes to the ladies room.)

REX: You catch her roll dbills?

STELLA: Sure did.

REX: A little weird to boot.

MARGIE: If she wants to join the Kree, why isn't she wearing
blue?

STELLA: | think you have to be accepted first.

MARGIE: | haven't worn jeans since they took over the ranch.
STELLA: That's going a lit¢ too far, don't you think?

MARGIE: | don't want no tourists thinking I'm a Kree.

BILLY: (returning from phoneYhe Swami's still looking for
his car. If he ain't here in an hour, they'll send a blue shirt over.
STELLA: He's coming here?

BILLY: They think he drove over to Madras. He'll see the car
outside if he comes back this way.

REX: Maybe he'll buy the house a round. After all, we found
his car. Right, Frank?

FRANK: Say what?

REX: We were out cruising, enjoying a little whiskey, when
we ran into thoséids joy-riding in his Rolls. We sent them
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home to Redmond where they belong. Hell, I'd be grateful as
hell if | was the Swami. I'd give us a reward, is what I'd do.
FRANK: | don't think he's interested in giving us no reward.
REX: Why not? We returned thear and reported it to Billy
first thing, just like the law says we should do. Right, Billy?
BILLY: | agree with Frank. You take a rich man, he's twice as
stingy as you or me who ain't got shit.

REX: Hey, what's a little reward to the Swami? His followers
are giving him money all the time. That girl has a bankroll on
her that won't quit. Stella saw fit.

STELLA: She's not poor.

REX: All you have to do, Billy, is say Frank and me reported
the stolen car to you. Maybe you can add that in Juniper
County a rewa is wusually appropriate under the
circumstances.

MARGIE: What circumstances? That you're -#ats broke
because you've been on a thday binge? And the house
payment's due in a week. And you ain't working.

REX: Hey, did | close down the mill? Am | voligering to go
off benefits next month?

BILLY: | don't know, Rex.

REX: It'd be like the Swami giving us a Christmas present.
MARGIE: More like you getting one.

REX: Giving, getting, what's the difference? It's still
Christmas.

(A pause.)
REX: Ain't it ill Christmas?

(BLACKOUT.)
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Scene Four

(LIGHTS RISE on Swami Kree in the neutral area. He is
wearing a blue robe and a blue cowboy hat. He clears his
throat.)

SWAMI: (to audience, with accent from Indi&gxcuse me.
Speaking still feels strange me. It's not easy to talk after a
full year of silence. Not the least problem?iswhat to say?

How do you like my hat? It was a special gift for my
birthday. To tell the truth, | prefer it to the four Reft®yces |
received. If you've ridden in one Ry you've ridden in them
all.

This is my first cowboy hat. Where we are building the
new ashram, this was once a big ranch, full of horses and cattle
and working cowboys. So naturally it is appropriate for me to
wear a cowboy hat myself. When in Oregalp as the
Oregonians do.

I want to be a good neighbor. For the past year | had
nothing to say, | didn't speak a single syllable to anyone. What
a good neighbor | was then! Now it's more difficult. Speech is
so complicated.

| realize there are many questoim your mind about
me. Who am | to have attracted so many thousands of
followers around the world? Why am | building my new
ashram in Oregon? Why do | let my students buy me so many
new RollsRoyces? Why did | take a vow of silence for an
entire year? Wb do | like in the Super Bowl?

Perhaps some of these questions can be addressed in
time. For now, | must rest my voice. | wanted to show you my
new cowboy hat. It makes me feel very good, wearing it. | feel
like an Oregonian. | feel like a good neighbor.

(BLACKOUT.)
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Scene Five

(LIGHTS RISE in tavern. Ann returns from the ladies room and
takes a table. Rex joins her.)

REX: Like | told you, | write songs myself.

ANN: I'm really not a songwriter. "The Ballad of the Swami"
just happened.

REX: You muswe been inspired.

ANN: What kind of songs do you write?

REX: (on the spot)Oh, you name it ... country songs, love
songs ...

MARGIE: (to trap him)Why don't you sing us one?

REX: | don't think the lady is interested in Ao

ANN: I'd love to hear one.

MARGIE: The lady would love to hear one.

REX: Course, | usually have my band behind me ...

ANN: You play guitar?

REX: Oh, sure.

MARGIE: You still have that old clunker upstairs, don't you,
Stella? Maybe he'll play the guitar for us.

STELLA: Sure do. You want,iRex?

REX: If I'm gonna sing, I'll sing acapeller.

MARGIE: | can't wait to hear one. You know, we've been
married eight years and he's never sung to me once.

REX: Not without the band, she means.

ANN: Will you sing one of your songs?

REX: Sure. Let's see.

(Stella comes over to serve the table and slips Rex the
published poem by Fred Ross.)

BILLY: Hard to get inspired this early in the morning.
REX: Actually, I'm the songwriter, not the lead singer.
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MARGIE: We'll make allowances.
(Rex looks at thpoem.)

REX: This one here got publishe@le starts singing, making
up a country tune as he goes, a sad, maudlin ballad.)

There's an empty seat on the crummy,
Where used to sit Hooker Jack.

In a little bungalow in the suburbs,
There's a new widow dssed in black.

(He stops.)Hell, that's too sad for Christmas. I'd rather hear
your song about the Swami.

ANN: I'd be embarrassed ...

REX: Hey, you're among friends. Really. The Swami has lunch
here all the time. He loves Stella's chili.

ANN: | thought people around here resented the Kree.

REX: Who told you that?

ANN: That's the impression | got from the TV.

REX: You know how they exaggerate. Doesn't make a good
story unless it's negative. We'd love to hear your song about the
Swami.(To the othersWell, wouldn't we?

BILLY: I'm all ears.

STELLA: You don't have to sing unless you feel like it, honey.
REX: Frank'll even play pianoL¢oking around)Where's the
piano?

STELLA: | sold it last summer.

REX: | didn't know that. You know that, Frank?

FRANK: She st it on June 17th.

STELLA: Are you still mad at me about that?

FRANK: I'm the only one ever played it.

REX: (to Ann)Guess you have to sing acapeller. Unless you
want Stella's guitar.

ANN: No. Only place I've ever sung it is in the shower.
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REX: Any time yu're ready ...

ANN: It's just about how | feel about the Swami. | think |
must've written it in a previous incarnation.

REX: Never wrote one like that myself.

ANN: Well ... (closing her eyes, singing)

Blue is the sky
Blue is the sea
Blue is the color
Of eternity

Deep blue the night
Pale blue the morn
Clothed in this hue
I'll be reborn

(Chorus:)Swami, please hear my plea

I know my path

Lies with the Kree

6ZDPL ,Y00 JLYH DOO , RZQ
To live in your light

Never alone

(New verse:)¥ou come from a land
(Rex interrupts with applause.)

REX: That was great! Wasn't that great? He'll love it.

ANN: | hope so. I'm pretty nervous about singing it to him,
actually.

REX: For a song like that, you should get a whole suite in that
ashram.

ANN: | just want a rom like anybody else.

BILLY: Sort of like a dormitory, is it?
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ANN: It was in India. My sister lived in Swami's ashram in
Bombay. | visited her just before she passed into her other life.
REX: Her other life?

ANN: Her incarnation in Bombay ended when she hiaby a
car.

(A pause.)

MARGIE: How many people are fixing to live on that ashram
out there?

ANN: Lots, eventually. Maybe five thousand.

STELLA: Five thousand! The population of Juniper ain't but
fifteen hundred.

BILLY: If they all drank, you'd do &ell of a business.

ANN: Oh, the Kree can drink. It's not against Swami's
teachings.

REX: Then how about a beer on me?

(Margie, disgusted with Rex's flirting, storms to the ladies
room.)

ANN: When do you think Swami'll be here?

REX: You said in aboutrahour, didn't you, Billy?

BILLY: That or a blue shirt will come by to pick up the car.
REX: You got time for a beer then.

ANN: | prefer white wine.

REX: You got it. On my tab, Stella.

STELLA: ("What tab?")Merry Christmas.

REX: I'm Rex.

ANN: I'm Ann. | don't have my Kree name yet.

REX: | noticed you all had funny names. Well, | don't mean
funny. Just different.

ANN: When we embrace Swami's teachings, we get a new
name and a new birthday. It's starting a whole new life,
actually.
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(Frank starts slowly towal the men's room.)

STELLA: How long was your sister in India?

ANN: Almost a year. She loved it there but | think she'd've
liked it here better. It's exciting to be at the beginning of
something. If they accept me ...

REX: | think the Swami will love yausong.

FRANK: (singingbwamil!

How | love ya!

How | love ya!

My dear old Swami!

(He exits to men's room.)

REX: Great sense of humor.

ANN: Humor is very central in Swami's teachings.

BILLY: Twenty-six RollsRoyces shows one hell of a sense of
humor.

(Ann's mother, JOY, enters the tavern. She looks weary.)

JOY: Hello, Annie.

ANN: Oh, God ...

JOY: I'd like a beer, please.
STELLA: Henry's?

JOY: Fine.

(A pause.)

JOY: | saw your car outside.

ANN: Mother, there's nothing to talk about. | know what I'm
doing.

JOY: We can still visit, can't we? When | looked at the
calendar this morning, it said Christmas.
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(A pause.)
JOY: Merry Christmas.

(BLACKOUT.)

Scene Six

(LIGHTS RISE on Swami and Ma in the back seat of the-Rolls
Royce.)

MA: They muste lost us.

SWAMI: I'm not lost, Ma.

MA: Shall | tell Shrivaroma to turn back?

SWAMI: We're almost to Madras. | like that truck stop with
the vegetarian omelet.

MA: (to the "driver")We're continuing to Madras, Shrivaroma!
(To Swami) should've called secity as soon as | saw them.
SWAMI: No matter. Everything flushes through the toilet.

MA: Which reminds me: the plumbing in the main hall should
be operative next week.

SWAMI: And the printing presses?

MA: This has been the greatest challenge, gettingrviatehe
printing presses.

SWAMI: Dig wells.

MA: We are.

SWAMI: Where there's a well, there's a wéye chuckles.)l
have to remember that for my lecture tonight.

(We hear SIRENS, a police car behind them. The cars stop and
Billy walks up.)

BILLY: (to imaginary driver)Your license ...
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(He sees who is in the back seat.)

BILLY: Well, looky here. A little early for joy riding, ain't it,
Swami?

MA: It is never too early to be joyous.

BILLY: That may be so, ma'am, but the fact of the matter is,
this here stretch of road is posted at ffitye and | clocked you
doing almost eighty. That means I'm gonna have to write your
driver here up with a ticket. | know it's early and there ain't no
more traffic than jobs in a lumber mill, but the law's the law.
MA: Give me the ticket.

(Swami puts on a blue nose plug.)

BILLY: Swami, | hope that there nose plug ain't supposed to
imply how you feel about an officer of the law doing his duty.
MA: Swami is very sensitive to scent. He has several allergies.
Nothing personal, but it's your aftshave. Please write the
ticket.

(Billy begins to do so.)

%,//I< +H GRQTW WDON IRU KLPVHOI"
MA: He's resting his voice.

BILLY: Maybe it's none of my business, ma'am, but when |
found the Swami here stuck in a ditch lasinth, sitting in the
back seat all by himself, and | asked him if he needed any help,
it would only have been neighborly to reply.

MA: | don't know the incident you mean.

SWAMI: We did get stuck in a ditch, Ma. The others went for
help.

BILLY: You remembemme coming by?

SWAMI: Of course. But | was on a vow of silence at the time.
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BILLY: You remember me banging on your window, trying to
get your attention?

SWAMI: Of course.

BILLY: Waving my arms around?

SWAMI: Yes.

MA: A vow of silence is very strict.

BILLY: You made a face at me. You stuck out your tongue.
SWAMI: | wanted you to leave. It was embarrassing, the way
you were carrying on.

MA: Officer, all this is beside the point. We were speeding
because we were chasing a car thief. Someone stole one of
Swamis RollsRoyces.

BILLY: Why didn't you speak up?

MA: It was taken about thirty minutes ago. The license number
is BLUE-7.

BILLY: They probably headed for Portland, ma'am, but I'll see
what | can do. Here's your ticket.

MA: Can | write you a check?

BILLY: You have to mail it to the courthouse. I'll do my best
to find your car, Swami. Well, Merry Christmas.

(He leaves.)

MA: Still to Madras?

SWAMI: Of course. | want to wear my new cowboy hat into
the truck stop.

MA: On to Madras, Shrivaroma! And watch yspeed!

(BLACKOUT.)

Scene Seven

(LIGHTS RISE in tavern. Frank has returned from the rest
room.)
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ANN: Can | use your ladies' room to change clothes?
STELLA: You can use it for anything your little heart desires,
as long as you clean up after yolirse

(Ann starts for the exit.)

JOY: Annie?

ANN: There's nothing to talk about.

JOY: I'm not here to change your mind.

ANN: You tried to change Cindy's.

JOY: | thought we could spend some time together on
Christmas.

ANN: Swami is coming here to pick upis car. | have to
change clothes.

JOY: They're going to let you live on the ashram?

ANN: | don't know.

(She exits to fetch a suitcase from her car outside.)

JOY: You have another Henry's?
STELLA: Kegs and cases.

(Margie returns from the rest room.)

MARGIE: Your girlfriend leave?

REX: (to Joy)My wife has a great sense of humor. Margie, this
is Ann's mother.

MARGIE: You joining the blue shirts, too?

JOY: No. Just came to say goodbye.

MARGIE: That bad, huh?

JOY: That bad.

STELLA: | can sympathize wityou, lady. Must be tough.

JOY: | lost Cindy and now | lose Annie. There's nobody else to
lose ...

94



CHRISTMAS AT THE JUNIPER TAVERN

FRANK: Maybe she'll be happy.

JOY: | think the word is ecstatic. You walk around grinning
like an idiot all day. You've been saved!

FRANK: | had a cousin gwverted to a Catholic. Didn't change
a hair on his head that | could tell.

JOY: This is different. They even give you a new name, a new
birthday. My first daughter, Cindy, lived in an ashram in India
run by this same Swami Kree. This guru. Swami Cretire Sh
died over there.

STELLA: I'm sorry.

JOY: You have your own problems. They'll control the town
before they're through. They'll move in until they outnumber
you. They'll take over city hall. They'll make it so you're glad
to sell out and leave.

FRANK: Ain't much worth saving, with the mill closed down.
JOY: They'll buy the mill and manufacture small statuettes of
the Swami, suitable for attaching to the dashboard of a-Rolls
Royce.

(Ann enters with her suitcase and crosses to the rest room as
the others &ently watch.)

JOY: The Swami is really coming here?

REX: Within the hour. Right, Billy?

BILLY: Him or one of his blue shirts, to pick up the Rolls.
JOY: What's it doing out there?

REX: | stole it, ma'am.

JOY: You're kidding.

REX: Nope. | was a little uder the influence.

JOY: You just went out there and drove off with it?

REX: We're gonna tell the Swami some kids took it. Maybe
we'll get a reward out of the deal.

JOY: | love it.

REX: You ever been in a RoiRoyce?

JOY: Never.
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REX: Billy, I'm gonna takethe lady for a spin around the
block. If you want to ...

JOY: I'd love to.

BILLY: | don't know, Rex.

REX: | won't be but five minutes.

BILLY: | don't want to have to come looking for you.
MARGIE: Is this an open invitation?

REX: | didn't think you wanted ade.

MARGIE: Well, | have changed my mind.

REX: Anybody else?

BILLY: Five minutes, | mean it.

REX: Word of honor, buddy.

(Rex, Joy and Margie exit. A pause.)

FRANK: | don't think | ever asked you. How much did you get
for the piano?

STELLA: You ask ne once a month, Frank. If I'd've known

you liked it so much, | wouldn't have sold it. You should've
spoke up.

FRANK: | hardly ever played it.

BILLY: | remember one night you got drunk and played
boogie woogie. | liked it.

STELLA: Frank, you should've spokm.

FRANK: No big deal.

BILLY: You played nice piano that night. You remember,
don't you, Stella?

STELLA: Frank, goddamn it!

(BLACKOUT.)
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Scene Eight

(LIGHTS RISE on Ann in the neutral area, now wearing her
blue clothing.)

ANN: Blue is the cadr of life. Life came out of the ocean,
which is blue. The air we breathe comes from the sky, which is
blue. Blue attracts more good vibrations than any other color.
Blue is the root color of existence.

You can't explain any of this to your mother. It's
impossible.

Cindy tried. She's five years older than me and in
another incarnation now. It was just an accident in India,
getting hit by a car, but I lost my best friend.

I didn't know very much about the Kree when | went to
India, | just wanted to visit wh Cindy. But when | saw how
happy she was and when Cindy started telling me about her life
there, and what she believed in, | was really impressed. |
wanted to meet Swami Kree myself but, of course, he's so
sensitive to odor and everything else, | couldet past his
guards. | still smelled like an American.

The song was an inspiration. | think | must have
dreamed it, or maybe | wrote it in a previous incarnation,
because the words and melody just came to me all at once and
it was like being a medium fahis spiritual essence that was
outside me somehow. | wrote down the song in a single
afternoon.

For months | kept the song to myself, singing it in the
shower, when suddenly | realized that the song wasn't mine at
all, it was his, and somehow | had bedosen to receive it and
write it down and now | must find Swami Kree and sing it to
him.

That was really scary to think about. It still is.

(LIGHTS RISE FULL in tavern.)
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Scene Nine

(CONTINUOUS: Ann joins Stella, Frank and Billy in the
tavern, conng from the rest room. Frank and Billy are into
some serious drinking.)

STELLA: Well, don't you look nice.

ANN: Did my mother leave?

STELLA: Her, Rex and Margie went for a ride. She'll be right
back. Another white wine?

ANN: I'd better switch to seveup.

STELLA: | noticed you and your mother don't see-&yeye.

ANN: Which is totally ridiculous. There's supposed to be
religious freedom in this country.

STELLA: | got the impression she wasn't really criticizing your
beliefs, just sort of, you know, miag you moving away from
home.

ANN: People think we're brainwashed. It's so ridiculous. | have
two years of college. | worked as a bookkeeper after that. I'm
not some druggedut weirdo or something.

(Stella serves her the sevep.)

STELLA: Lot of misunderstanding in the world, I'll grant you
that.

ANN: | think people are jealous because the Kree are so happy.
People are so miserable with all their extrarital affairs and
divorces and careers and taxes and doctor bills, they go into a
rage whenevehey meet someone who is perfectly happy and
content.

STELLA: Are you perfectly happy and content? You look a
little nervous, to be honest.
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ANN: I'm nervous about singing the song. What if Swami
doesn't like it?

STELLA: You must want into that ashram pregd. Couldn't
you rent an apartment and still go worship there?

ANN: It's the honor of living so close to him. His love is so
powerful. They're building a new ashram from the ground up,
and people will be coming from all over the world to live there.
It's just incredible to think that | could be part of something like
that.

STELLA: You must've left Portland pretty early in the morning
to get here when you did.

ANN: We had a fight last night. | can't believe she followed
me.

STELLA: I'm not choosing sidesinderstand, but | think your
mother's more tolerant than you give her credit for. She just
doesn't want to lose you.

ANN: She's not losing me. That's another stupid thing people
are always bringing up, that the ashram is a prison or
something. The Kree speé lots of time outside the ashram.
There's tea to sell, books and bread to sell, lots of things.
STELLA: You need to raise money in any religion. | read
where the Kree even opened a nightclub in Portland. That
surprised me, to be honest.

ANN: We like to lave a good time, just like anybody else.
STELLA: Nightclub seemed a little wild for a religious group.
ANN: It's just a place to have fun. We dance to the Kree rock
band? the Blue Bliss.

STELLA: Why not? The Salvation Army does it.

ANN: We're not like theSalvation Army.

STELLA: Drumming up business with music, | mean.

(BLACKOUT.)
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Scene Ten
(LIGHTS RISE on Frank in neutral area.)

FRANK: Nobody in my family was musical at all. Only music
in the house was Hank Williams and such on the radio. But
they had a piano in the little school | went to. That wasn't here
in Juniper but out in the desert, past Fossil. It was one of them
little school houses that teach all the grades in there together,
and they had a piano. The teacher would play it when wg sun
hymns.

| learned about honkionk in the Army, in Korea,
from a fellow named B.J. He was a colored man and he played
honky-tonk piano himself. Right away | liked that ol' music
better than just about anything I'd ever heard before. B.J. kept
teaching mdittle bits and pieces of it but, of course, pianos
were hard to come by in Korea, about the only place to find
one was in the NCO Club and it wasn't very often that it was
empty enough for a beginner like myself to sit down and
practice. B.J. taught mecauple of nice licks, though. Then he
found himself on the wrong end of a commie mortar and that
was the end of my honkipnk lessons.

| used to play Stella's piano every once in a while when
| was drinking but, to tell the truth, | never did remember too
well how it turned out. But people seemed to like it. Then when
the mill shut down, | figured | might start practicing regular
and surprise myself. There was nothing else to do. Flirting with
Stella, that's about it. Then | got the idea she was taking me
more serious than | intended and even flirting stopped being
fun.

So, | told myself, why not take up the piano again? |
was just about to get off my butt, too. Then Stella went and
sold it out from under me. It was June 17th.

(BLACKOUT.)
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Scene Eleven

(LIGHTS RISE on the RolRoyce. Rex is driving, the two
women in the back seat.)

MARGIE: Don't you go getting us no speeding ticket we can't
afford.

REX: Who's going to stop us? Billy's getting himself into some
serious drinking. Damn, would | love own one of these.
Rides as smooth as silk, don't she?

(A pause.)

MARGIE: You live around here?

JOY: Portland.

MARGIE: Too bad about your daughter joining them blue
shirts. | don't see why anybody would do that, personally. They
say he has twenyix of these cars. How can you feel religious
about somebody with so many expensive cars?

REX: | feel like I'm in heaven!

JOY: It's called brainwashing.

MARGIE: You think they hypnotized your daughter or
something?

JOY: It's more subtle than that. Some vergrigdd coamen
take advantage of young people who are searching for answers.
MARGIE: (sincerely)Answers to what?

(A pause.)
REX: What do you do in Portland?
JOY: | teach.

MARGIE: | got a cousin who teaches kindergarten.
JOY: | teach at the University.
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REX: A professor?

JOY: Yes.

REX: Your daughter must have a pretty good job herself.
When she bought her sevep, she flashed a bankroll that
wouldn't quit.

JOY: She just received an inheritance from my late husband. |
take it she plans to give it all tsm@mi Cretin.

REX: She's pretty interested in him, alright. Even wrote a song
about him.

JOY: A song?

REX: About how much she needs him and all.

JOY: The Kree practice a sophisticated form of brainwashing, |
swear they do. What | should have done with Ciidigire a
deprogrammer before she left the country. Maybe that's what |
should do with Annie.

REX: She ain't a kid.

JOY: Her mind is somewhere in the sixth grade.

MARGIE: | saw something on TV about how they do that. |
think if I was in your shoes, I'd\aone it.

(A pause.)

REX: Want me to kidnap your daughter for you?

MARGIE: Rex!

REX: Me and Frank could do it easy. We'd drive her back to
Portland and you could hire yourself a deprogrammer.
MARGIE: Don't listen to him, he gets crazy ideas all theetim
REX: Be easy to do.

MARGIE: He's just bored from not working.

REX: What do you say?

JOY: What would you charge?

MARGIE: Rex! Criminy!

REX: To be honest, I'm not sure what the going rates are. I'd
trust you to be fair.
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JOY: All I'd ask you to do is drivéer to Portland. | could
handle it from there. Two hundred dollars?

REX: Sounds fair to me. Do we have a deal?

MARGIE: You two are talking about a crime here.

JOY: You said it's what you would've done.

MARGIE: But when Rex gets involved, nothing turns oght.
REX: Thanks a hell of a lot for the vote of confidence.
MARGIE: You'll wind up behind bars and then where will you
be?

REX: In jail, Margie! Hang on, I'm gonna see how fast this ol'
Rolls will go ...

(BLACKOUT.)

Scene Twelve

(LIGHTS RISE otthe tavern. Billy heads for the men's room.)
BILLY: | was afraid this would happen. Rex is dangerous
when he's not working.

STELLA: He'll be back.

(When Billy is gone, Ma enters.)

MA: Pardon me. Do you have a phone | can use?

STELLA: Right throughhtere.

MA: Thank you.

(She goes to the phone and will make a call.)

ANN: That's Ma Prama Rama Kree! She's the Swami's
personal secretary.

STELLA: I've seen her on television.

ANN: But the car isn't here. She must've come for the car.
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(Swami enters. Hevears his cowboy hat and nose plug. He
surveys the tavern, saying nothing. Finally he chooses a table
and sits down.)

(Frank enters from the men's room. He passes Ma on the
phone. When he spots Swami, he stops. He then heads straight
for the exit and i®ut of there.)

(Ma returns and goes to Swami.)

MA: They found the car. It's at the Juniper Tavern.

STELLA: This is the place. We got a man out rdesting it
right now.

MA: What happened to the car?

STELLA: Nothing Rex can't fix. He'll have it in ltet shape
than when you lost it. Can | get you folks anything while you're
waiting?

MA: Do you have herb tea?

STELLA: No, but I think I've got some Lipton around here
somewhere. Used to be a mill worker who drank tea. What the
hell was his name? Must'vedyethree or four years ago.

MA: I'll have a glass of water.

STELLA: And you ... sir?

MA: Swami will have water as well.

(Billy enters from the men's room and goes to Swami.)
BILLY: Found your car.

MA: We know.

BILLY: Should be back any minute.

(No reply. Billy hesitates, then heads for the exit.)

STELLA: You leaving?
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BILLY: Think | better see what Rex is up to before | put on my
Santa suit.

(He exits. Ma takes out her knitting, something blue. Ann
makes a slow approach to Swami.)

MA: Yes?

ANN: | believe.

MA: You wear blue. But no medallion.

ANN: | haven't been accepted yet. But | want to belong. |
really do.

MA: And you want to live on the new ashram.

ANN: Oh, | do very much!

MA: You and thousands of our followers around the world.

(Disappointe, Ann turns to go.)

SWAMI: Please sit down. Please ...

(Ann sits.)

SWAMI: What is it you want to tell me? | can feel the energy
of your question but | don't know what it is.

ANN: | wrote a song. Or maybe it was just given to me. It's
about the Kreeabout you.

SWAMI: Then sing it.

(Ann closes her eyes and begins to sing.)

ANN: (singing)You came from a land

So far away

To teach us the Truth

And show us the Way

You've always possessed
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What we hope to find
The secrets of life
True peace of mine

(Chorus)Swami, please hear my plea
I know my path

Lies with the Kree

Swami, I'll give all | own

To live in your light

Never alone

(Joy has entered and approaches the table.)
JOY: (to Swami, interruptingyVe met briefly in Bombay.
(Ann stops singim)

JOY: | said, we've met before. My daughter was in your
ashram in Bombay. Her name was Cindy. She got hit by a car
over there. She died. I'd come over to get her body but she was
cremated before | arrived. Her ashes were thrown in the river. |
made arappointment to see you but could never pass your odor
test. Apparently | stunk, no matter how many showers | took.
Finally I saw you walking across the ashram grounds. | ran up
to you and our eyes met before your guards pulled me away.
Do you remember tita1'm sure we made eye contact.

(A pause. Swami doesn't reply. The moment is tense. No one
moves.)

JOY: I'M TALKING TO YOU!

(BLACKOUT. End of Act One.)
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ACT TWO

Scene One
(LIGHTS RISE on Rex in the neutral area.)

REX: The bottom line isyou gotta eat. | don't know what
Margie expects me to do. You won't find a harder working
sumbitch than yours truly but | can't open up the mill if the
company don't want it open. If the mill ain't open, | can't haul
logs. It's that simple.

There was aitne when I'd've hit the road by now. But,
damn it, | love this part of the country. | love Central Oregon. |
love Juniper, the home I'm buying, my neighbors, the kind of
life we share. | wake up in the morning, look out my kitchen
window, and see nothing bsnowcapped mountains. A rich
man can't see anything prettier.

But you gotta eat, is what | was saying. And if there
ain't work in the woods, that means you gotta find something
else. You gotta use your imagination.

Like winning Luke's goat at poker. Hete didn't have
the cash to match my raise and that means | could've raked in
the pot right then. But he said, Can | put up my goat?
Everybody thought that was funnier'n hell but | started
thinking, Well, why not? | read in the paper that them blue
shirts are health nuts, so maybe | could sell them a little goat's
milk on the side. Course, this was too good an idea to share
with the rest, so | joked about needing a new lawn mower
anyway and let Luke put up his goatwhich | won.

Then Margie wouldn't hava damn thing to do with
that goat anyway, so | just gave it back to Luke. The point is, |
was thinking, | was using my imagination, always looking for a
way to make a buck on the side.
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This is why | thought maybe the Swami would give us
a reward for hisar. This is why | offered to kidnap that lady's
daughter. The jobs that come down the pike may not be the
jobs you're used to having. You gotta be flexible. Because
there's no way on God's green earth you're ever gonna change
the bottom line2 you gotta el You don't eat, you deal
yourself right out of the ball game.

(BLACKOUT.)

Scene Two

(LIGHTS RISE in the tavern. It's the moment immediately after
the end of Act One.)

JOY: | said, I'm talking to you. | know what you're about. |
know what's goig on in that ashram of yours. And you know |
know.

(No reply. Ma knits. Ann sits frozen. Swami sits benevolently. A
pause. Joy turns and goes to the bar. Frank, Rex and Margie
enter.)

ANN: I'm sorry.

SWAMI: Don't worry. Everything will be fine.

ANN: She doesn't understand anything.

SWAMI: She's not alone.

REX: Excuse me, Swami. I'm happy to report that | found your
Rolls-Royce.

MA: He and the other are the ones who stole it. I'm sure of it.
REX: No, ma'am, that's not true.

MA: | was working upstairs anslaw you in the parking lot.

REX: Well, you must not've been there an hour earlier or you
would've seen those kids from Redmond tampering with the
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engine. Christ, when me and Frank saw them doing that, |
didn't know what to expect. | thought maybe theyewvagging

it with a bomb or something. The more | considered that
possibility, the more pissed off | got. Pardon my language,
ma'am, but | was damn mad. We like to be good neighbors here
in Juniper, and the last thing we need is some punks from
Redmond conmg up here to assassinate the Swami. | mean,
that's what went through my mind. So that's why | took the car,
to give it a road test and make sure it was safe to drive. They
could've pulled a pin somewhere, any damn thing. | wanted to
make sure it was safer the Swami to drive. That's the truth,
ma'am. I'm a Christian like yourself.

MA: I'm not a Christian, I'm a Kree.

REX: Well, I'm sure neither religion permits lying.

SWAMI: Thank you for road testing the car.

REX: We just try to be good neighbors.

(A pause. Rex is waiting for his reward.)

REX: Well, Merry Christmas to you.

(A pause. Rex finally moves to the bar.)

MA: Shall we go?

SWAMI: Not yet, Ma.(To Ann)You really wrote that song
yourself?

ANNE: It just came to me.

SWAMI: | think it's beauful.

ANN: You do?

SWAMI: Very much so. What's your name?

(Joy, unable to take any more, exits into the ladies' room. Rex
follows, waiting for her near the door.)

SWAMI: Don't worry. What's your name?
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ANN: Ann. My sister Cindy was in your ashram in Boagb
SWAMI: | remember Cindy very well. She told me about you.
I'm sorry we didn't have a chance to meet in Bombay.

ANN: | heard you speak several times. | was so impressed.
SWAMI: And now you want to live on the ashram, don't you?
ANN: Very much!

SWAMI: Why?

ANN: To seek the truth.

SWAMI: You think you have to come to the ashram to seek
truth?

ANN: | have so much to learn. Please teach me.

SWAMI: | have only one message: the truth is inside you.
ANN: | want to meditate with you. | want to belong to the
Kree

SWAMI: | am not the truth. You are the truth.

ANN: Yes, | want to learn that.

SWAMI: Then look inside yourself!

ANN: | want to learn everything you have to teach me. I'd do
anything to live on the ashram.

SWAMI: | must meditate on this, Ma.

(Ma reachesnto her blue knitting bag and brings out a roll of
blue toilet paper, which she hands to Swami. Swami carries it
to the men's room.)

(Joy exits the ladies' room, meeting Rex.)

REX: You still want your daughter kidnapped to Portland?
JOY: I'm not sure..

REX: With him in the bathroom, it may be now or never. Frank
and | can do it. It's up to you.

JOY: Oh Christ ...

REX: She's your daughter.

JOY: If you think you can ...

REX: Wait here for Swami and keep him occupied.
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(Rex returns to the tavern prape

REX: (To Ma)Want me to drive the other Rolls back to your
ashram, ma'am? | could give Ann a lift.

MA: Our driver is outside, and Swami can drive the other one
himself.

REX: Just trying to be neighborly.

(A pause.)

REX: (To Ann)That's not your W bug outside, is it?

ANN: Yes. Why?

REX: | told you it was hers, Frank. You got a flat and it's
locked. | was going to change it for you but couldn't get the
spare.

ANN: I'm sure it's not locked.

REX: | tried both doors.

ANN: | don't understand.

(Ann heds for the door. Rex follows, gesturing to Frank to
come along.)

REX: I'll be glad to change it for you. Won't we, Frank?
MARGIE: Rex ...

REX: She has a flat, for Christ's sake.

(Ann exits with Rex hustling Frank out behind her.)
MARGIE: Rex!

(Joy, impatient, now comes back into the tavern.)

MARGIE: (To Joy)They're going through with that crazy plan,
aren't they?
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JOY: | don't know what you're talking about.
(Margie exits to see what is going on.)

STELLA: (To Ma)Why's he wear a nose plug?
JOY: He thinks we stink.

(Margie returns.)

MARGIE: They're going through with it! They're kidnapping
her back to Portland!

(Joy exits.)

MARGIE: Stella, they're kidnapping that girl.

STELLA: Come on, Margie. Frank and Rex ain't kidnappers.
MARGIE: They're going to take her to a deprogrammer.

MA: And they accuse us of brainwashing ...

STELLA: If they ain't back in thirty minutes, I'll phone Billy
myself.

(Swami returns from the men's room. Before he arrives, Stella
fetches a clothespin from behind thar and puts it on her
nose. She faces Swami, one nose plug against the other.)
SWAMII: | like your sense of humor!

STELLA: Nothing personal, understand, but I'm allergic to the
smell of curry powder.

(Swami removes his nose plug.)

SWAMI: Of course lunderstand!

(BLACKOUT.)
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Scene Three

(LIGHTS RISE on Rex, Frank and Ann in the pickup. Rex
drives, Ann is wedged between the men.)

REX: She ain't behind us, Frank. She should be right behind us.
ANN: My mother drinks too much. She'll stay in tadill they
kick her out.

REX: | don't know why she ain't behind us. What do you think,
Frank?

FRANK: She ain't behind us?

REX: | don't see her.

FRANK: Then maybe she ain't coming. This is a crazy idea
anyway.

REX: She's got to come. How do we know wheryegd in
Portland?

ANN: Is that where we're going? I'll just leave and come right
back. This is all so stupid.

REX: Maybe I'd better pull into the station and call the tavern.
What do you think?

FRANK: No point in going to Portland if we don't know where
to go.

REX: I'll call the tavern.

ANN: She's paying you to do this, isn't she?

(The truck stops. Rex gets out.)

REX: Keep an eye on her, good buddy.

(He exits.)

ANN: They can put you in jail for doing this. She's not going to

help you. You'll be lefholding the bag alone. She's going to
stay at the tavern and drink herself into a stupor.
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(A pause.)

ANN: | have to go to the bathroom.

FRANK: Better wait till Rex gets back.

ANN: | have to go now. Want me to wet my pants?

FRANK: It dries out.

ANN: | don't believe you guys. She must be paying you pretty
good. She's going to hire a deprogrammer, isn't she? It won't
work. | know what I'm doing. | know what | believe in!

(A pause.)

ANN: How much is she paying you?

(A pause.)

ANN: I'll pay what shedid, plus a hundred dollar if you
drive me to the ashram.

FRANK: This is Rex's deal. You have to talk to him.

ANN: What do you do, go along with everything he says?
FRANK: Rex is my guru, you might say.

(A pause. Ann makes a move to scoot out Riel€dat Frank
grabs her.)

ANN: You're hurting me!

FRANK: You gonna behave?

ANN: Yes.

FRANK: | don't like this any more than you do. Just go along
with it.

(He lets go.)

ANN: This is so stupid. No one can deprogram me.
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FRANK: Look, I'm just looking otufor Rex. If it was me, I'd
move you out to the ashram myself. For nothing.
ANN: They can still put you in jail. You're a-@onspirator.

(Joy enters, standing beside the truck.)

JOY: Hello, Annie.

ANN: Mother, this won't work! You're just getting y@elf in
trouble!

JOY: (To Frank)l want to be alone with her for a minute.
FRANK: I'll tell Rex you're here.

JOY: Tell him we're not going through with it.

(Frank nods and exits. Joy gets into the pickup beside Ann. A
pause.)

JOY: Can we talk?

ANN: There's nothing to say.

JOY: | realize that. You're a very strengnded young
woman. So was Cindy. | don't think a deprogrammer would've
had luck with either of you.

ANN: Thank you.

JOY: You both take after your mother.

ANN: If we have anything at all in comon, you know you
can't change my mind.

JOY: Is Swami Cretin that important to you?

ANN: His name is Swami Kree!

JOY: What happened to you in India?

ANN: | become enlightened.

JOY: | hardly recognized you when you got back.

ANN: Mother, there's no pointithis ...

JOY: India's so pathetic. How can anyone find enlightenment
in a country with so many problems?

ANN: | think India's beautiful.
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JOY: Beautiful! With the streets packed with beggars? You did
see the maimed children begging in the streets, gidn?

ANN: | saw people in their karma.

JOY: In their karma ...

ANN: | saw Being.

JOY: Then perhaps we don't have anything to talk about.
ANN: I'm sure we don't. Goodbye, mother.

JOY: Annie!

ANN: (leaving)You can't change my mind!

JOY: (after her) When youchange it yourself ... you always
have a home ...

(Ann is gone. Joy exits.)

(Rex and Frank return and get into the pickup. Rex fetches a
bottle from under the seat, which they'll share.)

REX: No guts. No imagination.

FRANK: Lady has a right to chaader mind.

REX: Two hundred dollars! For a rowtidp to Portland ...
FRANK: | don't think a deprogrammer would've had much
luck. This probably saves everyone a lot of trouble.

REX: Shit, Frank, | sure miss driving my truck, I'll tell you
that.

FRANK: | hear you.

REX: | don't know if logging will ever be the same. Maybe
Fred Ross had the right idéa chuck the whole deal and start
over.

FRANK: Hard to say.

REX: Sometimes | get so damn frustrated. I'm a working man,
for Christ's sake. If I'm not working, do crazy. | drink too
damn much.

(They drink.)
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REX: I'm not big on patience, you know?
FRANK: | hear you. Neither was your dad.

REX: | guess not.

FRANK: In the old days, when your dad and | got laid off, the
town wasn't safe. | was a little crazy thagself.
REX: You still do pretty good.

FRANK: You should've seen me in the old days.
REX: Dad raise more hell than | do?

FRANK: I'd call it even. Like father, like son.
REX: Shit ...

FRANK: You want to head back?

REX: | want to scream.

FRANK: So scream.

(A pause.)

REX: Shit, Frank. Where's it all end?

FRANK: Your guess is as good as mine.

REX: Goddamn it to hell anyway!

FRANK: | hear you, buddy. Hear you loud and clear.

(They drink. BLACKOUT.)

Scene Four
(LIGHTS RISE on Joy in the neutral area.)

JOY: When Annie told me she was going to visit Cindy in
India, | thought, Yes, maybe Annie can talk sense to her in a
way that | can't. Cindy was her father's daughter but Annie was
more like me2 more deliberate and practical in her view of
the world. If anyone could talk sense to Cindy, it would be
Annie.

117



Charles Deemer

Needless to say, | was wrong. The power those people
have over young minds! When Annie returned, | saw in an
instant that something had happened to her over there. She had
this look in her eye, a loo#tivorced from intelligence and self
awareness. She looked like a blissful zombie. She couldn't be
talked to, a conversation was quite beyond her power. All she
could speak were platitudes about Swami Cretin.

Then Cindy was hit by a car. | went to India
immediately.

India was a nightmare. The heat and humidity were
insufferable, the streets of Bombay were filthy and the air stank
with smoke from the crematorium. It was like going to another
planet. Everywhere you turned there were beggars, old men
and womenand even children, some of them maimed, all of
them pathetic and filthy, pleading for handouts with shrill cries
of "Ma, Ma!"

The weeks and months after returning were the worst
in my life. | was drinking too much, my teaching suffered. And
then Swami Crin came to Oregon. Well, there's karma for
you.

I knew we'd have our confrontation. | didn't know
when or how, but | knew it was going to happen.

(LIGHTS RISE full on tavern, as Swami approaches Joy. Ma is
knitting. Stella is behind the bar. Margie sjts

SWAMI: At last we can talk.

JOY: I've tried talking to you.

SWAMI: There is a time for silence. And a time for language.
JOY: There's a time for exposing what you're really about.
SWAMI: | know how you feel. | used to feel that way myself.
JOY: You krow nothing about how | feel.

SWAMI: | was not always a guru. | used to teach at University,
like you do.

JOY: How do you know that?
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SWAMI: Cindy told me. She was very fond of you. She
wanted you to understand her.

JOY: What | understand is that you braisived her.

SWAMI: You think | did that?

JOY: It's not an opinion. It's a fact.

SWAMI: When | taught at University, | also looked at the
gurus in my country as fakes, as tricksters out to prey on the
gullible lost souls who are everywhere. | was a blind s&ep
like yourself. But then a marvelous thing happened. | woke up
one morning with eyesight! | quit University the same day.
JOY: | know what you're about, Swami Cretin.

SWAMI: You feel so much anger.

JOY: Of course I'm angry! | lost both my daughters doiry
lies.

SWAMI: You think you feel anger because your daughters are
gone. But no one is gone. The form of life changes only. The
reality is immortal.

JOY: Your mystical mumbgumbo won't work with me. Cindy

is dead.

SWAMI: Cindy's karma took her on manguyneys, as it
continues to do now and in the future, and in one of those
journeys you were blessed to play the role of her mother. You
should celebrate your good fortune, not grieve for what was
inevitable.

JOY: Don't mock my grief! Cindy would be alivediay except

for you.

SWAMI: You don't feel grief for Cindy.

JOY: Cindy is dead! Of course | feel grief.

SWAMI: The grief you feel is for yourself. And why should
you grieve for yourself? Because you didn't love your daughter
fully when it was possible tolf you'd loved her fully,
unconditionally, during the accident of your role as mother,
then all your energies would have been dissipated in that great
total love.
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JOY: You know nothing about love. You don't even respect
human life.

MA: They don't understah Swami. Let's return to the ashram.
SWAMI: Not yet, Ma.

JOY: The only thing | regret is not stopping you from
brainwashing anyone else.

SWAMI: I've been thinking about our meeting. First Cindy
comes to India and then | meet you and Ann here. This is
significant.

JOY: I'm going to expose your mystical mumjoonbo for the
crap it really is. There is no karma. There is no spiritual
journey. There is life2 right here and now. Breath! Heart
beat! When it ends, we are dead. We are gone from the earth
forever.Period.

SWAMI: You have such a small mind. You think in a prison.
JOY: It's impossible to talk to you, isn't it? You think you have
a monopoly on the truth.

SWAMI: The truth is not in me. The truth is in you.

JOY: Then why do you have so many disciplesikg your
feet?

SWAMI: | have nothing to do with this. For the past month,
I've been telling my followers the truth every day. | say, "You
are going in the wrong direction when you come to me. Go
inward, into yourself. Go home!" | tell them this, and tladly
nod. But no one goes home! It usually takes many months for
them to understand the truth. Then they leave and tell people
that | am a fraud. At last, they aren't using me for a crutch!
They've made a beginning! This makes me very happy.

JOY: You standhere and expect me to believe you want your
followers to go home? You are so goddamn clever ...

SWAMI: | tell them they can stay on the ashram for as long as
they like. But this is a vacation on the spiritual journey.

JOY: I'll agree with you on one thingknew we were going to
meet again. And when we did, | was going to silence you once
and for all.
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SWAMI: | just ended a vow of silence.

JOY: You goddamn charlatan. As long as you didn't talk, no
one could show you up.

SWAMI: There is a time for silencAnd a time for language.
JOY: You talk in circles.

SWAMI: See? The trutls in you!

JOY: You know why | wanted to see you again? To shoot you.
| have a gun in my purse.

SWAMI: Then use it.

JOY: You think | won't?

SWAMII: It's irrelevant whether you do orino

STELLA: | don't allow threats like that in my tavern, lady.
Now sit down and behave yourself.

(Joy sits. Billy enters, dressed as Santa Claus but not wearing
his beard.)

BILLY: If you promise not to tell anyone, Santa can use a
drink. Where's Rex?dee he brought the car back.
STELLA: I'm not sure what's going on.

(Ma gathers her things to leave.)

SWAMI: Sit down, Ma.
MA: They understand nothing.
SWAMI: But now | understand ...

(Swami approaches Joy again.)

JOY: Don't you know when to leaveell enough alone?

SWAMI: Another thing they don't understand at the ashram is
that I'm not their guru. It's not for the student to pick the
teacher. How can the student know what he needs? The guru
chooses the disciple and not vigersa. This is alwayfie way.

JOY: Don't press your luck ...
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SWAMI: Yet gurus do not consciously choose their students
either. Events reveal their students to them. This is my
revelation just now. This is why Cindy came to India and
talked so much about you. This is why Ann eahere today,

so that you would follow her. Everything is happening
according to its karma. Everything has been arranged for this
moment of revelation.

(A pause.)

SWAMI: | amyour guru!

JOY: You! ... are not! ... my guru!

SWAMI: | don't like it any bder than you do. But I'm your
guru.

JOY: You are no one's guru! You, Swami Cretin, are a fake,
and if I'm the only one in this room who knows it, at least there
is someone? me! 2 who isn't being brainwashed.

SWAMII: It's incredible, Ma. I'm this lady's gulr But why me?
Life is such a joke!

(BLACKOUT.)

Scene Five
(LIGHTS RISE on Margie in neutral area.)

MARGIE: All of a sudden everybody's worried about the
meaning of life. | don't understand it. You're supposed to live
life, not try to figure it ait.

Course, | believe the way | was brought up to believe,
same as my parents.

The meaning of life? I'll tell you a little meaning of life
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Rex comes in this morning at five, smelling like a
brewery and full of romance. My first impulse was to kick him
out of the house. But Rex has my number, I'll hand that to him,
he sure knows how to swelk ol' Margie.

So his sweetalking finally gets me interested and then
the sorof-abitch is too damn drunk to get it up!

Now there's some goddamn meaning of life

(BLACKOUT.)

Scene Six

(LIGHTS RISE in the tavern. We hear the closing chorus of
"Rudolph, the RetNosed Reindeer" on the jukebox.)

(Joy goes to the ladies' room. Swami sits ctegged on the
floor, meditating. Ma is knitting. Stella is behitite bar. Billy
and Margie sit at the bar.)

(The song ends.)
BILLY: Guy who wrote that is a millionaire.
(Ann, Rex and Frank enter.)

ANN: Is my mother here?

STELLA: She's in the can.

REX: (about SwamiyWhat's he doing?

STELLA: | think he's meditatig.

REX: What for?

STELLA: Mill workers drink beer, swamis meditate. It's the
nature of things.

MARGIE: Have a nice time in Portland?

REX: I'm in no mood for wisecracks, Margie.
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ANN: Is there a motel around here?
STELLA: Down the highway about two miles.
ANN: Do you think they have a vacancy?
STELLA: They haven't been full up in years.

(Rex approaches Swami, stares at him, then takes the Swami's
blue cowboy hat and puts it on his head, trading his baseball
cap for it. He goes back to the bar.)

ANN: Why did you do that?

REX: Just being neighborly. | don't take just anybody's hat.
BILLY: No trouble, Rex.

REX: | don't know, Sheriff Billy2 I've never been arrested by
Santa Claus before.

(Frank goes to Rex and removes the cowboy hat.)

REX: What do you timk you're doing?

(A stand off: then Frank removes his baseball cap and puts it
on Rex. A tense pause.)

REX: (laughing)Get asshole here a beer on me.

(Frank goes to Swami and puts the cowboy hat back on him.
He puts on Rex's baseball cap.)

(Joy reurns from the rest room.)

JOY: | wasn't sure you were coming back.

ANN: Just long enough to find a motel. Goodbye, mother.
JOY: Annie! Let's enjoy a little bit of Christmas together.
ANN: We have nothing to talk about.

(She starts out.)
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JOY: Annie!
ANN: We can't talk until you accept me as | am. Goodbye,
mother.

(She moves again to leave but is stopped by:)

SWAMI:
AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH
I

BILLY: What's the problem here?

REX: What the hell's the matter with you?

SWAMI:
AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH
I

Everything is foolishness!

Everything is pride!

Everything is ego!

Everything is blindness!

The eyes do not see!

The ears do not hear!

The nose does not smell!

The tongue does not taste!

The mouth only is alive with speaking!

Everythirg is speaking, speaking, speaking!

Speaking and pride and ego and foolishness!
AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH
HHHHHHH!

(Ma has approached Swami with a glass of water, which she
now throws in his face. Swami is immediately silent. He looks
around. Heslowly gets up. All eyes are fixed on him.)

SWAMI: | feel like the center of attention!
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You are asking yourself, What was that all about? I'll
be expounding on the significance of what you've just
witnessed in my lecture tonight. Usually we charge oetsid
two dollars and fifty cent® but all of you can come free. A
Christmas present from Swami Kree!

(To Joy)And you 2 it would make my job so much
easier if you came to stay at the ashram.

JOY: You're insane.

ANN: If there's a vacancy, | could make mumdtter use of it
than she can.

SWAMI: Ann, | cannot choose my students. Events choose
them for me.

ANN: She doesn't even believe in you.

SWAMI: If you want to live on the ashram, Ann, then come.
Perhaps this is the only way you'll understand that | antheot
truth. You are the truth.

JOY: You goddamn charlatan!

SWAMII: It is common for the student to reject the guru. This is
further proof of the guru's obligation.

JOY: You are not my guru!

SWAMI: We'll see. Good people, I've enjoyed meeting you all.
We'reneighbors! | hope to see you at my lecture tonight. Shall
| make reservations?

(No reply.)

SWAMI: No reservations? Good! There are enough fools
listening to me already. The truth is not in me. The truth is in
you.

JOY: If the truth's in me, Swami Cnefi I'm here to tell
everyone you're a fake!

SWAMI: (ignoring this) Ann, you can ride with me to the
ashram if you like.

ANN: | have my car. I'll follow you.

SWAMI: Good people, Merry Christmas to all!
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(Swami, Ma and Ann exit. Joy follows quickly behidtdthe
doorway, she takes a gun from her purse and fires once,
outside. A scream from Ma.)

STELLA: (hurrying to Joy)Why don't you give me the gun,
honey? I'll give you a nice cold beer on the house.

BILLY: You just sit down and relax, lady. Stella, detr that
beer.

(Swami, Ma and Ann return. Swami is wounded in the arm.)

MA: Swami, please ...

SWAMI: Relax, Ma. This has to be done.

MA: We have to get you to a hospital.

SWAMI: JOY!? Where did you get such a ridiculous name?
When you join the Kree, dm going to name you Smoldering
Volcano.

BILLY: No trouble, Swami.

SWAMI: You're shooting in the wrong direction. The anger
you feel is really for yourself.

BILLY: You'd better get that looked at.

REX: | can drive him to the hospital in the Rolls.

BILLY: Better do it.

SWAMI: Maybe "Merry Christmas" was the wrong thing to
say, Ma. | need a new exit line.

(They start out.)
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(Swami, Ma and Rex are goje.
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ANN: | don't believe this, mothel(To Billy) What are you
going to do with her?

BILLY: Gonna have to book her.

ANN: | just can't believe you did that.

(Ann is comforted by Margie and both exit.)

BILLY: We're gonna have to go into town, ma'am.
JOY:Can | have another beer?

BILLY: | have a Christmas show to do.

JOY: Very well.

(Billy starts off with Joy.)

STELLA: You take care of yourself, Joy. Do a good Christmas
show, Billy.
BILLY: I'll be back later.

(Billy and Joy exit.)

STELLA: | need alrink.

FRANK: | can't believe she did that.

STELLA: He didn't help, egging her on like he did.

FRANK: Don't defend what she done, Stella. She could've
killed him.

STELLA: When he started yelling like a lunatic, | thought of
shooting him myself.

FRANK: Thinking and doing are two different things.

STELLA: He was asking for trouble.

FRANK: I think | know why he started yelling.

STELLA: | knew from the beginning it was a stunt to get us
to one of his talks.

FRANK: No, I think he has a point.

STELLA: What poirt is that?

128



CHRISTMAS AT THE JUNIPER TAVERN

FRANK: "Ahhhh!" I've felt the same way myself more than
once.

STELLA: So what the hell's "ahhhh!" supposed to mean?
FRANK: It means you've got something to say but just don't
know how to say it, so you say "ahhhh!" instead.

STELLA: Go play somenusic.

(Frank goes to the jukebox. Christmas music will play.)

STELLA: | can still sympathize with what that lady done. I'm
not saying she should've shot him but, hell, there's something
about that man that mixes you all up. People are so lost any
more they believe anything just for the security of it. What
kind of answer is "ahhhh!"? God help us if we end up with five
thousand people out on the ranch, all screaming "ahhhh!"
FRANK: You get this place full of loggers and what do you
hear? Nothing but Hiering. "Yahoo!" "Yehee!" "Timber!"
Same difference.

STELLA: Well, if you're looking for a blue shirt, Frank, the big
sales start tomorrow.

FRANK: I'm not joining up with anybody.

STELLA: And here | thought you had an ulterior motive,
waking me up so earkhis morning.

FRANK: What motive is that?

STELLA: Think about it, Frank.

(A pause.)

STELLA: Frank, are you going to ask me to marry you or not?
FRANK: | don't know what to tell you.

STELLA: | just want to know where | stand.

FRANK: | can understanthat, Stella, and | did give it some
thought.

STELLA: And you decided, "ahhhh!"
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FRANK: I'm too fixed in my ways. | got more bad habits than
you can shake a stick at. | wake up in the morning coughing so
bad I'm not fit to be near.

STELLA: I've woken up wh you in the morning, Frank.
FRANK: Now and again ain't bad but regular I'd drive you
crazy. You know how much | care for you, Stella, but I'm
already upstairs more often than I've got a right to be.
STELLA: That's my decision, not yours.

FRANK: I'm too séin my ways. I'm a lone wolf and a born
bachelor.

STELLA: Well, you finally said it! What the hell took you so
long?

(She fetches Frank's Christmas present.)

STELLA: Merry Christmas, Frank. Well, open it.
FRANK: Sometimes it's hard to keep up with yau

(He opens the present. It's a book, and he reads the title.)
FRANK: "The Confirmed Bachelor's Book of Drinkery,
Cookery, and Housekeepery."

STELLA: | know you too goddamn well, Frank. It's Margie
that keeps wanting us to get hitched. | like ouaragement just
fine.

(Frank fetches Stella's gift.)

FRANK: Merry Christmas, Stella.
STELLA: You oughtn't've done that, being out of work.

(She opens it. A blue sdeough nightie.)

STELLA: Oh my word!
FRANK: Try it on.
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STELLA: Later, Frank. Comeith me ...
(She leads him behind the bar.)

FRANK: You need a keg changed?
STELLA: Just go in.

(Frank enters a door behind the bar. Then we hear a chord on
a piano. Stella is delighted. Frank returns.)

FRANK: Always did play better when | was drunk.
STELLA: You ought to practice sober once in a while.
FRANK: | hope you didn't pay more than you sold it for.
STELLA: | want to see you in here practicing every day.

(A pause.)

STELLA: You like it, don't you?

FRANK: Of course | do. I just don't knowhat to say.

STELLA: | thought that meant you were supposed to say
"ahhhh!"

FRANK: Listen ... you want to dance or something?

STELLA: I'd love to dance.

(LIGHTS FADE TO HALF and RISE on Billy in the neutral
area, dressed as Santa Claus.)

BILLY: And there were in the same country shepherds abiding
in the field, keeping watch over their flock by night.

And lo, the angel of the Lord came upon them, and the
glory of the Lord shone round about them: and they were sore
afraid.

And the angel said unto them, Femt: for, behold, |
bring you good tidings of great joy, which shall be to all
people.
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For unto you is born this day in the city of David a
Savior, which is Christ the Lord.

(Focus changes.)

FRANK: Ahhhhhhhh!

STELLA: Maybe you should start your ownlcand give the
Swami a little competition.

FRANK: I'm a lone wolf. | belong in the woods with the rest of
the wild animals.

(Focus changes.)

BILLY: And this shall be a sign unto you: Ye shall find the
babe wrapped in swaddling clothes, lying in a gean

And suddenly there was with the angel a multitude of
the heavenly host praising God, and saying,

Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace, good
will toward men.

(Focus changes.)

FRANK: But we've already logged the woods out of wild
animalsand practically out of trees. Who the hell knows where
it's gonna end?

STELLA: Sshh? it's Christmas.

(Focus changes.)

BILLY: And it came to pass, as the angels were gone away
from them into heaven, the shepherds said one to another, Let
us now go evemunto Bethlehem, and see this thing which is
come to pass, which the Lord hath made known to us.

And they came with haste, and found Mary, and
Joseph, and the babe lying in a manger.
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(LIGHTS OFF neutral area, FULL in tavern.)
FRANK: Fred Ross hit it ght on the money:

I'm in from the cold where the vine maples grow
And the dogwoods bloom in the spring.

I've been in the woods for thirty years

And | haven't accomplished a thing.

(Billy enters, still in part of his Santa costume. Frank and
Stella stopdancing.)

STELLA: How'd the Christmas show go, Billy?

BILLY: Terrible. | kept thinking about that Swami. What the
hell makes a guy like that tick?

STELLA: Ask Frank. He's the convert.

FRANK: I'm a lone wolf.

BILLY: Listening to him got me all mixed upVhen he started
yelling, | felt like yelling back at him.

FRANK: Like this? Ahhhhh!

BILLY: Ahhhhhhhhhhh!

FRANK & BILLY: AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!

STELLA: Frank? Billy?

FRANK & BILLY:
AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!
STELLA: (under the yelling{sod help us all!

(LIGHTS FADE TO BLACKOUT as the yelling continues. The
play is over.)
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Varmints
A tragi-comedy of the Old West in two acts
By Charles Deemer

First performed at the Firehouse Theatre in Portland, Oregon,
on April 28, 1989. Directed by Gary O'Brien.

THE CAST (4M, 2W):

Patrick McGuinness detective, an Irishman

Ruby, proprietor of the Canyon City Room & Board, who
wears a patch over one eye

Lester,her black cook

Stump,a miner, who has a wooden leg

Cincinnatus Hiner Miller,lawyer, miner, Indian fighteand
poet, who wears buckskin

Miss Lee (Rose woman of mystery

TIME AND PLACE:
Canyon City in Eastern Oregon, near the end of the gold rush
in 1865

THE SET:

Interior of Canyon City Room & Board. Cheok desk
upstage, with entrance into kitchen aadcess to basement.
Tables for dining downstage. Left, a main entrance and exit.
Also a neutral area. Entrance to rooms, right, with staircase
leading to upper levels: upstairs is a hallway, a door, Miss
Lee's Room.
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ACT ONE

1/ a summer evening

(AT RISE: LIGHTS UP on MCGUINNESS, who addresses the
audience.)

MCGUINNESS: So I'm standing on a corner in the windy city
of Chicago, puffing on my pipe and looking every bit of the
Pinkerton operative that | am, when I'm struck my lightning.
There's no diter way to put it. I'm electrified to my toes by the
flashing clarity of sudden insight. | dare say, Sir Isaac Newton
himself couldn'tve been more overwhelmed, being beaned by
an apple and having the secrets of the Universe open suddenly
before him.

How can | describe the consequences of such sudden
insight? My life changed in an instant. Immediately | knew
what | must do. So | tapped the ashes of my pipe against the
heel of a boot, and returned straightaway to the office, where |
resigned. They couldn'ebeve it: Patrick McGuinness resign!
But why? What would | do? "I'm leaving Chicago for business
ventures elsewhere,” | told them. And then | hurried away to
make my plans.

With sudden insight before me, there was no choice
but to follow the clues of juske to their conclusion, even
though it meant going to the godawful wilds of the new state of
Oregon. | shuddered to think what strange beasts and lizards
would be waiting for me, so far from the trappings of
civilization. But the chameleon | was after visbbe under one
of those same Oregon rocks, | was sure éf isomewhere in
that godforsaken territory was my former colleague, Thomas
O'Reilly himself, and his beautiful bride Rose, each
congratulating the other for pulling off the crime of the century.
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| could hardly wait to see their expressions when | walked up
and, with a tip of my hat, ordered the first round. It would be
worth a celebration to be sure, for after solving this crime |
would have the reputation to start my own agency. I'd never
have towork for another man again.

So | bought my ticket and headed west, in search of
gold and lizards. Little did | know how vast that godforsaken
Oregon wilderness is and how many cold and sleepless nights |
would spend before finding the lizards | was afteor at least
finding the prettiest one. | must admit that by this time | was
wondering if that flash of lightning hadn't been discharged by
the Devil himself, so weary was | in my journey and so hungry
for a bowl of Mary Killarney's stew and a mug of stotien |
walked into Canyon City Room & Board, looking only for a
bed and whatever "vittles® to use a new word I'd learned in
the west? whatever vittles would stay put on the table . . . |
walked in and soon found myself struck by lightning again . . .

(LIGHTS OFF McGuinness and UP FULL on the interior of
Canyon City Room & Board. MILLER is at a table, working on
a poem. He recites aloud.)

MILLER: "Here lifts the land of clouds!
Fierce mountain forms,

Made white with everlasting snow,
look down

Through mists of many canyons,
mighty storms

That stretch from Autumn's purple,
drench and drown

The yellow hem of Spring."

(LISTER has entered with Miller's coffee.)

MILLER: What do you think, Lester, my boy?
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LESTER: You tell me, Hiner. If this coffeeri't strong enough
for you, you can always go to Susie's down the street.
MILLER: Abandon Canyon City's center of culture! Never! |
was wondering what you thought of my new poem:

"Tall cedars frown

Dark-brow'd, through banner'd

clouds that stretch and eam

Above the sea from snowy mountain crown.

The heavens roll, and all things drift or seem

To drift about and drive like some majestic dream.”

Well?

LESTER: It'll never play at the dance hall.

MILLER: What dance hall recognizes genius? With this poem
2 number fortythree, my boy? I'm only seven shy of my
first book. Mark my word, Lester, I'll be taking the manuscript
to Portland before fall.

LESTER: So how's the coffee?

MILLER: Better.

LESTER: There's always Susie's.

MILLER: You know I'm ruthlessly loylato my friends. As |
expect they'll be to me, when my book appears.

LESTER: You name it yet?

MILLER: Don't name the baby before it's born, my boy.
LESTER: You want anything else before | go back to my
dishes?

MILLER: | was hoping to meet Miss Lee for ceé.

LESTER: | haven't seen her yet this morning.

MILLER: She spends most of the day in her room, painting,
does she not?

LESTER: Ruby would know better than me.

(RUBY has entered from the kitchen and hears this.)

RUBY: I'd know what better?
MILLER: | was wondering when Miss Lee would be down.
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RUBY: Miller, | knew it wasn't my food or coffee that had you
hanging around here lately. You should be out trying to make a
living like the rest of the men.

MILLER: The rest of the men don't have my gift.

RUBY: They don't have something you got, I'll grant you that.

(Lester has started away and will exit.)

MILLER: Lester! Thanks for strengthening the coffee. It's now
guite adequate.

RUBY: You ain't in San Francisco, Hiner. Around here, you
take what you get.

MILLER: A man takes his sensibilities with him, wherever he
may go.

RUBY: How's your book coming?

MILLER: I finished number fortythree only a moment ago:

"l stood where thunderbolts were wont

To smite they Titarffashioned front,

And heard dark mountaineek and roll;

| saw the lightning's gleaming rod

Reach forth and write on Heaven's scroll

The awful autograph of God!"

(As Miller recites the poem, McGuinness enters, carrying a
bag. He looks travel weary. He stands just inside the doorway,
leaving thedoor open behind him.)

RUBY: Help you?

MCGUINNESS: Do you have a spare room?

RUBY: Dollar a night without meals, dollar and a half with.
MCGUINNESS: With.

RUBY: Just sign in.

(Ruby has a pistol in her belt and quickly draws it now,
shooting at somethg on the floor near the door.)
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RUBY: And close the door behind you, before the lizards get
the run of the place.

(He does so, then cautiously approaches the front desk to sign
in.)

RUBY: We stop serving breakfast at eight. Dinner is noon till
onethirty, and supper five to seven.

MCGUINNESS: That's fine. I'd like to pay a week in advance.
RUBY: Let's see, that'd come to ...

MCGUINNESS: Te-fifty.

RUBY: Right.

(McGuinness pays her.)

RUBY: We got beef stew for dinner.

MCGUINNESS: I've been dreamird a good stew for weeks.
RUBY: Your room's up the stairs and all the way down the
hall.

MCGUINNESS: Thank you.

(He starts to leave, right.)

(As McGuinness approaches the stairway, MISS LEE comes
down and enters: he nods as she passes. He starte @pails

and near the top will eavesdrop for a bit, hearing Miller's
poem below.)

(Miss Lee takes the table farthest from Miller's table.)
RUBY: Tea or coffee, Miss Lee?
MISS LEA: Tea. My stomach's unsettled this morning.

RUBY: Not from supper last nird, | hope.
MISS LEE: | think not.

140



VARMINTS

RUBY: Be a few minutes.
(She leaves to make the tea.)

(A beat, as Miller decides on his plan of action. He recites from
a poem:)

MILLER: "I am sitting alone in the moonlight,
In the moonlight soft and clear,

And athousand thoughts steal o'er me,
While penciling, sitting here."

(The LIGHTS FADE as a spot comes up on McGuinness on the
stairs.)

MCGUINNESS: So I'm listening in to the most godawful
poem I've heard in all my days, but grinning all the same, for
the young lady downstairs is Rose O'Reilly herself, Chicago's
most famous painter and the bride of the biggest lizard this side
of hell. She doesn't know me but | surely know her from all the
pictures in the Chicago papers when Thomas took her hand in
marriage. At last, my journey into this godforsaken Oregon
wilderness was nearing its end ...

(LIGHTS OFF McGuinness and back UP FULL in the
boarding house.)

MILLER: "By unnamed rivers of the Oregon north,
That roll darkheaved into the turbulent hills,

| have made my home. The wild heart thrills

With memories fierce, and a world storms forth."

(A beat. Miller moves to Miss Lee's table, standing by it.)
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MILLER: Allow me to introduce myself. Cincinnatus Hiner
Miller 2 lawyer, Indian fighter, poet and mah culture. And
you are ... ?

(No reply.)

MILLER: Miss Lee, I've heard you called. | understand that
you paint. You're an artist. I'd consider it an honor to see your
work, Miss Lee.

(No reply.)

MILLER: As a poet myself, | well understand the shgs of

the sensitive soul. | used to be shy as well. Then it occurred to
me, if | don't face the cruel world head and let it know that
genius has appeared on its philistine shores, then who will play
my trumpet for me? No one. No one! Oh, | assure yauasn't
easy to toot my own horn at first. Humility is my very breath.
But it had to be done. Genius is a gift and my choice was to
reject it 2 or to embrace it. | chose the latter.

(No reply.)

MILLER (reciting). "I move among the frowning firs;
Black bats wheel by in rippled whirs!"

(He sits down at the table.)

MILLER: It's from my first book. What do you think?

MISS LEE: Mister ... ?

MILLER: Cincinnatus Hiner Miller 2 most folks call me
Hiner.

MISS LEE: Mr. Miller, | do not recall inviting yoto join me.
MILLER: I'm guilty of inviting myself, madam.

MISS LEE: If you don't mind, | prefer to be alone.
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MILLER: I like spunk in a woman. Especially in an artist.

MISS LEE: I'm not an artist.

MILLER: I've heard that you paint.

MISS LEE: | dabble. It'$ recreation.

MILLER: How many years | resisted admitting my own
genius! Thinking | was a mere dabbler, a poet for recreation! |
resisted the images that flashed before me, | denied their
brilliance. Perhaps you do the same. May | see your paintings?
MISS LEE: I'm waiting for my tea.

MILLER: After your tea, of course.

MISS LEE: Mr. Miller 2

MILLER: Hiner.

MISS LEE: Mr. Miller, I'm accustomed to drinking my tea in
solitude.

MILLER: Solitude! I have my first pipe in solitude each
morning myself. As a poet, ¢ertainly understand solitude.
Shall | meet you in your room after tea?

MISS LEE: No.

MILLER: Madam, if | may be permitted to share an instinctive
thought 2 | think you are resisting your own genius.

(Ruby returns with the tea.)

RUBY: If he's botheringgou, ma'am, just give a holler.
MILLER: | was just returning to my table. Thank you, Miss
Lee, for the charming company.

(He goes back to his table.)

RUBY: Hiner don't usually hang around here in the morning.
He usually hangs around his office, wattifor somebody who
needs a lawyer. He bother you?

MISS LEE: It's all right. | just needed to stretch before getting
back to work. I'll take my tea upstairs.
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(She gets up to leave.)
RUBY: You want a refill brought up to your room, just holler.

(As Mis Lee passes, Miller stands up, bowing as she leaves.
She exits upstairs.)

RUBY: Don't disturb the guests, Hiner.

MILLER: If you saw in her soul what | see ...

RUBY: I'm not talking about her soul, I'm talking about you
leaving her alone.

MILLER: | am aperfect gentleman, as you well know.

RUBY: Just act like one.

MILLER: | cannot do otherwise.

RUBY: You don't fool me, Hiner. You got smitten by that lady,
and I'm telling you to leave her e at least in my place. She
came here with a gentleman, and l'amesshe's not available
for the likes of you.

MILLER: The gentleman left town, is what | hear.

RUBY: He still might be her husband.

MILLER: Don't vulgarize my attraction, Ruby. It's her artistic
soul that interests me. She's painting art up there.

RUBY: Maybe she is, maybe she ain't.

(McGuinness enters from upstairs.)

RUBY: Everything all right?

MCGUINNESS: Beyond my wildest dreams.
RUBY: If you need anything, holler ...
MCGUINNESS: A cup of coffee, perhaps?
RUBY: Coming right up.

(She exits.)
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MILLER: You look like a weary travelet perhaps you'd like
to join me.
MCGUINNESS: Thank you.

(He sits down at Miller's table.)

MILLER: Cincinnatus Hiner Miller2 lawyer, Indian fighter,
poet and man of culture.

MCGUINNESS: Pleased to meet you. They cadl Fraddy.
MILLER: And what brings you to Canyon City, Paddy? Need |
ask? The lure of gold! Am | right? The challenge and
temptation of instant wealth. Gold, gold! Yes, | can see the
obsession in your eyes. Somewhere out there is a vein of gold
as rich as arishman's blood?> and who but an Irishman has
the luck to find it? Am I right?

MCGUINNESS: A very close guess, you're making.

MILLER: Gold, gold!

MCGUINNESS: And are you prospecting for gold as well?
MILLER: | settle the legal difficulties that greed faold
engenders? at least until my first book of poems appears.
Then | expect to live off my art. And where are you from,
Paddy?

MCGUINNESS: Chicago.

MILLER: The windy city!

MCGUINNESS: The windy city, it is.

MILLER: Never been there. | expect to inclu@kicago on my
first tour, however. How do they like poetry there?
MCGUINNESS: In the pubs, fine.

MILLER: I'm not settling for pubs, Paddy. Give me the
auditoriums! The concert halls!

(Lester enters with the coffee.)

LESTER: You put anything in your dee?
MCGUINNESS: A touch of Irish, but seldom this early.
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MILLER: Another goldseeker, Lester. Paddy, this is the best
cook in Canyon City, though he sometimes makes the coffee
weak.

MCGUINNESS: Pleased to meet you.

LESTER: Don't let Hiner pull your ear.et4 always taking
artistic license.

MILLER: | didn't know you were familiar with the term, my
boy.

LESTER: I'm not your boy, Hiner.

(He exits.)

MILLER: Lester is an enigma. He's wiser than you'd expect a
cook to be? not to mention wiser than you'd eqt a Negro

to be.

MCGUINNESS: I'm surprised to find a Negro in the west. |
thought the country would be full of Indians.

MILLER: They've been laying low since | negotiated a treaty.
MCGUINNESS: You had trouble before?

MILLER: It was very bad for a whildt seems the gold strike
was on land the Paiutes, in their quaint primitive way, regarded
as sacred. Miners were digging up ancestral bones right along
with the nuggets. Fortunately, | know the simple needs of the
Paiutes and managed to pacify them. Nognethe United
States Army has been able to get them to sign a treaty, Paddy,
but yours truly managed it straightaway. You'll never guess
how.

MCGUINNESS: | can't imagine.

MILLER: With a few cases of whiskey.

MCGUINNESS: That's all it took?

MILLER: A tradesecret, Paddy. In Canyon City, I'm regarded
as a political negotiator of remarkable skl but there's
nothing to it. It's no more than a matter of knowing the enemy's
weakness. When | gave them whiskey, they scurried off like
lizards.
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MCGUINNESS: But whahappens when the whiskey's gone?
MILLER: I explained to them that the white man was after Oro
Oregono, not a bunch of bones. And the Oro Oregono is almost
JRQH 7KH\fOO KDYH WKH GHVHUW EDFN W
MCGUINNESS: Oro ... ?

MILLER: Oro Oregono 2 it's Spanish for "Oregon gold." It
also happens to be the title of the epic poem I'm planning for
my second book. Itll be the "lliad" of its day, Paddy! You
NQRZ WKH 3,0LDG ~ Rl FRXUVH
MCGUINNESS: It rings a bell.

MILLER: It's Greek, written by he blind poet Homer. A
masterpiece in its day. About the Trojan Wamation against
nation. But out here, Paddy, in the west, it's man against gold,
man against his own lust for wealth. This is a theme that
outlives nations. Except for the beautiful Helerould we even
remember Troy today? We remember the face that launched a
thousand ships but little else. The Trojan horse. Homer, for all
his talent, picked too small a theme. Nations die, Paddy, but
gold is eternal. And why? Because man's nature is greed
Greed! So that's why, right here in Canyon City, in these dry
and barren hills unseen by most of the world, the greatest
eternal struggle known to man is happening right before our
eyes. Man's lust for gold! Paddy, I'm not ashamed to admit that
this work my second book, will be superior to anything an
American has ever written before. Oro Oregono! | already have
it whole in my mind.

MCGUINNESS: | never expected to find a poet in the Oregon
wilderness.

(The entrance door swings open and a knife conyagjflin,
crashing on the floor. McGuinness dives under the table.
Behind the knife enters STUMP.)

STUMP: Goddamn varmints, stay outside where you belong!
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(He'll fetch his knife and sheath it on his wooden leg, which he
drags heavily alongside him.)

MILLER: The lizards don't bite, Stump.
STUMP: They still give me the creeps.

(McGuinness gets to his feet.)

MCGUINNESS: They give me the creeps as well.

MILLER: Don't let them bother you, Paddy, or you'll be
bothered eternally.

MCGUINNESS: It's been néctalking to you, Hiner.

MILLER: Anytime, lad. Always good to chat with a man from
the big city.

MCGUINNESS: I'm sure I'll see you later.

(McGuinness starts to exit upstairs.)

MILLER: Paddy!

MCGUINNESS: Yes?

MILLER: "I sing of the West and | sing of ¢hgreed that
makes a man act outlandish.

And all for the lure of Oregon gold that's Oro Oregono in
Spanish!”

It's the opening couplet of my epic!

(McGuinness just looks at him. CROSS FADE TO: )

2/ a moment later
(McGuinness knocks on the door Miss Lee's room. In the

room, Miss Lee is painting on a canvas which we cannot see.
The room is filled with canvases.)
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MISS LEE: Who is it?

MCGUINNESS: Your new neighbor!

MISS LEE: I'm busy.

MCGUINNESS: | just need a minute of your time.

(Miss Lee opes the door.)

MCGUINNESS: When | passed you earlier, | was thinking,
Haven't we met before?

MISS LEE: | don't believe so.

MCGUINNESS: In Chicago.

MISS LEE: You're from2 Chicago?

MCGUINNESS: Born and bred. May | come in?

MISS LEE: Yes, of course.

(McGunness enters.)

MISS LEE: Please excuse the mess.

MCGUINNESS: Quite a painter, | see.

MISS LEE: It's a hobby. You say you're from Chicago?
MCGUINNESS: For a fact.

MISS LEE: | didn't get your name.

MCGUINNESS: Because | didn't give it.

MISS LEE: I'm 2 Shrley Lee.

MCGUINNESS: Are you now? Then you must not be the one
I'm thinking of because her name is Rose. If you'll excuse me

MISS LEE: Wait? you haven't told me your name.
MCGUINNESS: People call me Paddy.

MISS LEE: | have been called Rose. It's égkname.
MCGUINNESS: But you don't think we've met before?
MISS LEE: I'm sure not.

MCGUINNESS: Then if you'll excuse me ...

MISS LEE: But | am from Chicago.
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MCGUINNESS: Another Rose from Chicago. Surely this is
quite a coincidence, meeting in this godfoesakOregon
wilderness.

MISS LEE: What's your last name, Paddy?

MCGUINNESS: McGuinness. Named after the stout | drink
like mother's milk itself.

MISS LEE: I've met no Paddy McGuinness, but ...
MCGUINNESS: What is it?

MISS LEE: (with sudden urgency)You haveto help me,
Paddy. I'm in terrible trouble.

MCGUINNESS: But did we meet in Chicago or not?

MISS LEE: No, we didn't? but | know who you are. You
work for Pinkerton's.

MCGUINNESS: Formerly, yes. To be honest, it wasn't paying
me in the manner in which I'tké to become accustoméed so

| came west to seek my fortune.

MISS LEE: You don't have to lie to me, Paddy. You're here to
find Thomas O'Reilly, and I'll be more than happy to tell you
where he is.

MCGUINNESS: O'Reilly is here? | thought he transferred to
the New York office.

MISS LEE: Don't play games with me, Paddy.

MCGUINNESS: And where do you know Thomas O'Reilly
from?

MISS LEE: | married him in Chicago. | take it you were at the
wedding.

MCGUINNESS: | did hear about Thomas' wedding but I'm
sorry to sayl was on duty at the time and couldn't attend, not
even the marriage of a colleague. The boys tell me the
champagne was flowing like Niagara Falls.

MISS LEE: Can we dump the charade? | need your help.
MCGUINNESS: I'd be honored to help a lady of such ichar
2 jf | can, of course.

MISS LEE: | think my husband is a criminal.
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MCGUINNESS: Thomas O'Reilly a criminal! May | never
drink another stout if it's true.

MISS LEE: Itis true. | can't prove & but | feel it. Something

is wrong.

MCGUINNESS: And where i¥homas now?

MISS LEE: In the gold fields.

MCGUINNESS: One thing confuses me. You introduced
yourself as Miss Lee.

MISS LEE: It wouldn't be safe to use my real name.
MCGUINNESS: | suppose everyone has heard of Rose
Mulligan, Chicago's famous painter. But$eoO'Reilly?

MISS LEE: Paddy, Thomas deserted me in Portland. | followed
him here.

MCGUINNESS: Deserted a lovely lady like yourself and so
soon after the honeymoon! This is not the Thomas | remember,
who put away stout with the best of us, and was a geatle
besides.

MISS LEE: He only married me because my father knows this
country like the back of his hand. When Thomas found out
what he wanted to know, he left me. He assumed | wouldn't
have the courage to follow him.

MCGUINNESS: And tell me more about yofather.

MISS LEE: Father's been following the gold strikes ever since
California in fortynine.

MCGUINNESS: | cannot imagine it, spending a lifetime in this
wilderness, so far from the trappings of civilization.

MISS LEE: It was father who discovered thehest vein in
Canyon City, which started the rush here. He sent me a map to
it for my wedding present.

MCGUINNESS: A strange gift.

MISS LEE: He invited Thomas to join him while the gold was
still there to be taken. In six months, father wrote, Thomas
would have enough to buy us a home in Chicago and to start
his own agency. | hadn't seen father in years and insisted on
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coming west as well. Thomas didn't approve but | wouldn't
take no for an answer.

MCGUINNESS: A lady of spunk, you are.

MISS LEE: When hebandoned me in Portland, | feared the
worst. | think he plans to steal father's claim.

MCGUINNESS: To rob his own fathém-law! May stout turn
sour if it's true.

MISS LEE: | need help, Paddy. | can't go into the fields
looking for Thomas myself.

MCGUINNESS: You'd have me go into the gold fields in
search of your husband?

MISS LEE: Would you?

MCGUINNESS: And me a man who shivers at the mere
thought of a lizard crossing my path.

MISS LEE: Thomas is after father's claim, I'm sure of it
Father's life may b danger.

MCGUINNESS: To be sure, gold makes men behave
strangely.

MISS LEE: Will you help me?

MCGUINNESS: | have to think about it.

MISS LEE: Why are you really here? And don't give me any of
that nonsense about seeking your fortune.

MCGUINNESS: What a munky tongue you have. Poor
Thomas O'Reilly, to have inspired your ire.

MISS LEE: What are you doing in Canyon City, Paddy?
0&*8,11(66 /HWYV MXVW VD\ , VPHOOHG
Chicago.

MISS LEE: What kind of rat?

MCGUINNESS: I'm not sure. I'm here find out.

MISS LEE: Perhaps our problems are related.

MCGUINNESS: It's too soon to say.

MISS LEE: But you'll help me?

MCGUINNESS: I'd prefer to help you without actually going
into the fields. | have to think about it. | arrived a weary
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traveler, long ovelue for a bath and a full night's rest. As it
happens, | get my best ideas in bed.

(STUMP is at the door and knocks.)

STUMP: It's me!

MISS LEE: Just a minute! We'll have to talk later ...
MCGUINNESS: And who might that be?

MISS LEE: Stump? he's an a prospector who likes to tell
me mining stories, to help me get into the mood to paint. I'm
painting his portrait, part of a series on the mining camp. It's all
that keeps me going ...

(She lets Stump in.)

STUMP: I'm sure getting tired of (He sees MGuinness.)
What the hell you doing here?

MCGUINNESS: | was admiring the lady's work. Thanks for
showing me, madam.

(He exits down the hallway. Stump enters the room, Miss Lee
quickly closing the door behind him. He'll take off his wooden
leg and empty BOG GXVW RXW RI LW LQWR
quickly put the leg back on.)

MISS LEE: We've got to talk. That was a Pinkerton detective,
Paddy McGuinnes$ he was asking about Thomas.

STUMP: What?

MISS LEE: He said he could smell a rat as far away as
Chicago.

STUMP: | told you your husband wasn't too smart.

MISS LEE: | told him Thomas abandoned me in Portland.
STUMP: Are you crazy?
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MISS LEE: | had to tell him something. | told him my father
was in the fields with a rich claim and Thomas was out to get it
for himself.

STUMP: Did he buy it?

MISS LEE: I'm not sure. | think so. He couldn't possibly have a
clue about us.

STUMP: He's here, so he must've suspected Thomas.

MISS LEE: We have to get him into the fields so you can take
care of him.

STUMP: You think yo can get him out there?

MISS LEE: He's the city typé but yes, | think | can probably
sweettalk him into it.

STUMP: The sooner, the better.

MISS LEE: I'll try to get him out there tomorrow.

(Lester knocks on the door.)
STUMP: Just let me know.
(Miss Lee opens the door. Lester has a tray of tea.)

LESTER: Ruby asked me to bring this up for you.

MISS LEE: That's very nice of her.

STUMP: Well, | hope that ol' mining story inspires you ...
MISS LEE: I'm sure it will. Please visit anytime.

(Stump leses, and Lester enters. Miss Lee closes the door.)

LESTER: Well, I've been thinking about your offer.

MISS LEE: And ... ?

LESTER: | can't think of a prettier lady to skip town with.

MISS LEE: Understand one thing: after vfe take care of
business? afterwe arrive in San Francisco, then that's the end
of your employment.
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LESTER: Look, once | get paid, | don't care where you go or
what you do. Only | want twice the money.

MISS LEE: That's outrageous!

LESTER: You want protection traveling through this coynt
then you got it. You think you can manage alone, be my guest.
MISS LEE: I'm only asking for a valet since I'll be taking so
much 2 luggage.

LESTER: Valet, right. Indians don't worry you at all.

MISS LEE: Between here and Portland, of course they do.
LESTER: If Hiner hadn't made that treaty, you'd be on your
own. As it is, once they sober up, we may all be in trouble. I'm
ready to get out of here myself, and twice what you offered is
just about right for a grubstake.

MISS LEE: | won't pay it.

LESTER: Thea you're on your own, lady.

MISS LEE: | can't afford that much.

LESTER: Course you can. You're a famous Chicago artist,
right?

MISS LEE: Who told you that?

LESTER: Word gets around. | got no idea what you plan to
paint but if you're as famous as your region, and all these
here canvasses are getting pictures, then I'm thinking you must
have one big show lined up. Probably scenes of the mining
camp, am | right? | hear those eastern big shots just eat up
scenes from the West. | figure you'll probably geth ron this
show. Famous artist like yourself wouldn't be wasting her time
in a helthole like Canyon City for nothing. You want me to go
on?

MISS LEE: You made your point.

LESTER: Good.

MISS LEE: I'll only pay it because | have no choice. | can't
handle d these canvasses myself.

LESTER: You can always try somebody else.

MISS LEE: If the word's out about me, I'm sure anyone else
would be as greedy as you are.
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LESTER: Hey, you'll be getting your money's worth.

MISS LEE: I'm going to make sure that | do.

LESTER: So when are you going to start painting? | thought
you were in a hurry.

MISS LEE: Preparing the canvasses is the hardest part.
LESTER: Harder than painting a picture? Looks to me like you
just splatter gold paint on the canvas.

MISS LEE: Are you anracritic, too?

LESTER: My, aren't we touchy?

MISS LEE: | don't appreciate being taken advantage of.
LESTER: You're the one who tried to screw me, lady. We both
know you got a big fancy show lined up.

MISS LEE: If you don't mind, I'd like to get back tomko
LESTER: Touchy and pushy, too.

MISS LEE: Good day, Lester.

LESTER: Hey, don't treat me like I'm not grateful or anything.
Cooking for Ruby, I'd be here forever trying to save up a
grubstake. Now, thanks to you, | can almost smell that ol
breeze comingff the San Francisco Bay. | was a fool to leave,
to tell you the truth. That's what | get for thinking | could strike
it rich. When | get back to S&inan, I'm going back to the stage
where | belong.

MISS LEE:(sarcastic)How did | miss it? You're an aut

LESTER: A Shakespearean actor, as a matter of fact. You
ought to see me do Othello.

MISS LEE: Don't make me laugh.

LESTER: You be careful with the sarcasm, lady. Remember
that you need me more than | need you.

MISS LEE: Do I?

LESTER: Course you do. Athose Paiutes out there; all these
canvasses to move. Hey, don't look so upset. You got nothing
to cry over. You're a famous artist, you got a big show lined up.
You're probably the richest bitch west of the Mississippi. See
you at dinner.
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(He smiles anexits. Miss Lee closes the door behind him and
leans against it, thinking. BLACKOUT.)

3/ two hours later
(SPOT UP on McGuinness.)

MCGUINNESS: So | wake up from my fretful nap with no
more enlightenment than when | first hit the pillow. But | also
wake up with an appetite fit for an Irish cop and descend the
stairs with my stomach full of nostalgia for Mary Killarney's
stew ...

(UP FULL as he enters the boarding house. Miller sits at a
table.)

MILLER: Join me for dinner, Paddy?

MCGUINNESS: Don'mind if | do.

MILLER: Hope you're not starving. Lester had trouble with the
stove and the stew's late.

MCGUINNESS: A lament to my ears, for I'm hungry indeed.
MILLER: | have some deer jerky.

MCGUINNESS: You saved my life.

(Miller gives McGuinness a smaitick of jerky.)

MILLER: | wonder if | could run an idea past you, as one man
of culture to another.

MCGUINNESS: Culture, I'm weak on.

MILLER: | value the opinion of a man from Chicago
nonetheless. I've been thinking of ways to liven up the dull life
we live here. Unless you like dancing girls and fights, not to
mention an occasional duel in the streets, there's no
entertainment to be had. Recently we can't even amuse
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ourselves fighting the Paiutes. Certainly there's no culture. I've
been thinking of way to liven the place up and've hit upon an
idea. Shakespeare! I'd produce the Bard right here in Canyon
City!

MCGUINNESS: An ambitious plan, indeed. Where would you
find the actors?

MILLER: I'd do excerpts. The soliloquies, which | could do
myself. "To beor not to be...?" What do you think?
MCGUINNESS: Shakespeare would be culture, for a fact.
MILLER: Of course, if | could find someone else to perform as
well 2 have you ever been on stage, Paddy?

MCGUINNESS: Never in my life.

MILLER: You have a natural tlspian presence. Perhaps you'd
be willing to join me in a scene or two.

MCGUINNESS: I'm busy on other mattefs but the idea's a
good one, | can see that. Your enthusiasm is a wonder to
behold.

MILLER: Thank you. I'm glad you recognize genius.

(Lester engrs.)

LESTER: We'll be ready pretty soon now.

MILLER: Lester, my boy, I've just shared a brilliant idea with
Paddy here2 I'm going to perform Shakespeare in Canyon
City!

LESTER: | didn't know you were an actor.

MILLER: Poetic genius knows no artisticritations.

LESTER: What play are you going to do?

MILLER: Scenes, my boy. Famous passages. "To be or not to
be, that is the question!"

LESTER: "Whether tis nobler in the mind to suffer

The stings and arrows of outrageous fortune,

Or to take arms againatsea of troubles,

And by opposing end them."

158



VARMINTS

(A stunned silence. Then: )

MILLER: My word, where did you learn that?

LESTER: | read as good as you, Hiner. You're serious about
doing Shakespeare?

MILLER: | am.

LESTER: Where're you going to do it?

MILLE R: Anywhere. Perhaps right here. I'd bring Ruby a good
deal of business.

LESTER: Unless you're talking through your hat, how about
letting me do something from Othello?

MILLER: You never cease to amaze me. | didn't know you
could read.

LESTER: Read, shit.can act, Hiner. I've been on stage in San
Francisco.

MILLER: I sit dumbfounded.

LESTER: If you're not just breaking wind, you've got yourself
an Othello2 boy.

(He exits.)

MILLER: Extraordinary. Where on earth did he learn
Shakespeare?

(Stump entex.)

STUMP: Howdy, Hiner.

MILLER: Afternoon, Stump. Good diggings today?
STUMP: Them days are gone and you know it.
MILLER: You remember my friend, Paddy ... ?
STUMP: Nice to see you again.

MCGUINNESS: The pleasure's mine.

STUMP: Where you hail from?

MCGUINNESS: Chicago.

STUMP: Long way from home. The stew ain't ready?
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MILLER: The stove broke down again.
STUMP: I'll eat at Susie's.

(He exits.)

MILLER: He has Canyon City's richest claim. About the only
one still bringing in a day's wages.

MCGUINNESS: Wlere's Susie's?

MILLER: Just down the road.

MCGUINNESS: Decent food?

MILLER: Not bad.

MCGUINNESS: Then | think I'll try Susie's myself before |
faint from hunger.

MILLER: I think I'll wait for the stew.

MCGUINNESS: Be seeing you then.

(He exits.)
(Miller begins working on a poem.)

MILLER: "The day is dark and cloudy too
And the mist is eddying round

My toes they ache, you bet they do

As | hear the chill wind sound."

(Miss Lee enters.)

MISS LEE: Mister Miller ...

MILLER: Hiner.

MISS LEE: May | joinyou?

MILLER: The pleasure is mine.

MILL LEE: (sitting) Thank you. We're the only ones having
dinner?

MILLER: The stove broke down again. Didn't you smell the
smoke?
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MISS LEE: | thought something was wrong.

MILLER: Exhaust pipe fell off again. But Lestedst it back

on and the stew's brewing.

MISS LEE: You must forgive my earlier rudeness, Hiner.
MILLER: | knew you'd come to your senses. One artistic
temperament should recognize another.

MISS LEE: Yes, | do feel | can trust you.

MILLER: We speak the samariguage? the language of the
soul.

MISS LEE: | need help, Hiner. How desperately | need help.
MILLER: I'd be glad to offer my opinion of your paintings.
MISS LEE: Personal help. | find myself in a dreadful dilemma.
MILLER: What dilemma is that?

MISS LEE:I'm ashamed to say.

MILLER: Don't forget | drove the savages out of Canyon City.
Other problems shrink in comparison. What's bothering you?
MISS LEE: My problem is Lester.

MILLER: Lester? Our Lester?

MISS LEE: Yes.

MILLER: He's made an uncouth advance?dimcked.

MISS LEE: Not exactly.

MILLER: Then what is it?

MISS LEE: You must promise to tell no one.

MILLER: A poet's word is his honor, madam.

MISS LEE: It concerns my reasons for being here.

MILLER: I thought you came to Canyon City to paint.

MISS LEE: Ruinting is only a hobby.

MILLER: Ah, | once thought of myself as a hobbyist as well!
How we resist the genius that stares at us from the mirror each
morning.

MISS LEE: | came here because ... well, there's this
organization in Chicago ... they arrange nages. Through
them | began a correspondence with a Mr. Lester Brown. He
sounded so intelligent in his letters. He's widely read,
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articulate, kind, his letters always quoted Shakespeare, he
seemed so thoughtful and caring ...

MILLER: Madam, are you tellingne you came to Canyon City

to marry Lester?

MISS LEE: But of course | can't! It's shocking he never told
me. Even though his name was Brown, | never dreamed he
wasn't white.

MILLER: Obviously you can't and won't marry him.

MISS LEE: He says he loves medaifi | don't marry him he'll
write my family in Chicago that | came west to marry a Negro.
The scandal would kill mother, | know it would.

MILLER: Lester threatened that?

MISS LEE: Hiner, what can | do?

MILLER: I'll confront him immediately.

MISS LEE: No!You don't know his temper. He'd know | told
you and would do something even worse than writing my
family.

MILLER: | don't fear Lester, madam.

MISS LEE: | was hoping there'd be some way you could
occupy him while | escaped to Portland. He keeps an eye on
meday and night. He frightens me.

MILLER: You want to go to Portland?

MISS LEE: There's no reason for me to stay here.

MILLER: Then I can take care of Lester for you. When do you
want to leave?

MISS LEE: Next week? | do want to finish my paintings on
the mining camp.

MILLER: The mining camp is the world in miniature it's

your duty as an artist to finish the paintings. | myself am about
to begin an epic poem on the same theme. Oro Oregono! One
of your paintings may serve to illustrate the book when it
appers.

MISS LEE: Oh dear ...

MILLER: Madam?

MISS LEE: I'll need to get my paintings to Portland.
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MILLER: There's no problem there.

MISS LEE: They're too heavy for me to manage alone.
MILLER: Of course, I'll help. They can be loaded atop the
stage.

MISS LEE:l was wondering if | might rent my own wagon.
MILLER: Instead of the stage?

MISS LEE: The trip here was so unpleasant. | know how to
drive a team? if you think it's safe, of course.

MILLER: Well, yes, you could rent one. If you wait until after
the Shakgseare performance, | could accompany you.

MISS LEE: The Shakespeare performance?

MILLER: I'm bringing culture to Canyon City.

MISS LEE: How nice.

MILLER: If you rented a wagon, it would save me a stage ride
as well. 1 have business in Portland. My new bodeds a
publisher.

MISS LEE: But | need to get out of town without Lester
knowing. And to get my paintings out as well. | fear Lester
wants to steal theni it'd be something else to blackmail me
with. | might even have to sneak out of town at night.

(She seems very upset now.)

MILLER: (soothing)Don't worry about a thing, madam. I'l
take care of everything.

MISS LEE: What a relief. Perhaps | can sleep rfovguddenly
I'm so tired ... I think I'll skip dinner.

MILLER: You do look tired, madam. | suggesnap.

MISS LEE: Yes. And thank you again.

(She exits.)

(Miller goes back to working on a poem.)

MILLER: "O how | wish | was again at home
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In the valley of the old Willamette
And never again I'd wish to roam
I'll seal the assertion with 'Damn it!"

(Lester enters.)

LESTER: Everybody go to Susie's?

MILLER: Variety is good for the stomach, my boy.

LESTER: What's it take for you to stop calling me your boy,
Hiner?

MILLER: My apologies for a bad habit. Sit down a minute. I'm
curious about how you ppen to be a student of Shakespeare.
LESTER: You think you've got the only brain in town?
MILLER: I'm just not used to finding a cook wito

LESTER: Listen, Hiner, look at yourself in the mirror one time.
We come from the same backwater stock, boy.

MILLER: There's a major difference.

LESTER: You're a white man, Hiner. That's the difference.
MILLER: We remain brothers under the skin. The difference |
was 2

LESTER: We're not fighting the Civil War for what's under the
skin.

MILLER: Lester, | was very impressedith your reading of
Hamlet. It just seems strange that a man of your talent would
end up in Canyon City.

LESTER: You're here yourself, Hiner.

MILLER: Because where there's gold, there's grée@dnd a
lawyer thrives on greed.

LESTER: You're not thriving och that | can see.

MILLER: We both arrived too late to thrivé you're stuck in
the kitchen, I'm stuck in my office. We should've hit the fields
six months ago.

(A beat.)

164



VARMINTS

MILLER: May | ask you a personal question?

LESTER: Depends.

MILLER: Have you evebeen married?

LESTER: Not my predilection.

MILLER: "Predilection” 2 my word!

LESTER: Look, Hiner, | may be an African savage to some
folks but my father happened to be an educated man and he
passed it on to his son. So cut the surprise crap. You evér wan
to challenge me to a spelling bee, boy, you're on.

MILLER: Lester, | think you're just the man to help me with
the Shakespeare show.

LESTER: | told you | want to do Othello.

MILLER: | haven't decided exactly what scenes I'll do but I'm
glad you're intergted.

LESTER: You just let me know. You want some stew?

MILLER: My mind is racing ahead of my stomach at the
moment. | have a good deal of planning to do.

(Ruby enters.)

RUBY: Where the hell's my dinner crowd?

MILLER: They went to Susie's. I'm sure ylbhave them back
for supper.

RUBY: You ain't having dinner?

MILLER: Too much on my mind. Ruby, I'm bringing
Shakespeare to Canyon City!

(He exits.)

RUBY: You sure you got that pipe on good? | can't afford to
lose my supper crowd as well.

LESTER: It'sfixed.

RUBY: | hope so.

LESTER: Now all we need is customers.

RUBY: We'll serve the stew for supper.
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