


THE LUCKY SPOT was presented by Manhattan Theatre
Club (Lynne Meadow, Artistic Director; Barry Grove, Man-
aging Director) at City Center Theatre in New York City on
I April 9, 1987. It was directed by Stephen Tobolowsky; the
: sets were by John Lee Beatty; the costumes were by Jennifer
: Von Mayrhauser; the lighting was by Dennis Parichy; the
' sound was by Scott Lehrer; the production stage manager
was Peggy Peterson; and the fight staging was by B. H. Barry.
The cast, in order of appearance, was as follows:

| With love to Susan Kingsley and her two kids Roxie and Gar.
| CASSIDY SMITH. ............ Mary Stuart Masterson
! TURNIPMOSS. . ... Alan Ruck
; REEDHOOKER. ...... ... Ray Baker
L, WHITT CARMICHAEL. ............. Lanny Flaherty
il LACEYROLLINS................... Belita Moreno
8 SUE JACK TILLER HOOKER. ......... Amy Madigan
i I SAM. . v et John Wylie
il
! i The world premiere of THE LUCKY SPOT was presented

gl
W by the Williamstown Theatre Festival, Nikos Psacharopo-
g lous, Artistic Director.
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CHARACTERS

CASSIDY SMITH, 15, works at the Lucky Spot dance hall.
TURNIP MOSS, 20’s, works at the Lucky Spot.

REED HOOKER, 40’s, owner of the Lucky Spot.
WHITT CARMICHAEL, 30’s, a wealthy visitor from New
Orleans.

LACEY ROLLINS, 30’s, a taxi dancer.

SUE JACK TILLER HOOKER, 30’s, Reed Hooker’s es-
tranged wife, a former taxi dancer.

SAM, late 60’s, a patron of the Lucky Spot.

SETTING

The entire action of the play takes place at the Lucky Spot
Dance Hall in Pigeon, Louisiana, a small southern town
about sixty miles west of New Orleans. The dance hall is
located along the main road at the edge of town.

The dance hall is actually an old Victorian farmhouse. The
main room of which has recently been converted into a
ballroom with a dancing area, a bar, a jukebox, and a carou-
sel horse that spins. A few tables and a lot of chairs are
stacked up together against the wall.

There are four entrances and exits to the ballroom: a swing-
ing door Left that leads to the kitchen; a staircase leading to
the upstairs; a front door; and a side door Right, leading to
an outdoor area.

The outdoor area consists of an old wood stump and a leaf-
less tree.
TIME
Christmas Eve, 1934.
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MUSIC SUGGESTIONS*

ACT1
MUSIC A: “We're In The Money” with Ginger Rogers
vocal, 1931.

MUSIC B: Ike “Yowse suh’ Hatch and His orchestra’s re-
cording of ‘‘Some of These Days,” London, 1935.

ACT 1T
MUSIC A: “I Need A Little Sugar In My Bowl,” Bessie
Smith, vocal, 1931.

MUSIC B: Valaida Snow’s trumpet solo on “I Must Have
That Man,” London, 1937. Repeat the whole song (pg. )

MUSIC C: Fletcher Henderson’s “Twelfth Street Rag,”
Crown Records, 1931. Repeat (pg. )

MUSIC D: Jimmie Noone and Earl Hines’ recording of
“King Joe,” Chicago, 1928.

MUSIC E: Jimmie Noone and Earl Hines’ recording of
“‘Sweet Lorraine” — Take 2, Chicago, 1928.

MUSIC F: Coleman Hawkins’ recording of ‘“Honeysuckle
Rose,”” London, 1934.

MUSIC G: James Price Johnson, piano solo, “Crying’ For
The Carolines,” New York, 1930.

MUSIC H: Jimmie Noone and Earl Hines’ recording of
“Sweet Lorraine” — Take 1, Chicago, 1928.

MUSIC I: Louis Armstrong and His Orchestra’s recording
of ““On the Sunny Side of the Street,” with Louis Armstrong
100 vocal, Paris, 1934.

*See Special Note on copyright page.
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ACT 1

Cassidy Smith, 15, sits behind the counter writing slowly
on a piece of oatmeal carton. She wears a derby hat and
loose fitted dull colored garments. Music A plays on the
Jukebox.*

Turnip Moss enters the outdoor area, dragging a freshly
cut pine tree. Turnip, 20s, is a wiry young man with deep
watchful eyes.

Turnip hauls the tree in through the side door to the

ballroom.

TURNIP. Morning.

CASSIDY. Oh look! Look at this! You're bringing in a tree.
We're gonna have a Christmas tree!

TURNIP. Think it’s big enough?

CASSIDY. Why it’s bigger than me. (Cassidy comes out from
behind the bar. We see that she is about eight months pregnant.)
TURNIP. Yeah; I guess. Wonder where it oughta go?
CASSIDY. Don't know. Never put a tree inside a room
before.

TURNIP. Well, how ’bout . . . how ’bout . . . ‘how
"bout . . . How 'bout we put it over here by the staircase?
That way people can see it as they’re sashaying down the
stairs.

CASSIDY. Oh, yeah, that’d be good!

TURNIP. You think it looks good there?

CASSIDY. Uh-uh.

TURNIP. I think it looks good there too. Damn good.
CASSIDY. Yep. You heard anything from Hooker? (Turnip
goes to pour himself the last of the coffee.)

*See Special Note on copyright page.
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TURNIP. No. He’s been out all night long. Sure hope he
struck it lucky. .
CASSIDY. Yeah. Hey, Turnip. (Indicating writing on the oat-
meal carton.) How’s that look to you?

TURNIP. (Reading.) ‘“‘Cassidy Smith Hooker.” What's this
for? .
CASSIDY. It’s my name. I'm practicing writing it for when I
sign the papers.

TURNIP. Sign what papers?

CASSIDY. My marriage papers.

TURNIP. Who're you marrying?

CASSIDY. (Pointing to the paper.) Hooker. See there?
TURNIP. What makes you think you're marrying Hooker?
CASSIDY. He tol’ me. He give me this yellow piece a rope
for a engagement ring.

TURNIP. Let me see that. Hmm. (Turnip looks at the rope
ring then looks back to Cassidy.) Well, I don’t mean this ’hurt
your feelings or nothing, Cassidy; but I think he was just
kinda —kidding around with ya.

CASSIDY. No, I don’t think he was.

TURNIP. Well, thing is Hooker, he—he’s already got a
wife.

CASSIDY. Yeah, I know. Sue Jack’s her name. But I don’t
think he cares much for her.

TURNIP. Why not?

CASSIDY. Soon as she’s released out from Angola State
Penitentiary — he’s divorcing her and marrying me.
TURNIP. Who told you that?

CASSIDY. He did. He promised me.

TURNIP. I don’t believe it.

CASSIDY. Then don’t. (Cassidy gets a broom and starts sweep-
ing up pine needles.)

TURNIP. Cassidy . . . you think he’s in love with you?
CASSIDY. (Sweeping.) I didn’t say that. I don’t care nothing
’bout that. I don’t even believe in all that.

TURNIP. Well, when you get married to a person, you're
supposed to be in love with the person you’re getting mar-
ried to. I know that much. And people have called me dumb.
CASSIDY. Just look at all these pine needles. It’s a damn
mess you’ve made hauling in that ole tree.
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TURNIP. You better believe how he was in love with Sue
Jack. She’s beautiful, and smart, all full of laughing times.
Why she was a real lady. Always wore fine lace gloves on her
hands so that she could keep her fingertips soft for playing
cards.

CASSIDY. Yeah, well I went out this morning and talked to
them dancing women out back. Some of em used to work
with her at the dime a dance halls over in New Orleans. They
tol’ me she was a broken down wreck. And they put her away
for throwing some rich lady over a balcony railing.
TURNIP. That's right—that lady’s named Caroline Car-
michael. Sue Jack come in a found her lyin’ in bed with
Hooker and she don’t like nobody messing with her man.
See, she’s very touchy. *Specially when she drinks. Meanest
damn drunk I ever heard of or saw. (Reed Hooker, mid-40’s,
enters from the front door. His white shirt is torn and a bloody
handkerchief is tied around one of his arms. There is a worn
mournful look in his eyes that belies his dashing exuberance.)
HOOKER. Well, now top of the morning and a Merry
Christmas Eve t’the both of ya.

CASSIDY TURNIP
(Overlapping) (Overlapping)
Hooker, you're back! Did ya win any money?
HOOKER. (Running on.) What’s this? A Christmas tree?

Well, I do love the color green. It’s the color of cash!
CASSIDY. What’s all this blood?

TURNIP. Do ya like it by the stairway?

HOOKER. Knife wound. No, no, by the window so they can
see it from the road.

CASSIDY. Who cut ya? Who done it?

HOOKER. Ah, self-inflicted misfortune.

TURNIP. (As if this were obvious.) Oh sure, from the road.
They gotta see it from the road.

CASSIDY. Well, I'll get ya some cobwebs from out in the
barn t’help staunch the bleeding. (Hooker picks up Cassidyand
twirls her around in his arms.)

HOOKER. Now aren’t you the sweetest girl in the whole
wide world and her with her six little toes.

CASSIDY. Don’t talk about my toes.

HOOKER. She’s got the prettiest little toes.

147




TURNIP. Six all on one foot. I've seen ’em.

CASSIDY. I said stop talking about my toes less you want me
to slice your eyes out—1 don’t like to hear nothing about
that. You’re just making your fun outta me.

HOOKER. No, no, I ain’t making my fun outta you. Why, I
been out all night long bucking the tiger just to bring you
back a Christmas gift.

CASSIDY. A Christmas gift for me?! (Hooker gets a jug of
whiskey, from behind the counter, and throughout the following
downs a couple of belts.)

TURNIP. I bet she’s never had a Christmas gift.
CASSIDY. I have, too.

TURNIP. Mr. Pete never gave her anything but a cat-o’-

TURNIP. I just hope they don’t tear down the doors fight-
ing t'get in.
CASSIDY. It’ll be more like a dream than something real.
HOOKER. Well, now enough gold bricking. Let’s get up
our Christmas tree. We got any coffee left?
CASSIDY. I'll make a new pot. And I'll fix ya some
breakfast.
HOOKER. Fine, fine, but do me a favor and don’t put that
greasy gravy all over everything on the plate.
CASSIDY. I won’t. I'll make it real good this time. Real
good. I promise.
HOOKER. Yeah. (Cassidy exits to the kitchen. Throughout the
following Hooker and Turnip make a wooden Christmastree stand

A nine tails from what I hear. ! and put the tree into it.) She’s not a bad kid but I swear to God
| };: CASSIDY. My mama used t’give us an orange and a pepper- . she is the worst damn cook I ever knew.
|l mint candy every Christmas morning. i TURNIP. Well, what can you expect? You won her in a
o i TURNIP. Your mama’s been dead almost ten years. poker game.
| _: EE C/_\SSIDY. I remember it though. (To Hooker.) So what’d ya | HOOKER. Yeah, well maybe I should have taken the chest-
- bring t'me? . | nut mare.
| i, HOOKER. Well, Saucer Eyes, I was gonna bring ya a solid , TURNIP. Why didn’t ya?
g li gold hat with red ostrich plumes, and Turnip, I was gonna i HOOKER. Oh, you know . . . her face.
(5 H | bring you a pocket full of Mexican jumping beans. Unfortu- : TURNIP. What about it?
s 1 nately, I got hooked up in a godless card game. Lost my luck | HOOKER. That woebegone countenance. I don’t know.
I late. Came outta there with nothing but the mist of the morn- T Anyway, it’s done. Come on and help me with this tree.
i ing dew. ) . i TURNIP. Hooker?
oyl CASSIDY. Well, what in the world was I gonna do with . HOOKER. Huh?

TURNIP. It’s about Cassidy. I think she’s suffering from
some sort of grand delusion.

HOOKER. Hold this here. Hold it tight now.

TURNIP. See, cause she is claiming you told her you'd
marry her.

another hat? I already got this one.

HOOKER. Ah, six months from now, we’ll be eating outta
] hats. Soon as we get the Lucky Spot Dance Hall rolling.
i TURNIP. Yeah, well, I sure hope the place goes over big
= tonight 'cause we’re flat broke around here.

HOOKER. Hey, look, it’s Christmas Eve. People are so
lonely out there you can smell it rotting on "em. Here at the
Lucky Spot we’ll be selling hot music, fine dancing and sweet
solace of kindhearted women.

CASSIDY. I can’t wait to see it with all the lights and music
and the women in their long shiny gowns dancing withall the
lonely souls.

HOOKER. We're gonna make a fortune.
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HOOKER. Oh yeah?

TURNIP. Yeah, she seems to be counting on it.
HOOKER. Look, I'm already married. Remember? To the
ditch digger’s daughter.

TURNIP. Yeah, well, Cassidy said you were gonna divorce
Sue Jack and marry her. She claims you promised her.
HOOKER. Christ, I never promised her. (A beat.) Maybe 1
intimated something about the faint possibility.
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TURNIP. Why would ya do a thing like that?

HOOKER. I don’t know, Turnip. Maybe I just got fed up
with the way she kept rolling herself down the staircase and
eating boxes of match heads and banging at her belly witha
two-by-four.

TURNIP. Oh, ya mean she didn’t want t’have no kid.
HOOKER. I don’t think she did, no. (Hooker gets a banner

from behind the counter.) Here, let’s get up the sign.

TURNIP. (A beat.) Gosh, so what’re ya gonna do about Sue
Jack when she gets out of prison? Would you divorce her for
real?

HOOKER. God, no. I'd just shoot the bitch on sight.
TURNIP. Yeah, well, yep. But you ain’t still mad at her
about it all?

HOOKER. The hell 'm not.

TURNIP. But she loved him same as you. After it happened
she got all torn up inside.

HOOKER. Bullshit! She was glad to be rid of both of us. The
night after they laid my kid in the ground she went out to a
cockfight in a red tassled dress and squandered away her
wedding ring. She went on boozing and brawling and lavish-
ing away everything decent we ever had together. Don’t ever
mention her to me! Don’t ever mention her to me!
TURNIP. Okay, okay. I won’t; I won’d So, ah, what’s gonna
happen with Cassidy, I mean concerning the predicament ya
got her in.

HOOKER. Look, she’ll have the kid. The Lucky Spot’ll be in
full swing. I'll send her off to some respectable school, let ‘em
teach her how t’cook. She’ll find a nice guy — that’ll be that.
TURNIP. (A beat.) What about your baby?

HOOKER. Il just hang on to him.

TURNIP. How do you know she won’t want it?
HOOKER. The sign’s not even. Your side’s too low.
TURNIP. So how're ya gonna tell Cassidy ya ain’t marrying
her? How’re ya gonna spring it on her?

HOOKER. Stop dogging me. I'll spring it on her. I'll spring
it on her.

TURNIP. I mean, look at the condition ya got her in. I
wouldn’t know what the hell t'tell her by now.

150 »

HOOKER. Goddamnit, Turnip! Now your side’s too high.
Bring it down.

TURNIP. I wonder if I'll ever havea girlfriend. My brothers
told me I'd never have a girlfriend as long as I had the name
Turnip. But I didn’t know how to change my name "cause
folks was always calling me by it.

HOOKER. (Looking up at the sign.) I reckon that’'ll do.
TURNIP. I just wish I wasn’t plaqued by self-doubt. But I'm
afraid of . . . I don’t know what, but I bet it’s something.
(Cassidyre-entersfrom the kitchen. She carriesa traywith a break-
fast plate, silverware, cup and saucer and coffee pot.)
CASSIDY. Oh, look, ya got up the tree! And look at that. (She
pointsto the banner and tries to read it as she makes cowboy coffee.)
Let’s see. “Well . . . welcome. Welcome to . . . ”
TURNIP. (Reading easily.) ‘“Welcome to the Grand Open-
ing, Lucky Spot Dance Hall.”

HOOKER. (To imaginary guest.) Welcome, welcome,
welcome.

TURNIP. Yes, sirree, welcome one and all.

CASSIDY. Hooker.

HOOKER. Huh?

CASSIDY. I need to talk to you on a matter. It’s
kinda . . . pressing. (Hooker and Turnip exchange a meaning-
Sul glance.)

HOOKER. Yeah, we’re gonna have some fun tonight!
CASSIDY. Here’s your breakfast for ya.

HOOKER. Thanks. (Hooker takes the plate, looks at it and
smirks derogatorily, then shakes his head to Turnip.)
CASSIDY. It look bad to you?

HOOKER. It looks like it always looks when you cook
breakfast.

CASSIDY. I'll take it back.

HOOKER. No, no. I'll eat it. (Cassidy reaches for the plate to
take it and Hooker notices her hand.) Don’t you ever wash your
hands?

CASSIDY. . .. Sure.

HOOKER. Well, you could plant a vegetable garden under-
neath those fingernails. Don’t you ever clean them?
CASSIDY. Yeah, I just . . . when I’'m working, well the
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dirt gets stuck there and I can’t never get it out.
HOOKER. Try scraping it with a hairpin.

CASSIDY. Iain’t got no hairpins.

HOOKER. Then use a nail ora fork or something, for Christ
sakel

CASSIDY. (Picking up Hooker’s fork.) Okay.

HOOKER. Not my fork, God damn it! Look, 1 don’t mean to
harp on you about this or anything. We’re pals, right? Come
on. I'll try and eat some of this slop. I'm sure it isn’t too
horrible. Jesus Christ, you're not gonna start t’cry just ‘cause
I tell you you should wash your filthy hands once a goddamn
century?!

CASSIDY. No, I'll . . . T'llgowash’em. I'mjustneedingto
talk to you, that’s all. I'll wash up and come on back. (Cassidy
exits up the stairs. Hooker turns to Turnip.)

HOOKER. Jesus. Women. They’re all alike. Them girls out
back. You stay ten miles clear of any whiff of 'em —that’smy
best advice. (Whitt Carmichael, 30’s, enters through the front
door. He is a tall man with an imposing elegance. He wears an
expensive but understated suit and carries an alligator attache

case.)

TURNIP. Howdy.

CARMICHAEL. Reed Hooker?

HOOKER. What can I do for you?

CARMICHAEL. Well now, I'd like to discuss with you
briefly my involvement in the ownership of this property.
(Hooker staresat Carmichael, poker-faced.) The story is that you
won it off my cousin, Davenport Fletcher, in a five-day card
game down on the Gulf Coast.

HOOKER. Yes, well, that’s how that story goes.
CARMICHAEL. This was my aunt’s estate and she did Jeave
it to Davenport. Now, the only problem I perceive is my
cousin’s three hundred and fifty-five dollar debt to me that
he used this house as collateral against. Right here’sa copy of
the papers alerting you of the situation. (Carmichael hands
Hooker a document. Hooker takesit.) Of course, I canseeyou’ve
made some . . . improvements.

HOOKER. Yeah, well, they’re a lot of initial expenses you
accrue when starting out a new business. And there’s always
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a bit of difficulty with handing out the ready cash; so as I'm
sure you can imagine, your request for payment in full is
difficult for me at this time. However, if you’re a hunch
bettor, I believe I could finagle you some points in the Lucky
Spot that could triple your money for you in about a year’s
time.

CARMICHAEL. Then you honestly think this place is going
to make money?

HOOKER. I'm afraid it’s bound for glory. The Lucky Spot
will be the first genuine taxi dance hall set in an isolated rural
area. The glamour, magic and music of the city sporting life
will now be available to the simple country folk who secretly
ache for such dazzling companionship on so many of these
lonely moonless nights.

TURNIP. Yeah, we got the flyers up all over town. Every-
one’s talking the place up big.

HOOKER. Yes, all of our dance teachers have been hired
directly out of New Orleans. They split their take fifty-fifty
with the hall. We also get all of the door and, of course, the
extras.

TURNIP. (Holding up a hanger of old nechties.) Yeah, like
these neckties you can rent for ten cents at the door in case,
say, you forgot your own necktie . . . or in case, say, you
never had no neckties at all.

HOOKER. Of course, the real saving grace, economically
speaking, is the jukebox. Isn’t she a beauty? See, we won’t
have to pay a nickel to any local musicians for playing their
lousy marshmallow music. Why, we’ve got twenty-six of the
newest tunes, played by the hottest bands, right at our fin-
gertips. So what d’ya say, pal? Are you a hunch bettor?
CARMICHAEL. As a matter of fact, Mr. Hooker, I am
somewhat of a gambler and I believe I'm going to have a bet
against this depressing little monkey hop and the fool-
hearted ex-rumrunner who doesn’t have a Chinaman’s
chance of making a business out a racket.

HOOKER. Well, now, would anybody care to add to that; or
maybe subtract?

CARMICHAEL. I'll make it simple: give me the cash or I
close down the hall.
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HOOKER. How long do I have?

CARMICHAEL. I believe that order the sheriff signed
allows you ‘till January one. Time’s almost up.

HOOKER. You're a real sport. But I'm too many miles
down the road t’turn back now. (Hooker produces a deck of
cards.) Here let’s cut for it. Double or nothing.
CARMICHAEL. Afraid not.

HOOKER. (With a forced grin.) Look . . . it’s Christmas.
CARMICHAEL. Well, I'm not Santa Claus. (Cassidy comes
running down the stairs excitedly. She carries a comb.)
CASSIDY. (About her fingernails.) Look! Look here, I scraped
out every scrap of dirt from underneath there using the
teeth on this here comb.

HOOKER. Ah, great work.

CASSIDY. Thanks. (Extending her spotless hand to Carmi-
chael.) Hi, Mister!

TURNIP. This man’s trying t'close down the Lucky Spot.
Says Hooker owes him a lot a money.

CASSIDY. Well then, Hooker’ll just have t’have himself
another lucky streak. Just like he did that time down in Gulf-
port when he won me and this place and the Chevy motor
car.

CARMICHAEL. All that. Well now, Mr. Hooker, you do
seem to be quite a lucky man. But then I guess you did pick
up a few gambling tips from your very talented wife.
CASSIDY. How d’you know his wife?

HOOKER. What d’ya know about her?

CARMICHAEL. Hmm. Well. I've played cards with her on
occasion. And then there was a time when I was bringing my
sister, Caroline Carmichael, back and forth from the hospital
every day to testify against Mrs. Hooker at her trial.
HOOKER. Good Christ, he’s Caroline Carmichael’s
brother!

TURNIP. No wonder he hates your damn guts.
HOOKER. Yeah, well, he can hate my guts as much as he
wants to, but it wasn’t me who shoved Caroline over that
goddamn balcony railing! Sue Jack did it all on her own. (To
Carmichael.) So you stop harassing us ‘cause of that no good
wife of mine?! God, I'd love t’break her rotten neck and shut
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her up for good!

CARMICHAEL. Lucky you didn’t shut her up before you
mastered all of her card playing pointers.

HOOKER. What pointers do you mean?
CARMICHAEL. Your wife was an expert card sharp; had
great hands, knew all about shaved cards, hold
outs . . . ringing in a cold deck.

HOOKER. What are you inferring?

CARMICHAEL. I'm not inferring.

HOOKER. Look, like you say, Sue Jack had the hands. You
gotta have the hands. I never did. Nah, there’s only one
thing I learned from Sue Jack that ever did me any good.
CARMICHAEL. Now what would that be?

HOOKER. A simple rule of thumb: whoever throws the first
punch in a fist fight has a twenty-to-one shot at aceing the
match. (The two men stare at each other.)

CARMICHAEL. Is that a fact? (Hooker shrugs his shoulders
and turns.)

HOOKER. Seems t’be. Hey! (Hooker turns back and clobbers
Carmichael in the jaw. Carmichael falls to the floor.) Sorry 1
pasted him, but he was becoming insufferable.
CARMICHAEL. You're gonna regret this. Believe me,
you’re gonna regret this a lot. I'm calling in the Sheriff.
HOOKER. Hey, Turnip, help the man outa here. (Turnip

pulls Carmichael to his feet and ushers him towards the door.)

CARMICHAEL. You’re outta here. You’re through. Pack
your goddamn bags! You’re finished! (Hooker yells after them
as Turnip and Carmichael exit out the front door.)

HOOKER. (Overlapping.)Relax, Carmichael. I'll have that
money for ya by January one! No damn problem with the
Lucky Spot opening. No damn problem!

TURNIP. (Offstage) No damn problem!

HOOKER. ]Jesus!

CASSIDY. Looks like you got that man pretty riled up.
HOOKER. Looks like it.

CASSIDY. You reckon he’s gonna get us kicked outta here
for good?

HOOKER. Look, the Lucky Spot Dance Hall opens at 8 p.m.
tonight; by 9:15 we’ll be strolling on Easy Street; by January
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one, you’'ll be dancing in satin red shoes. Every day’s gonna
be like a goddamn holiday in Paris, France! Now do ya have
that straight?

CASSIDY. Uh huh.

HOOKER. Well, good. "Cause I'm sure as hell not standing

here telling ya all this crap just t’get your rotten hopes up for

nothing.
CASSIDY. No, I —I sure I don’t wanna get my rotten hopes
up for nothing. 'Cause my hopes . . . well, sometimes,

when they get way, way up there, I don’t even know how
t’get ’em back down without dying or not living or breathing
or exploding. I don’t know why. Sometimes.

HOOKER. Yeah. Sure. Well, I would never want t’get your

CASSIDY. Well . . . okay.

HOOKER. I gotta go wash up. (Hooker starts up the stairs.)
CASSIDY. I’ll, ah, I'll run iron ya your clean shirt. (Hooker
exits up the stairs. Cassidy exits out the kitchen door carrying the
breakfast tray. Lacy Rollins, a shortish woman in her 30°s, with
peroxided hair and heavy rouge, appears outside dressed in a
frilly, tattered robe and high heels. She stumbles across the yard
and moves into the dance hall through the side door. She looks
around, sees the room is deserted, spots the coffee pot and starts
looking for a cup. Turnip walks in through the front door. He eyes
her nervously.)

TURNIP. Hi.

LACEY. (Startled.)1 was just coming in from out back t’hunt

me some coffee. I need t’have coffee every morning. Other-
wise, my heart just won’t start pumping and it’s likely Il
drop into a dead heap right here on this floor.

TURNIP. Well there’s the coffee pot right there.
LACEY. I see it, but I'm gonna need me a cup. Do you know
where there’s a cup? Or even a bowl? I don’t mind drinking
outta bowls. I don’t have t’be prissy. (Turnip finds a cup.)
TURNIP. Here, use this.

LACEY. Thanks. I don’t guess there’s any sugar?

i hopes up for nothing. J
€ CASSIDY. Thanks. I appreciate it. (They look at the floor for a |
: iy moment.) Hooker? ,
L HOOKER. Yeah?
- éii CASSIDY. I got this thing for you. (Cassidy takes a dirtyworn
=t ! piece of paper out of her pocket.)
E: HOOKER. What is it? |
N CASSIDY. Just a card. A birthday message.

i ¢ HOOKER. Well, my birthday was way back in the damn .
e Sufifer. y Y y | TURNIP. No. o
Wy CASSIDY. I know. I been carrying the card around since LA_CEY' Oh, well.. It’s just I love sugar. You can’t ruin sugar.
' I wish I could put it on every morsel I ever ate. Wouldn’titbe

il then.
i HOOKER. Uh-huh.
-3 CASSIDY. But I just never could find the right time
Wy t’" ... giveitto ya.

wonderful poured all over your scrambled eggs, and your
sausages and your grits?

TURNIP. I never thought t’give it a try. (Lacey moves around
the room.)

- ll! f HOOKER. Oh. (Cassidy hands out the card then withdraws it.)

CASSIDY. Nah, maybe I should wait and go on and give it to
you some other time.

HOOKER. Well, I may as well look at the thing.
CASSIDY. There’s nothing particular about it.
HOOKER. Okay, if you don’t want me t’haveit . . .
CASSIDY. No, no. Go on. Here. It’s for you. (She hands him
the card.)

HOOKER. (Hooker unfolds the paper and reads the message
aloud.) “To Reed Hooker. Happy Birthday. From Cassidy
Smith.”” The “K’’s backwards. (He hands the paper back to
her.)
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LACEY. Well, I've thought t’give it a try. I’ve thought and
thought and thought and — (Lacey trips on her robeand fallsto
the floor. On the verge of tears.) Oh dear. Look here, I've
tripped again. I'm always falling down. I've got very weak
ankles. My ankle bones are practically the smallest bones in
my body. It’s a condition that I've had since early birth.
(Starting to ¢ry.) Oh Lord. I'm sorry if I seem t’be falling
apart. My goodness, it’s only Christmas Eve and already I'm
emotional.

TURNIP. Is something wrong?

LACEY. Well, where am I supposed to go? What am I sup-
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posed to do? Tomorrow’s Christmas Day, and I'm sure no
one’s even thought to get me a present. I'm stuck out here in
this backwoods without a nickel in my stocking—
TURNIP. What're you talking about? You'll be dancing
here at the Lucky Spot tonight. You’ll clear some jack.
(Hooker comes down the stairs without wearing a shirt.)
HOOKER. Hey, Cassidy, where’s the clean shirt? (Noticing
Lacey and Turnip) Oh, good morning, Lacey, right? Hope
you girls had a good night’s sleep. Ya'll all gotta look real
beautiful for tonight.

LACEY. Don’t you know?

HOOKER. Know what?

LACEY. The other girls have all gone. They’re all catching
the train back t'New Orleans. And not a stinking one of ’em
would lend me the fare. They don’t like me. I'm unpopular
everywhere I go. (Cassidy enters from the kitchen with a clean
shirt.)

HOOKER. What're you saying? The girls aren’t out back in
the bungalows? (Turnip runs out to check the bungalows.)
LACEY. Bungalows? He calls those bungalows! Why, every-
one of us recognized them to be authentic slave quarters. I
don’t care what fancy colors you paint them.

HOOKER. Look, what's happening here? (Turnip enters.)
TURNIP. They’re gone alright.

HOOKER. Why'd everyone go?

LACEY. They all heard she was coming back.

HOOKER. Who?

LACEY. Your wife, Sue Jack. They’re all scared t’death of
her — think she’s dangerous.

HOOKER. For Christ sake, she’s in prison. She’s no more
coming here than Santa Claus.

LACEY. Well, the kid in the derby hat seems to be differ-
ently informed.

HOOKER. (To Cassidy.) What do you know about Sue Jack
coming here? (Hooker takes the shirt from Cassidy and starts to
put it on.)

CASSIDY. Well, it’s just I been keeping in check with the
lady over at Angola Penitentiary . . .

HOOKER. You what?

CASSIDY. Yeah. And she tells me there’s a special order
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releasing some prisoners out early for Christmas time and
Sue Jack’s one of 'em.

HOOKER. Well, she sure as shit’s not coming here for
Christmas!

CASSIDY. Yeah, she is. ’Cause I told ’em where we was.
TURNIP. Oh Lord!

CASSIDY. And we wanted her to come on out here.
HOOKER. I oughta bust you, Cassidy. I oughta bust you
good! Is this any of your goddamn business?! (To Lacey.) How
long ago did the girls leave here for the train depot?
LACEY. I don’t know. A while, I guess.

HOOKER. I gotta drive over there and stop them. (To Tur-
nip who echoes his words.) Look, if she . . . if she comes
here . . . (Hooker shoves Cassidy, who is trying to stop him, into
the door.) God damn it! . . . you tell her to get out and stay
out. She’s not welcome ever.

CASSIDY. But you don’t understand! She’s gotta be here
t'get her divorce so you can oblige your marriage t'me.
Please. Then she can go away forever! (Hooker pulls Cassidy
up by her hair.)

HOOKER. Look, I don’t want you getting involved with
that woman. Stay clear of her! You understand me? Huh?!
CASSIDY. Uh-huh. (He lets her go.)

HOOKER. Good. (Hooker storms out the front door.)
CASSIDY. He pulled my hair. He never done that before.
He never shouted at me like that. I thought he was different,
but he’s just the same! Oooh! I hate him! I hate him! He’s
mean and awful! And I hate him forever!

TURNIP. Well, you should never have taken it on your own
t’stick your nose in like you did, calling up the prison, telling
them t’send Sue Jack here.

CASSIDY. (Turning on him.) Yeah, well, how else is she
gonna get her divorce so I can get my marriage? Huh? Did
you ever think of that?”! See, 'cause he’s just got to marry me
soon. Otherwise, this thing will be born out a bastard. And
everyone in the world will look down on it and it won’t have
no excuses at all. (Breaking into tears of raging fury.) Oh, he
promised me he’d marry me. He promised! He wouldn’t
break his promise, would he? Oh, promise me, he wouldn’t!
Promise mell
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TURNIP. Sure, I promise. I promise. Just don’t cry so
much.

LACEY. That’s right, sugar, all that crying’s gonna use up
your face. And you’ve only got this one little face t’get by on
for your whole life long. Ya gotta use it up sparingly. (Turnip
gets a bucket of red berries and brings it over to Cassidy.)
TURNIP. Hey, you wanna start stringing up these berries?
We gotta decorate the tree.

CASSIDY. We gonna string these berries then put 'em up on
the tree?

TURNIP. Yeah.

CASSIDY. That’ll look good.

TURNIP. And there’s popcorn. I'll go make the popcorn.
We'll string that up, too.

CASSIDY. Okay. (Turnip exits to the kitchen. Cassidy takes a
needle and thread out of her pocketand startsstringingthe berries.
Lacey waiches Cassidy, who is contentedly stringing berries.)
LACEY. May I help?

CASSIDY. Okay. I got one more needle. (Cassidygoestogeta
needle and thread.) Tell me.

LACEY. What?

CASSIDY. You reckon Hooker’s gonna be able t’bring them
dancing ladies back here for tonight?

LACEY. Well, I hope so. Otherwise, my life is simply at a
complete loss for direction.

CASSIDY. I should never of spoken nothing about her com-
ing back. I sure didn’t guess it’d run "em all off like that.
LACEY. Oh, those girls are all being horrible, silly, scaredy
cats. Why, back when she was dancing in New Orleans, ev-
eryone of 'em would of died to be just like her.

CASSIDY. They would of?

LACEY. Sure. Sue Jack Tiller was top girl at the Glitter
Dance Palace. She was the most beautiful, the finest dancer,
the funniest wit. She made a hobby of collecting diamond
engagement rings. She was always fishing guys for silk gowns
and mink furs. Why, she possessed this one floor-length
white mink coat that all the girls stood dripping with envy
over. "Course it didn’t bother me a lick as I’ve never had the
slightest affection for rodents. Pass the berries. (Cassidy
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passes the bucket of berries to Lacey.)

CASSIDY. Here.

LACEY. None of us could ever fathom why she hauled off
and married an insane rumrunner like Reed Hooker. Oh not
that he wasn’t well-to-do. Prohibition was a very flush time
for the rumrunners. Still she could have had anyone. After
all she possessed a great many assets.

CASSIDY. Like what?

LACEY. Well now, her greatest asset, in my opinion, was her
ability to hold a prolonged conversation with a man. My
auntie always told me, if a man would hold a conversation
with a woman, well, she was special. She had more than his
grudging physical desire—she had his admiration and
respectability.

CASSIDY. Well, me, I —I've talked to men. I say things t’
’em and mostly they talk right back.

LACEY. That’s different, sugar. What I'm talking about is
real conversation. Not things such as “Hi, cutie,” or “Hot
night,” or “Where’s my clean shirt?”” See, a real conversation
would be dealing in topics with much more depth and
importance.

CASSIDY. Like what? What would be a real conversation?
LACEY. Hmm. It’s hard t’say exactly. But more along the
lines of a discussion as to how the sun is really a star and it’s
made up out of balls of burning fire and once there was anice
age and everything got frozen and died in the cold but then
things began to thaw out and the sun came back out and
people could start to living again but the dinosaurs were
gone forever because they had become . . . extinct.
CASSIDY. Gosh. Well. I'd be confused speaking in a conver-
sation like that.

LACEY. Sure. Most girls would be. Or say, for instance, one
might have a conversation discussing deep, frightening
things about living and dying that most people would never
even mention because they’re too stupid t’ think ’em up in
the first place.

CASSIDY. Like what deep frightening things 'bout living
and dying?

LACEY. Oh . . . Idon’t know exactly. Just a very compli-
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cated sort of conversation. I don’t get t'practice conversation

that much. Most fellows won’t pay any attention to me unless

I'mbeing perky. Buther . . . they’d have endless conversa-

tion with her.

CASSIDY. Still all an’ all, I bet she’s not one whit better'n

me.

LACEY. Well . . . you’'re a good deal younger than she is.

You’ve got the bloom of youth.

CASSIDY. Yeah; I hope.

LACEY. Does Hooker . . . does he ever tell you he loves
ou?

CASSIDY. (Factually.) Oh no. No person ever told me that.

But one night, not long ago, I—1I dreamed some furry ani-

mal said it loved me, but I don’t remember what kind it was.

LACEY. Well, even though I've never really known it, I do

believe in love. I don’t think I could go on living if I didn’t.

Unfortunately, I've got a way of making any fellow I'm with

so mad he’ll haul off and hit me. The last one, he tried

t’drowned me in the bathtub. Since then, it’s been hard t’let

myself trust a man. But I still keep trying. I still believe in

love. (Sue Jack Tiller Hooker, 30’s, enters through the front door.

She has the jarring presence of a ravaged beauty. She is tall and

thin and wears a hand-me-down dress, a thin wool coat and flat

ugly shoes. She carries a large handbag.)

SUE JACK. Hi.

CASSIDY. Hi.

SUE JACK. Is this a dance hall?

CASSIDY. It is.

SUE JACK. Y’all opening tonight?

CASSIDY. We is.

SUE JACK. Oh. Well, good. Good. I —um, is Reed Hooker,

is he around here anywhere?

CASSIDY. He’s gone out.

SUE JACK. Oh. Well, how long do you think he’ll be gone?

CASSIDY. Don’t know. What d’ya want with him?

SUE JACK. Well ... I'm his wife, Sue Jack

Hooker . . . I've been away . . . awhile.

CASSIDY. Yeah. Yeah, I heard about you. But you don’t

look the same as I thought.

SUE JACK. No?
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CASSIDY. Uh-huh.

SUE JACK. Um.

LACEY. Oh, hello. I'm sure you don’t remember me but 1
worked at the Green Torch Dance Hall years ago when you
were at the Glitter Palace down in New Orleans. My name’s
Lacey Rollins.

SUE JACK. Oh yeah, I remember you. You did cartwheels.
LACEY. Right. She’s right.

SUE JACK. But your hair was much darker back then—1It
was jet black, almost a blue-black.

LACEY. Why, I'm flabbergasted! Who’d ever have thought
you’d remember me? Tell me. Don’t you think this new color
is much more flattering? Doesn’t it give me a much more
perky look?

SUE JACK. Well, you were always very . . . perky. But I
do, ah, like it a lot.

LACEY. Why, thanks, sugar. And your hair, it’s all
done . . . well, just completely differently.

SUE JACK. That’s right. It’s all different now. (Turnip enters
with the popcorn.)

TURNIP. Well, here’s the popcorn.

SUE JACK. Turnip.

TURNIP. Sue Jack?

SUE JACK. Yeabh, its me.

TURNIP. Gosh, you look—I mean, your face —

SUE JACK. I know, it looks like forty miles of bad road, all of
itrained on. Well, hell, "least I made it through three years at
Angola, that’s something.

TURNIP. Oh, sure.

LACEY. Sure.

TURNIP. Boy, I'm glad they set ya free when they did.
SUE JACK. Yeah, I got lucky. They decided to let some of us
out early for Christmas. Probably so they could save on tur-
key dinners.

TURNIP. Well, gosh. Gosh, what was it like stuck in prison?
Did y’all have any fun at all? I mean, what did they do on your
birthday?

SUE JACK. Well . . . nothing.

TURNIP. Oh.

SUEJACK. Yeah. Nothing special. Just, you know, the same.
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TURNIP. What’s that like? The same?

SUE JACK. Oh, I can’t really afford t'think about all that
right now. I wanna try and make a good impression on Reed
when he gets here. Tell me, do I really look plain ugly?
LACEY. Nol!

TURNIP. Noit’s just . . . different.

LACEY. Different. (Echoing Turnip.)

TURNIP. I mean, from before. You don’t—got on your
gloves. But other than that . . . well, ya don’t look ugly.
SUE JACK. Then will ya do me a favor?

TURNIP. What?

SUE JACK. Stop looking at me like that. You're starting
t’'get me scared.

TURNIP. What? No, there’s nothing t’be scared for.

SUE JACK. I know. It’s just I gotta see Reed. I haven’t seen
him in so long. And I'm standing here in these hand-me-
down rags, with my hair all cropped off looking like some-
thing a cat dragged in.

TURNIP. You look okay.

SUE JACK. Thanks, I'm sorry. I'm just so jumpy today. 1
swear if somebody said boo t’'me I'd cry.

TURNIP. Ain’t nobody gonna say boo to ya.

SUE JACK. Sure. I'll be okay. I mean, I was just so surprised
that he called for me.

TURNIP. Who called for you?

SUE JACK. Reed. He—he never visited me the whole time,
and I thought I'd lost him for sure and here, outta the blue,
he calls and leaves a message telling me t'come here for
Christmas.

TURNIP. Oh . . . gosh.

SUE JACK. I've got all this hope welling up in me again. I
swear my heart’s spinning inside me like a runaway top.
TURNIP. Yeah, well, I don’t know what t’say here. Umm.
Here's the popcorn, Cassidy, if ya wanna start stringing it up.
CASSIDY. Thanks.

SUE JACK. This is a beautiful jukebox. Prettiest one I've
ever seen.

TURNIP. It’s Hooker’s pride and joy. Says it’s got all his
favorite tunes on it.
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SUE JACK. All these tunes are new. I don’t recognize any of
them.

CASSIDY. Look, there’s some things of yours ya might be
wanting.

SUE JACK. What things?

CASSIDY. Just belongings. I found ’em in one of the
drawers in Hooker’s trunk. I put’em in a box for ya.

SUE JACK. Well, thanks.

CASSIDY. I'll go up and get "em for ya. Ya might be needing
’em on your travels.

SUE JACK. Alright.

LACEY. (To Turnip.) Hey, what was it she called you?
TURNIP. Huh?

LACEY. Was it Turnip? Did she call you ‘“Turnip’?
TURNIP. I guess.

LACEY. Turnip. That’s hilarious. Whatever does it stand
for?

TURNIP. Just stands for Turnip.

LACEY. But what’s it short for?

TURNIP. My name, I guess.

LACEY. Well, what’s your name?

TURNIP. . . . Turnip. *

LACEY. Oh.

TURNIP. . .. Yeah. (Whitt Carmichael enters through the
front door. He doesn’t notice Sue Jack who is seated in the window
seat.)

CARMICHAEL. Hello. Is Hooker here?

TURNIP. No.

CARMICHAEL. Look, I just found out that all of your Gold
Coast hostesses have run out in fear of the imminent arrival
of Hooker’s outlaw wife.

SUE JACK. Why, hello, Whitt.

CARMICHAEL. Sue Jack . . . Good Lord—I hardly rec-
ognized you.

SUEJACK. Yes, well, I guess1 look kind of different without
a frame around me.

CARMICHAEL. Well, well, so the never-miss girl has really
returned. Tell me, how are those silk hands of yours? She
had the prettiest hands. They never let her down.
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SUE JACK. ’Least not to your level, anyway.
CARMICHAEL. You got close though. Back on Esplanade
Avenue. You got awfully close. Let me see those hands.
SUE JACK. Oh, it’s amazing what three years of raising hogs
and picking cotton can do to a pair of hands. Feel for your-
self. (Sue Jack reaches up to rub her calloused fingertips across
Carmichael’s face. He pulls away.) Oh Whitt, what's the mat-
ter? Don’t you wanna see if I lost my touch?
CARMICHAEL. Look . . . Ididn’t come here to dwellon
your hard luck or your felony conviction . . . 1havea busi-
ness proposition to discuss with your husband. (Cassidy comes
walking down the staircase carrying a cardboard box.)

SUE JACK. Tell me. Reed and I are partners.
CARMICHAEL. Well, in the light of the fact that your
dancers have departed, I feel it is now painfully apparent that
Hooker will not be able to settle his three hundred and
fifty-five dollar debt to me by January first. So, as a matter of
convenience, I'd appreciate him signing this property over
to me straight away. (Carmichael hands a paper to Sue Jack. As
she looks it over.) Otherwise, I intend to inform all the people
in town Hooker owes money to the distressing news that y’all
are opening up your taxi dance hall with absolutely no taxi
dancers. Believe me, it could make some of them rubes very,
very angry.

SUE JACK. (Handing the paper back to Turnip.) I don’t know
where you get your information, Whitt, but someone just
about pulled your leg completely off. Why, our only concern
is that there will be so many beautiful ladies dancing here this
evening that everyone strolling down this road will be made
mindlessly drunk inhaling the intoxicating smell of all the
sweet perfumes.

CARMICHAEL. Ah, Sue Jack, I do love it when you wax
poetic but I saw all of your charity girls pulling out on this
morning’s train. They claimed they were escaping your vil-
lainous presence.

SUE JACK. That’s pure sour grapes. They’re just distressed
because we rejected them for the dance hall. You see, we
only want the creme de le creme working at the Lucky Spot.
(Lacey smiles broadly.) Come by tonight and see for yourself if
you don’t believe me.
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CARMICHAEL. Don’t worry, I'll be back. And so will a lot
of other folks who have debts to settle.
SUE JACK. Wonderful. We need some big-time spenders.
So long now. Merry Christmas.
CARMICHAEL. And a Merry Christmas to you, Miss Sue.
‘IZAC)EY. Please do come back. (Carmichael exits out the front
oor.
SUE JACK. My God. Have all the dancers really gone?
LACEY. I'm afraid so. I'm the only one left.
SUE JACK. I can’t believe people think I'm so horrible. 1
mean, maybe back when I drank I was something of a
hothead.
LACEY. Well, Lola Dove was getting everyone all riled up,
telling them about the time when you hit her with a brick just
t’see if she would bleed.
SUE JACK. Oh, yeah, yeah, well, surprisingly enough
cold, heartless bitch ble)(;l a whole lot.ereed’sg g):)nna h%atetlrﬁlet:
for this when he finds out.
TURNIP. He already knows.
SUE JACK. He does?
TURNIP. He went to try and stop the dancers at the train
depot. Guess he didn’t make it.
SUE_]A(;K. Well, hell’s fire, here he invites me for Christmas
and I bring in this whole bag of trouble. What a goddamn
mess. God, I'd kill for a drink. Haven’t had one in three
ears.
TURNIP. Well, look. I think I better go try and find
Hooker.
SUE JACK. Ooh! Just one straight shot of tequila.
TURNIP. See if he’s got anything up his sleeve.
SUE JACK. Or gin, a jolt of gin. (Turnip exits out the front
door, slamming it behind him.) Okay, okay. I'm fine.
CASSIDY. Well, here’s your box for ya. (Cassidy hands Sue
{)ack )the cardboard box packed with belongings from Sue Jack’s
ast.
SUE JACK. Thanks. Thanks a lot. (Sue Jack staresinto the box
a moment then takes out a hand mirror.) Ha! Look here, my
silver mirror’s cracked. Well, now that’s seven years bad
luck. Hmm. Wonder when I broke it? God, look at me!
How’d all of that sadness ever sink so deep into my face?
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Well, let’s see what we can do to fix her up. (Sue Jack takes out
some melted rouge and smears it across her cheeks. She becomes
disheartened by the effect. She tosses the mirror aside.) Shouldn’t
be looking in mirrors. My mama, she shot herself while look-
ing in a full-length mirror. ’Course I’'m not like my mama.
She went insane due to religious troubles. (Sue Jack takes out
an old bottle of hand lotion, opens it up and smells it.)

LACEY. Well, I don’t know how my mother is; she’s not
speaking t'me. And I really don’t even care "cause when she
was speaking t'me, she never got tired of telling me how I was
swivel-hipped and I was never gonna be anything more than
some poor man’s pudding. Well, I've set out t’prove her
wrong. (To Cassidy.) So how about your mama? What'’s she
like?

CASSIDY. Well, it’s hard t’say "cause, well she’s dead. All of
’em are except me.

SUE JACK. How’d they all die?

CASSIDY. Diptheria. Killed every one of “em. Then they
come out and burned our place down t'ashes. Said it was full
of contamination.

LACEY. That's tragic. Having your whole family
demolished.

CASSIDY. Of course, my paw, well, I don’t know about him,
'cause see I never knowed him. He could be some rich lord
living in a castle somewhere or maybe he’s just some old bum
standing in the breadlines. I'm hoping someday I'll meet him
and find out.

SUE JACK. Well, I never met my daddy but if I did, I'd like
nothing better than t’spit straight at him.

CASSIDY. Well, all men ain’t so bad.

SUE JACK. No. How ’'bout your husband? What'’s he like?
CASSIDY. I, well, I ain’t exactly quite got no husband, yet.
SUE JACK. Oh.

CASSIDY. But I will. He’s gonna marry me real soon.
SUE JACK. Well, that’s good news. (Pause.) What sort of
wedding you planning?

CASSIDY. Oh, nothing much.

LACEY. Gosh, this sure is a stunning tree, and these berries
are just gonna make it look so perky! Don’t ya’'ll think?
SUE JACK. Yeah. You know, you oughta do something
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special —dress up at least. Let me look through here. Maybe
there’s some things you can use. (Sue Jack rummages through
the box.) God, I'll never forget our wedding. It was St. Pat-
rick’s day and it was raining and Thumper Bell . . . Lacey,
you remember Thumper Bell? . . .
LACEY. Oh yeh, yeh, the crazy drummer from the Palace.
SUE JACK. Why he kept throwing rice all over uson the wet
streets in the rain. Reed and I—we couldn’t stop laugh-
ing . . . Doesn’t that look pretty? (Sue Jack takes off Cassidy’s
derby and puts on a fancy hat.)
LACEY. (In an attempt to change the focus.) I've never been
married. But I did get left at the church once. Well, actually,
it was a home wedding. Oh, we had the house all decorated
with colorful flowers and garlands and candlelight. I don’t
think they’ll'ever invent anything more romantic than can-
dlelight. Anyway, it’s a very funny story —all about how he
never came by the house. I guess it makes me out t’look a
little foolish. Afterwards, everyone remarked how I took it
really well, coming down and joining the party like I did.
CASSIDY. But why didn’t he come back t'marry you? What
made him not come?
LACEY. I guess he just— Well maybe 'cause I . . . Oh,
beats me.
SUE JACK. Here, try on this coat.
CASSIDY. I don’t think I better be using your things.
SUE JACK. Look, didn’t anybody ever tell you, it’s better to
give than to receive?
CASSIDY. No.
SUE JACK. Well, occasionally, it’s true. (Throwing the coat
around Cassidy.) There. Lacey, doesn’t that look elegant?
LACEY. Well, now that does help!
CASSIDY. Really?
LACEY. My yes. It hidesalot! In fact, I have a dress that’ll be
just the thing with that coat. I'll runand get it! (Lacey exits out
the side door.)
SUE JACK. Here’s some shoes.
CASSIDY. Why, them’s red satin shoes. I always been long-
ing t’have me a pair a them red satin shoes.
SUE JACK. Well, try ’em on.
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CASSIDY. No, I, well, I got these different sort of feet.
Would it be alright if I tried 'em on upstairs?

SUE JACK. Sure.

CASSIDY. Thanks. (Cassidy takes the shoes and exits upstairs.
Sue Jack goes back to the box. She finds an old deck of cards. She
takes out a lace glove and puts it on her hand. She then spotsan old
teddy bear. She picks it up and holdsit with a strange sad wonder.
Hooker enters through the front door in a huff. He stops in his
tracks when he sees Sue Jack. Sue Jack feels his presence, she drops
the toy bear back into the box and turns to face him.)

SUE JACK. Hi. I, well, I was gonna try and fix up.
HOOKER. No need.

SUE JACK. I'm sorry about running off the dancers.
HOOKER. Yeah.

SUE JACK. I'lltryand . . . help out.
HOOKER. I don’t think so.
SUE JACK. Well . . . whatever you’'d like.

HOOKER. I'd like you outta here.

SUE JACK. I see.

HOOKER. You're like a bad luck charm around my neck. 1
keep trying t’rip you off and you keep burning my hand.
SUE JACK. I don’t wanna burn your hand. I don’t mean to.
HOOKER. Then just go.

SUE JACK. I'm not the same as I was Reed. Go on and look
at me. You see, I'm not the same. I'm not the same one who
kept on hurting you by drinking, and brawling and gambling
itallaway. And I'm not the young, laughing girl you married
with the rosy cheeks and pretty hands. I guess I'm not sure
whoIam. And, I tell you, it’sbeen making me feel so strange.
When I was in prison, the only belonging I had was this old
photograph of myself that was taken just before I ran off
from home. In it I’m wearing this straw hat decorated with
violets and my hair’s swept back in a braid and my eyes,
they’re just . . . shining . . . 1 used to take out that pic-
ture and look at it. I kept on pondering over it. I swear it
confused me so much, wondering where she was— that girl
in the picture. I could not imagine where she’d departed
to—so unknowingly, so unexpectedly. (A pause.) Look, I
won’t drink or yell or fight or shoot pool or bet the roosters

or —
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HOOKER. Yeah, yeah, and I guess I've heard all that till it’s
frayed at the edges.

SUE JACK. Please, I don’t wanna lose any more. I'm
through throwing everything away with both fists.
HOOKER. I'm sorry. I just can’t let you in on me ever again.
SUEJACK. Then why did you send for me? Why did you call
for me t’come t'you?

HOOKER. . .. I didn’t. It was somebody else. It was
somebody I'm in kinda a mess with.

SUE JACK. What sort of mess? What somebody?
HOOKER. Look, I really can’t afford t’have you flying off
the handle.

SUE JACK. I'm alright.

HOOKER. It’s just something that happened and I think the
best thing is if you just disappeared.

SUE JACK. What are you telling me? Just tell me what
you're telling me. (Cassidy enters at the top of the staircasewear-
ing only one red shoe and holding the other one in her hand.)
HOOKER. Cassidy, get outta here!

CASSIDY. (A beat.) You tell her about us?

HOOKER. Move, do you hear me? Move! Movel

SUE JACK. What are you—what did you—This child?!
(Turnip rushes in the front door. He races behind the counter,
grabs a shotgun and heads back towards the front door.)
TURNIP. Hooker, thank God, come quick! Carmichael’s
got the whole town riled up. Johnny Montgomery and some
of the other guys ya owe money to are taking away every-
thing: the Christmas hog, the Santy Claus mailbox, the
Chevy car . . . (Hooker grabs the shotgun from Turnip and
leans it against the wall.)

HOOKER. Look, we don’t need t’start killing people. I can
handle Johnny Montgomery. He'll listen to reason. (Hooker
and Turnip exit out the front door.)

CASSIDY. (Coming down the staircase.) You want these things
back? (Sue Jack looks at her, then heads for the counter looking for
some liquor.)

SUE JACK. I want a drink. The real world’s getting much
too potent. I gotta dilute it with some pure grain alcohol.
(Finding the bottle.) Ah ha! White mule. I knew I could depend
on Mr. Hooker. (Pouring a drink.) There now. Let me just
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zing one back. (She throws back a triple shot.) Ah. So good ol’
hooch is legal again. I like that. No more recooking extract,
fermenting mash, drinking hair tonic. Wanna jole?
CASSIDY. No thanks.

SUE JACK. Down the hatch. (S he throws back another big shot.)
So . . . the scum bastard made a play for ya? I mean, you're
having his kid, right?

CASSIDY. That’s right.

SUE JACK. You know, someone oughta notify the Chil-
dren’s Aid Society or maybe report that s.o.b. to the Morals
court. I could do that. I think Y'll do that. (She has another
drink.)

CASSIDY. No, don’t do that. He didn’t do nothing bad.
SUE JACK. Maybe we’ll just have to let.the judge decide —
like he decided about me. (She has another drink.) But person-
ally, I believe that sexual molestation of a young orphan
child by a raving drunken idiot is sufficient grounds for
criminal prosecution.

CASSIDY. But it weren't like that. Please, ya can’t send him
off t'no jaill

SUE JACK. Oh, go on and cry all you want. ‘T'ears have
never been precious to me. Not my own or anybody else’s.
CASSIDY. Lady, I'm just asking ya t'do what’s right!

SUE JACK. Yeah and just what do you suggest is right?
CASSIDY. Well, it’s a clear thing. He don’t like you. He
don’t want you here.

SUE JACK. Did he tell you that?

CASSIDY. Yeah.

SUE JACK. Well, sometimes people don’t mean —the
things they say.

CASSIDY. I think he means it.

SUE JACK. I wager he doesn’t. (She pours another drink.)
CASSIDY. Well, I ain’t never had a kid by no man before
and he tol’ me he’d marry me ’cause I ain’t raising no stink-
ing bastard.

SUEJACK. If he told you he’d marry 'ya, then he’sano good
dirt-crawling liar. See ’cause he’s never gonna marry you. He
can’t. He’s married to me.

CASSIDY. Well, he’s divorcing you.
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SUE JACK. He’s what?

CASSIDY. That’s right. He’s divorcing you and marrying
me.

SUE JACK. Oh, he’s been dealing you out a very crooked
hand.

CASSIDY. Why, you ain’t even pretty. They all said how you
was so beautiful but you ain’t even pretty. I got the bloom of
youth and you ain’t even pretty.

SUE JACK. Listen to me, you greasy little runt. He’s my
husband. He loves me. He can’t help it. (Sue Jack picks up the
shotgun and aims it in Cassidy’s direction.) And if I were you, I
wouldn’t go around spreading lies like that. Understand, I'm
never gonna get over loving Reed Hooker. 'Cause even
when I don’t know who in this godless world I am, or was, or
ever will be —the one thing I know as sure as the smell of
spring rain is that I utterly, hopelessly love that rotten,
worthless son of a bitch! (Throughout the following, Sue Jack
fires the shotgun shattering a mirror, light fixtures and the juke-
box.) I want, want, want him like a crazy shrieking, howling
dog. 1 can’t live without him! I'll blow out my brains. ri
shoot you to pieces. I'll rip this fucking place t’the ground.
But, by God, I gotta have that miserable, lying, double-cross-
ing, one and only love of my broken lifel (Sue Jack stops firing
the gun. She looks around a moment then stumbles across the room
and gets the whiskey bottle.) Oh God, look here. I've been
misering the bottle. I didn’t mean t’do that. (Lacey runs in
with the dress.)

LACEY. What in the world . . . ? Are y’all alright? Oh, my
Lord, look here. (Lacey trips and falls as Turnip and Hooker
come in together. They have been in a fight. Turnip is carrying
Hooker; he is a bloody mess.)

TURNIP. Thank God, Sue Jack. Thank God for those shots.
You scared those bastards away. They almost murdered
Hooker. (Turnip sits Hooker down.)

HOOKER. Yeah, thanks. Thanks a lot. (Hooker looks up. He
sees the damage, He sees the liquor bottle in Sue Jack’s hand.)
What’s all this? You’ve shot this place to shit. My jukebox.
Look at my jukebox. (Hooker rises, fury begins to blind him.)
Why you stupid slut— (What followsis an all-out, lowdownand

173




rutty brawl. The other characters are all somehow thrustin and
out and back in and out of this massive free-for-all battle that
leaves the place in total shambles.)

SUE JACK. Don’t you ever hit me.

HOOKER. Hit you? Hit you?! I’'m gonna kill you! I'm gonna
rip your head off your shoulders.

SUE JACK. Stay away. You stay away!

HOOKER. I'm sick of you ruining my life! You’re not gonna
ruin it any more!

SUE JACK. I'm ruining your life? That’s rich. That’s damn
rich. You’re the worthless, two-timing bastard who messed
out on me.

HOOKER. And what the hell else was I gonna do when you
shut me out with you drinking for weeks on end, staying
binged out of your goddamned mind, gambling away every
nickel we ever had?!

SUE JACK. Yeah, well, at least I never messed out on you.
HOOKER. That’s a damned lie!

SUE JACK. Don't call me a liar!

HOOKER. (Running on.) Why, you stayed for five weeks out
in that trash can shack getting drunk and screwing your
cousin, the undertaker.

SUE JACK. That was different! That was family!
HOOKER. Bullshit!

SUE JACK. You know good and well I never loved him. But
I saw all those poems you wrote to Caroline Carmichael.
HOOKER. You read my poems?!

SUE JACK. That one about how she smelled!

HOOKER. I never said you could read my poems! I'm gonna
butcher you for that!

SUE JACK. Go ahead! Poke out my red eyes. Tear out my
dying hair. I'm a sickening, wretched, worthless glob of pulp.
But at least I never crawled so low as t’'mercilessly abduct and
rape a poor runt of an orphan child!

HOOKER. Let me at her! I'm gonna shred open your face!
I’m gonna tear out your decaying heart! (Hooker catches Sue

Jack. They struggle passionately.) You bitch!

SUE JACK. You bastard!
HOOKER. I'm glad they stuck you in that jail. I pray you go
back! I pray you get nothing but bread and water and blood
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caked rot for the rest of your useless life! (Hooker slings Sue
Jack to the floor. Sue Jack gets to her feet and grabs the rifie. She
comes toward him swinging it at him.)

SUE JACK. I'm glad I threw Caroline Carmichael over that
balcony rail. I'm glad she broke both her arms and gashed up
her face. Let that serve as fair warning to any other whore I
find in your bed! Fair warning to all whores! (Hooker grabs the
rifle away from her. They start to strangle each other.)
HOOKER. I'm gonna kill you.

SUE JACK. I'm gonna kill you.

HOOKER. I hate your guts.

SUE JACK. I hate your guts.

HOOKER. You bitch.

SUE JACK. You bastard.

HOOKER. You bitch.

SUE JACK. You bastard. You—

HOOKER. You . . .
SUE JACK. You . . . (They both collapse on the floor. It is a

double knockout. Music B comes up as the lights fade to black.)*
END OF ACT 1

*See Special Note on copyright page.
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ACT 11
SceNE 1

The stageis dark. Music A: “I Need A Little Sugar In My
Bowl”*—a low down rinky dink blues tune plays on a
record player. It is about eight o’ clockin the evening on the
same day.

HOOKER'’s VOICE. Okay, try the switch. (A little toy village
is lit up on the dark stage.) It's working!

TURNIP. Yeah.

HOOKER. The whole village. (A beat.) All lit up. All aglow.
Turnip?

TURNIP. Huh?

HOOKER. She gone yet?

TURNIP. Not yet.

HOOKER. Get her outta here. I don’t wanna lay eyes on her
ever again. (A beat.) You hear me?

TURNIP. Yeah. Can I get the lights now?

HOOKER. Go ahead. (We see that Hooker has a bump on his
head, a black eye, and his hand is wrapped in gauze. He is dressed
in tails. Turnip wears a baggy suit and a skinny tie. The damage
from this morning’s brawl has basically been repaired or hidden
under the decorations that have been put up for this evening’s
extravaganza. The record player and three or four large stacks of
records sit on the counter top along with a huge punch bow! and
coffee pot and a plate of cookies. A few empty chairs are lined up
against the wall. Throughout the following Hooker and Turnip
line the rest of the stacked up chairs up against the wall.)
TURNIP. Hooker.

HOOKER. Huh?

TURNIP. I don’t think this is gonna work.

HOOKER. Well, then we'll toss it. There’re plenty more
swell ones. We’ve got stacks of *em. (Hooker removes the record
and tosses it into a cardboard box.)

*See Special Note on copyright page.
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TURNIP. I don’t just mean these old records. I mean the
whole thing. The whole opening of the Lucky Spot.
HOOKER. What about it?
TURNIP. I really think we oughta put off the Grand Open-
ing. I mean we don’t have no music or no taxi dancers; our
electric sign’s all broke. Face it—the cards are stacking up
against us.
HOOKER. Look, we can’t put off the grand opening. I owe
too damn much money. There're people out there who are
waiting to break both my legs. I need anything we can make
tonight t’help fend off the wolves.
TURNIP. We're gonna be opening ourselves up to all sorts
of ridicule.
HOOKER. Be that as it may.
TURNIP. I mean Cassidy can’t be out here dancing around
for ten cents a ticket. (Indicating a huge stomach.) She’s out
t’here, for Christ sake.
HOOKER. Are you telling me how to run my affairs?!
TURNIP. No, it’sjust . . . well, yaoughtta think about her
feelings sometimes. She does have "em.
HOOKER. Hey, I'm not a blind man. I know how I've
treated her. I know I'm a bilge bag. I hate my own goddamn
uts.
%URNIP. I don’t mean t’criticize you—
HOOKER. Go ahead! It’s clear I'm culpable for the prepos-
terous condition she’s in. I should have taken that chestnut
mare, but I took Cassidy instead. (A beat.) She had such a sad
face; a woebegone countenance. I hoped I could change that
face. Instead I've made it worse.
TURNIP. The main thing is she doesn’t want the kid to be
born out a bastard.
HOOKER. Right. Right. So I'm supposed t'marry her.
TURNIP. Yeah. Well, listen, I don’t know much about these
things; so correct me if I'm mistaken, but from the looks of it
you and Sue Jack are kinda on the outs— But even so if you
needed someone to, well,—about Cassidy, I mean—1 could
take — (Cassidy comes walking down the stairs. She is dressedin
the clothes Sue Jack and Lacey helped her put togetherin Actl. Her
hair is fixed in curls under a hat.) Oh. Hi, Cassidy.
CASSIDY. Hi.
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HOOKER. Hi.

CASSIDY. (A beat.) I look okay?

TURNIP. Yeah. Nice.

HOOKER. Your hair’s kinda sticking out some around the
sides. Come here and let me fix it. (Cassidy goes to Hooker. He
startsworking with her hair.) Hold still. (A beat.) Does that pull?
CASSIDY. No.

HOOKER. (Still working on her hair.) So . . . Uh, you had
any ideas about how t'do this wedding?

CASSIDY. (A beat.) No; just signing the papers.
HOOKER. You interested in a cake or a white dress or
throwing rice or anything?

CASSIDY. I . . . no.

HOOKER. Maybe we could go out t’eat at a restaurant or
something afterwards . . . if you wanted to.

CASSIDY. (Nodding yes.) Uh huh.

HOOKER. We’ll do that then. There. That looks better —
don’t lose those hairpins. Gottagooutand . . . workonthe
sign. (Hooker exits out the front door. Cassidy turns to Turnip.
Both of them are white.)

CASSIDY. You hear that? He’s talking about my marriage
t’him. He remembered all about it. He’s gonna marry me.
He’s gonna do it.

TURNIP. I reckon so.

CASSIDY. He’s gonna keep his promise. Just like you said.
Why you’re the one that promised me he’d keep his promise.
You're the one! Oh, thank you, Turnip! (Cassidygrabs Turnip
and kisses him.)

TURNIP. Well, don't kiss me about it! He’s only marrying ya
on the rebound.

CASSIDY. The what?

TURNIP. The rebound, the rebound, from Sue Jack. Ya
don’t just want him t'marry ya on the rebound, do ya?
CASSIDY. Yeah. I sure do. I sure do.

TURNIP. Yeah, I reckon so. (Lacey sticks her head in from the
kitchen door.) Oh, Lacey, come on in! Come on n!

LACEY. (Over her shoulder.) The coast is clear. (Lacey enters
the room, Sue Jack follows behind her.)

TURNIP. (Not noticing Sue Jack.) We’re just having the big-
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gest celebration! Hooker’s proposed marriage t'Cassidy.
He’s made a definite public proposall Ain’t life a boon! (Tur-
nip and Cassidy see Sue Jack.) Oh 1— (Cassidygasps at the sight
of her and runs to hide under a table. Sue Jack wears makeup and
has restyled her hair. She is dressed in a glamourous tight fitted
dress from her past. She has a bruise on her cheek. Laceyis dressed
in an old evening gown with dirty hand prints around the waist.)
SUE JACK. It’salright. It’s fine. (To Cassidy.) Hey, come on
out from under there. I’'m not gonna hurt ya. Honestly.
Come on out now. (Cassidy slowly crawls out from under the
table.) Look, I'm sorry I shot at ya this morning. Okay? I
guess I just—stepped outta line a little bit.

TURNIP. So, any luck with the phone calling?

SUE JACK. Oh, sure. I've got several friends who want me
t'spend Christmas with them. I've just got to decide if I'm
looking for a real sophisticated kind of Christmas or a big
warm family sort of time, or maybe I just want t’spend a
quiet, peaceful Christmas with a few intimate friends.
TURNIP. Yeah. Well, it sounds pretty nice.

SUE JACK. I tell ya, I feel refreshed. All that stupid, misera-
ble hope I've let eat at me for so long has finally been beaten
t'death. Reed and I are disbanded. We were never quite
right for each other. This morning wetried to . . . killeach
other. (A beat) I'm renewed. I'm free t’be a globe-trotter
once again. T’live by my wits. Ah, how I love a changing
panorama.

TURNIP. Yeah-—well—you look real beautiful.

SUE JACK. Right. Gotta impress my old acquaintances. Oh,
by the way, Turnip, do you have any idea whatever hap-
pened to Thumper Bell? I thought I might try and give hima
call—make sure someone remembered to invite him up for
Christmas.

TURNIP. No, [ — Well, Thumper, he died. I'm sorry t’tell
ya. Happened last spring. He, ah, stopped in an alleyway
t’pick up some change and got hit by a falling flower box.
SUE JACK. Oh. Rotten luck. Poor Thumper. Well, I'll get
my things and be heading out.

TURNIP. Yeah. (Sue Jack exits out the side door to the bunga-
lows.) She really get any of those folks she was calling?
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LACEY. Didn’t sound like it to me.

TURNIP. She’s been on the phone all afternoon. Seems like
somebody would’ve come through for her.

LACEY. It's so sad. She’ll be spending Christmas all alone.
TURNIP. Sometimes life makes me wanna puke. One
stroke of really bad luck and people just can’t never seem
t'recover.

LACEY. You mean about their little boy.

TURNIP. Yeah, after he died things went hateful crazy.
CASSIDY. Sue Jack and Hooker had some child together?
TURNIP. Yeah. His name was Andrew. (A beat.) They called
him Andy.

CASSIDY. How old was he?

TURNIP. (Indicating the height of a 23 year old child.)’Bout
this old. You know small.

CASSIDY. And he died?

TURNIP. Yeah. Ran out in the road and got hit by some
automobile. They say he was chasing after a hummingbird.
LACEY. Oooh! Id just run and jump straight off a chffif I
didn’t have a place t'go to on Christmas Day.

TURNIP. Hell, I might just do it anyway.

CASSIDY. (A beat.) Well, why don’t she just stay on here for
Christmas?

TURNIP. Here?

LACEY. You'd want her here?

CASSIDY. I wouldn’t mind.

LACEY. Well, if you don’t mind —

TURNIP. Hooker refuses t’ever lay eyes on her again.
CASSIDY. Maybe if we just explain—

LACEY. I mean after all, we certainly could use an extra taxi
dancer.

TURNIP. Hooker ain’t listening t'reason. He’s trying
t’open up this dance hall with two dancers and no music.
Claims he needs the money. Why, we’d make more money
selling apples on a street corner. But he can’t see it. Ah, I
don’t care! What does any of it matter?! All these miserable
people butting around. Trying so hard. For what?! Beforeit’s
all over everyone of "em’s gonna be stone cold dead! Abso-
lutely everyone of "em. (Snapping his fingers.) Dead! Dead!
Dead! So what the hell are they all sweating?! That’s what I'd

relish t’know! Ooohll What a low down rutty rotten little
game we're all playing. It ain’t like checkers. In checkers
somebody wins and somebody loses. It’s clear-cut. But play-
ing this other — we’re all big-time losers; everyone of us. No
ringing in the cold deck, no aces up the sleeves, no hold outs.
Just stacking up piles and piles of chips, t’give 'em all away.
All losers! Everyone of us— Christ, what a racket.
LACEY. (A beat.) Now there’s conversation for ya. There’s
genuine, sparkling, earnest conversation.
EA.SSIDY. Well, it kinda makes me wanna go beat out all my
rains.
LACEY. That’s what real conversation’ll do t’ya.
CASSIDY. Well, I don't like the feeling. Thinking about
how this thing’s gonna be dead here it ain’t even been born
yet. Why it all just gives me goose chills straight up my thighs.
LACEY. I, on the other hand, appreciate a man who will
converse with a lady. Tell me, Turnip, do you have any
further conversation that I may partake in?
TURNIP. I, well, I do have things to say. Just generally I
don’t say ‘em.
CASSIDY. Look, I'm going out front t’talk t'Hooker. I
wanna explain t'him about that lady staying on here through
Christmas day. (A beat.) I'm going on out t’ask him. (Cassidy
looks uneasily at Turnip and Laceywho are staring at each other.)
TURNIP. Well . . . 'Bye.
LACEY. Bye.
CASSIDY. Yeah. 'Bye. (Cassidy exits out the front door. Lacey
continues to look at Turnip with wet, listening eyes.)
TURNIP. . .. I’mnot stupid. A lot of people think of me
as stupid. My brothers they always called me stupid. But 1
wasn’t. I thought a lot. Mostly about things they never even
featured. Like don’t always go around making fun of people
with harelips ’cause it don’t do no good and they can’t help it
no how.
LACEY. (A pause.) You know what you’ve got? Sensitivity.
Real sensitivity.
TURNIP. You’re probably right. What can I do about it?
LACEY. You’re— You're asking me a vital question in a
prolonged conversation. Oh my, oh my, oh my. (Lacey stum-
bles around and manages to fall to the floor.) See here! Didn’t I




tell ya? It’s the bird bones in my ankles. (Turnip helps Lacey to
her feet as Sue Jack comes in carrying the dilapidated cardboard
box with her belongings. She wears black lace gloves and a black
hat with berries.)

SUE JACK. Hi.

LACEY. Oh hi.

TURNIP. Hi. (A beat.) Can you handle that?

SUE JACK. Sure. Look —I— Well, here’s some Christmas
things. (Sue Jack sets down the box. She takes out some gifis
wrapped in dirty tissue paper from the large handbag.) They're
nothing, really. Just some things I made while I was in—
there. 1 don’t know; I thought somebody might want "em.
Turnip. (Sue Jack hands a package to Turnip.)

TURNIP. Thanks.

SUE JACK. Here, Lacey.

LACEY. Thanks, Sugar. I love Christmas presents.
TURNIP. Look, that box is falling apart. Let me go out back
here and find you a flour sack or something t’'make it easier
for ya t’carry. (Turnip picks up the box.)

SUE JACK. Don’t trouble yourself.

TURNIP. Ain’t no trouble. Come on. (Turnip and Sue Jack
exit into the kitchen. Lacey quickly unwraps her gift. It is an em-
broidered Christmas bell.)

LACEY. A bell. (A beat.) Jingle, jingle, jingle. (Hooker and
Cassidy enter from the front door. Hooker carries a toolbox.)
HOOKER. Look, I'm about on my last leg around hereand I
refuse t’have her hanging around just t'’kick it out from
under me.

CASSIDY. But she ain’t gonna kick ya. I swear she ain’t.
LACEY. It’s Christmas Eve. Give her one more chance.
HOOKER. No. (Sue Jack and Turnip enter from the kitchen. Sue
Jack’s belongings have been transferredinto a burlap flour sack.)
And what’s all this crap? Who brought over these dirty
Christmas presents?

SUE JACK. 1did. (Hooker turns to see Sue Jack.)
HOOKER. Oh, (A beat.) Well, we don’t need 'em. We've got
plenty of our own.

SUE JACK. Alright. (Sue Jack takes the Christmas presents and
slowly puts them in the burlap sack. To Hooker.) Look, I'll write
where I’m staying. You can send the divorce papers on and
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I’ll sign ’em. (A beat.) Well, goodbye everybody. Have a good

Christmas.

TURNIP. Goodbye, Sue Jack. Merry Christmas.

LACEY. I—1 love my bell. You have a real good Christmas

now.

SUE JACK. Yeah, you, too. Goodbye now.

CASSIDY. Goodbye. (Sue Jack exits out the front door. Cassidy,

Lacey and Turnip stare sadly after her, then turn and look at

Hooker in stony silence.)

HOOKER. So enough goldbricking. Everyone back t'work.

Tonight’s our big night! (Looking at his watch.) Come on ev-

erybody, as of now we’re open for business! (Turnip is opening

2he p)resent Sue Jack gave him. Lacey and Cassidy gather around
m.

LACEY. So what’d she give ya?

TURNIP. Mittens with snowmen on ’em.

CASSIDY. Ohlook, ain’t it sad, one of "em’s melting. (Hooker

comes over to them; he grabs the mittens from Turnip.)

HOOKER. Let me see those! (Hooker roughly puts one of the

mittens on his hand, then pulls it off. He takes the mittens and

throws them out the front door. He yells to Sue Jack, who is headed

doun the road.) Hey you got a lot of nerve walking outta here

like this! You know damn good and well we only have two

dancers for tonight! And it’s all *cause of you showing your

face! But don’t let it bother ya! Just run off t’your fancy

Christmas parties. Forget about usl We’ll do just fine all on

our own! (Hooker turns and comes back inside the room, slamming

the front door shut. After a moment Sue Jack enters through the

Sfront door.)

SUE JACK. Alright, Hooker. I'll do the Lucky Spot this one
favor. After all, it is Christmas.

HOOKER. Fine! But once we get squared—I don’t even
wanna remember your face. (Music B— the trumpet solo from
“J Must Have That Man’* — comes up. Sue Jack slowly startsto
remove her hat and gloves as the lights fade to blackout.)

END OF SCENE 1

*See Special Note on copyright page.
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ACT 1I
SCENE 2

The lights fade up. Music B fades into Music C: “Twelfth
Street Rag.”* It plays on the phonograph. Sue Jack sits in
the window seat doing string tricks. Lacey and Cassidy
dance awkwardly together. It is two to three hours later on

the same evening.

LACEY. (Instructing Cassidy.) Don’t look down. Up! Up!
Smile! Look happy! Come on, be peppy! Get some zing! Bub-
ble! Twirl out! (Lacey twirls Cassidy out across the room. Cassidy
crashes into the bar. Lacey removes the needle from the record.)
CASSIDY. It ain’t much use. I don’t know how t'move
around t’this music.
LACEY. Don’t worry you’ll get the hang of it. See ’cause,
your main problem’s not the dancing—it’s simply that
ou’re not used t’being in the limelight.
CASSIDY. Nah, I ain’t used t’being in no limelight.
LACEY. Well, being in the limelight’s easy. All ya gotta dois
Jearn how Uemphasize your striking features. That way ya
won’t fade out.
CASSIDY. I don’t wanna fade out.
LACEY. Well then, we’ll emphasize your eyes. You’ve got
very pretty eyes. Come here, we'll just darken em up some.
(Lacey gets an eyeliner pencil from her evening bag and starts
darkening Cassidy’seyes.) Take me. For awhile I wasn’t getting
the dances; so I moved overand started in corner dancing. A
lace where I could really shine.
CASSIDY. What's corner dancing?
LACEY. Well, just dancing in a dark corner. You know,
where you start allowing neck kissing, ear biting and body
pressing.
CASSIDY. Gosh, are they gonna be biting on my ears?
LACEY. Oh no, you’ve got years before ya have t’get into
corner dancing. You’ve got the bloom of youth.
CASSIDY. That’s good. (From outside the front door we hear
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Hooker’s voice calling through a megaphone in the distance.)
HOOKER. (Offstage.) Grand opening! Lucky Spot Dance
Halll Come one! Come all!

SUE JACK. Oh God. Look at Reed out there calling to cars
through that megaphone. He’s making a laughing stock.
HOOKER. Free prizes! Come one! Come all!

LACEY. Well, we do need the business.

HOOKER. (Offstage.) Merry Christmas! Ho, ho, ho!
CASSIDY. I sure hope some people come.

SUE JACK. Would you come to a place with a madman
standing out front yelling at ya through a megaphone? (Tur-
nip enters through the front door.)

TURNIP. Hey, Lacey, Hooker wants ya t’come out front
and do your cartwheels.

SUE JACK. Oh good Christ.

TURNIP. He says maybe you can arrest the attention of
some of them passing cars.

LACEY. Well, okay. But I better stretch out a little. (Stretch-
ing.) One and two and— (She falls to the floor.) Oops! My
wayward ankles again.

TURNIP. Here, let me help ya up.

LACEY. (To Turnip.) Why thank you, Turnip. You’resucha
lamb. I just can’t keep my eyes off your eyes. (Turnip escorts
Lacey out the front door. Cassidy looks after them perturbed. Sue
Jack goes back to playing with the string. Cassidy hikes her skirtup
over her knees.)

CASSIDY. Look here, my knees got dirt all on "em. I have
real trouble keeping clean. (She spits on her hand and starts
scrubbing her knees.) Mr. Pete, he used t’call me a godlessbaga
stench. Mr. Pete’s the man I was with before. He’s the one
Hooker won me offa. And that was a lucky day for me. See
’cause when I was with Mr. Pete practically all he’d ever give
me teat was cow feed. Why, if fact be known, the man was
downright feeble-minded. Look here where he branded me
with his holy cross. (Cassidy hikes up her skirtand revealsa cross
branded to her inner thigh.)

SUE JACK. My God.

CASSIDY. He’s always telling me how all fired holy he is.
Him being 2 member of the Church of Innocent Blood —
and me being a godless bag a stench. Lord, my life ain’t never
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been no good till now. But here, well, we have supper to-
gether every night. It’s the most I ever felt like a family.
SUE JACK. Yeah. Some people need that I guess.
CASSIDY. Uh huh. Look, I just wanted t’tell ya— it wasn’t
like what you was saying this morning. See Hooker, he wasn’t
all mean and drunk or nothing like that the night when it
happened.

SUE JACK. Jesus, I don't care how it happened. It doesn’t
matter how it happened. (4 beat.) Okay, so are you gonna tell
me how it happened?

CASSIDY. Well, used to be I'd hear him at night yelling out
and gasping for air and such. I reckoned him t’be having bad
dreams; so I started rushing down t’his room t'wake him up.
I'd bring him water t’drink and wet down his forehead witha
cool rag. Afterward he’d never go back t'sleep, but he’d send
me back on t’bed telling me how I needed t'get my rest.
Then one time he just up and says for me t’stop coming in
with the water. Says for me just t’stay putand let him be. And
I done that for some nights. I sure didn’t like listening t’him,
but I stood it. Then this one night I hear such crying, like it’s
coming from some sick, dying animal. Well, I can’t find no
control for myself, but t’run in with the water. I wake him up
and I wash off his face and I hold him so hard and I say,
“Don’t be scared no more. I can make ya feel better. I know
some ways t'make ya feel better.”” And I did too, from being
out on the trail so long with Mr. Pete. Next day though he
moves all my things up t’the attic. (A beat.) He locks me up
there at nights now. Turnip, he’ll come by and unlatch the
door in the mornings. I'm hoping all that’s gonna be
changed once we're married. But I don’t really know. Only
thing I do know is this thing ain’t being born out no bastard.
See ’cause bastards they don’t deserve nothing. Hooker’ll be
good to it. Once this skinny kid, he fell outta that mossy tree
out front and split up his lip real good. Hooker done this
trick with a nickel t'make him shut up crying then he let him
keep the nickel.

SUE JACK. He did? He did that nickel trick?
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CASSIDY. I ain’t never seen anything like it.

SUE JACK. (A pause) Yeah, well . . . sometimes I
wonder . . . I really do wonder. (A pause.) The whole
world’s in trouble. So what’s the use? Huh? (Sue Jack gets up
and starts pacing around the room with crazed exuberance.) 1
mean, maybe ya gotta just toss in your hand, pay off your
debts; stand up and leave the goddamn table.

CASSIDY. Leave the table?

SUE JACK. Yeah. It’s worth a go. Gotta go. Letting go! (Sue
Jack puts Music B* on the record player. She starts dancing with a
wild crazed passion.)

CASSIDY. Gosh! Why’re ya dancing around?

SUE JACK. (Still dancing.) 1 don’t know. I just feel crazy and
lighthearted. Like when you’re standing on the very edge of
a mountain cliff and you’re kicking your legs up t’the sky.
(Sue Jack stands on the bar and starts kicking up her legs.)
CASSIDY. I feel lighthearted too. (The women dance around
the room.) It’s kinda like we're friends or something. (Turnip
enters carrying Lacey who is whining and laughing.)

LACEY. Ooh. Ooch. Ow

TURNIP. (To Lacey.) There, there, now.

LACEY. (Gaily.) I fell down again. I'm always falling — (They
stop and watch the women dance.)

TURNIP. Why are y’all so happy?

CASSIDY. We're dancing on the edge of a cliff. (Hooker
enters. He wears a silk hat and carries a megaphone. He stops the
music.)

HOOKER. An extravaganza! This was supposed to be.an
extravaganza! Instead it’s a farce, it’s a flop. A dream so
shattered I can’t even remember what the pieces were.
CASSIDY. Oh, don’t get discouraged. We still got a roof
over our heads and tomorrow we’re having ham for
Christmas dinner. Things ain’t so bad.

HOOKER. Right. Right. Sometimes I just have t’stop myself
and take time out t’be grateful I'm not a one-eyed paraplegic
with severe brain damage dancing in a cardboard hat. (A
beat.) Damn. I didn’t wanna have the Lucky Spot turning out
t’be just like any other roadside attraction.

SUE JACK. I don’t think you’re in any danger of that!
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HOOKER. That's right! Make fun! Laugh at me! You've
always got all the smart answers.

SUE JACK. I was just joking.

HOOKER. I'm not a joke.

SUE JACK. Come on, Reed, the whole world’s a joke. Con-
sider yourself a real sucker when being taken seriously be-
comes any sort of goal at all.

HOOKER. Well now if this world is such a goddamn hilari-
ous funny little joke, then please, you tell me, why the hell
don’t I feel like laughing?

CASSIDY. (Looking out the window.) Look, somebody’s
coming!

HOOKER. Hot damn! We’re in business!

LACEY. Oh my God. He’s coming up the walk.
HOOKER. Quick, get on some music. (Turnip puts on Music
C — “Twelfth Street Rag.”’*)

CASSIDY. Where’s my hat? I need my hat!

LACEY. Look on your head, silly.

HOOKER. Everybody line up over here. Look prettyl
LACEY. Get peppy, girls! Get peppy!

TURNIP. Okay, here're the ties. I've got the ties.
HOOKER. No, you sell the tickets; I’ll sell the ties.
TURNIP. Okay.

HOOKER. No, no I'll sell the tickets, you sell the ties.
TURNIP. Okay, right.

CASSIDY. Here he comes! (Carmichael enters through the front
door. He is dressed in evening attire. At the sight of Carmichael
everyone’s energy drops except for Lacey who is too busy doing her
cartwheels.)

SUE JACK. HOOKER, TURNIP. Shit.

LACEY. Dance? Dance? Wanna dance?

CARMICHAEL. Yes, I'll have a ticket. Just one, thanks. I'll
pass on the neckties for now. (Carmichael buys his ticket from
Hooker, then walks over to the line of women. He scrutinizes them
as he paces back and forth. He finally hands his ticket to Sue Jack.
They stari to dance.) So the place seems to be hopping. It’s a
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shame about the jukebox. But you know these old race
records of Davenport’s aren’t so bad. (The record sticks.)
Kinda scratchy. But not so bad. (4 beat as the record continues
to repeat itself.) Not so bad. Not so bad. Not so bad. (Turnip
finally picks the needle up off the record. Sue Jack and Carmichael
continueto dancein silence.) It’s always such a pleasure dancing
with you. It’s like dancing with a dream. (Hooker rings the
bell.) :
HOOKER. Okay, the dance is over. I said it’s over. Look,
you came by here to gloat; so you've gloated. Now get out.
CARMICHAEL. Listen to me a minute. You're a smart
man. Try to keepa clear head. You know this place willnever
make it. Do yourself a favor, let me take it off your hands.
HOOKER. I don’t get you, Carmichael. Just why are you so
dead set t’get at this place?

CARMICHAEL. The truth is I promised my father I'd get it
for him. As sort of a Christmas gift. (Indicating Sue Jack.) He
couldn’t stand the idea of her being here after that mess with
Caroline. I don’t blame him much. Here're the papers. If
you sign ‘em it'll let everyone off the hook.

HOOKER. I don’t.know. I'm not real keen on the idea.
CARMICHAEL. Believe me, it’s a fair price.

SUE JACK. Well, now that worries me. (Hooker takes the
papers down to a table. He motions to Turnip to come with him.)
HOOKER. (To Turnip.) What d’you think?

TURNIP. Gosh, it’s hard t’say. After all the badmouthing
he’s been doing about us around town I really don’t know
that we have a frank chance a making it here.
CARMICHAEL. You don’t have a blind chance.
HOOKER. I don’t know. I gota strong feeling this place isn’t
realizing its full potential. I mean, look at that painted horse
over there. Why it’s— otherworldly.

CARMICHAEL. I think you’re living ina rosy dream world.
SUE JACK. Ismell fish.

CARMICHAEL. What?

SUE JACK. 1said I smell fish.

CASSIDY. There’s somebody out there. Somebody else is
coming.

LACEY. A patron! It’s a patron. A real live patron.
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HOOKER. Turnip, music! (Music D— “King Joe”’* — starts
to play.)

CARMICHAEL. Look, this is a fair offer, but you’ll have to
accept it, right now.

HOOKER. I—No.

LACEY. How’re my lips?

SUE JACK. Red, real red!

CARMICHAEL. Be reasonable. One patron’s not going to
change anything.

HOOKER. Excuse me now, I’'m working.

LACEY. Get perky, everybody! Get perky!
CARMICHAEL. This price goes down three hundred dol-
lars an hour.

HOOKER. No deal, Carmichael. No deal!

SUE JACK. That’s a damn good tune.

HOOKER. It’s a very pretty tune.

CARMICHAEL. Make that five hundred dollars an hour or
fraction thereof.

HOOKER. I said, no deal.

SUE JACK. I do like that pretty tune.

LACEY. Dance. Dance. Wanna dance. (Lacey turns cart-
wheels. The patron, Sam, enters. He is a thin shy man in his 60’s
dressed in clean simple clothes. His face and hands are weather-
beaten from years of farming.)

HOOKER. Welcome, welcome, welcome.

SAM. ’Evening.

HOOKER. Come right in, sir. Come right on in. Now would
ya like t’rent a necktie? I'm afraid they are required.

SAM. Alright.

HOOKER. That’ll be fifteen cents.

TURNIP. (Echoing.) Fifteen cents.

HOOKER. No, that’s twenty cents . . .

TURNIP. (Echoing.) Twenty cents . . .

SAM. (After a beat.) Alright.

HOOKER. How "bout this red one. It’s very festive. It’s just
your particular style. Turnip, help the gentleman out with
his tie. (Turnip puis the tie on Sam.) Now how many dance
tickets would you like?
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SAM. How many ya reckon I'll need?

HOOKER. I don’t know. Fifty? A hundred maybe?

SAM. How ’bout a dollar’s worth. That’s about all I got.
HOOKER. Alright. Fine. Here’re your tickets. Now you go
on and select any one of our beautiful dance teachers t’be
your partner.

SAM. I pick?

HOOKER. Yes, you pick.

SAM. Which one do I pick?

HOOKER. Anyone you want. All of our girls make a won-
derful partner. They all have very special qualities.

SAM. (A beat.) It’s sure hard t’pick.

HOOKER. Well, just go on and point t’one of ’em. It’s all the
same. Go ahead. Point. (Sam hesitates a moment then points to
Cassidy.)

CASSIDY. He’s pointing at me. Hey, mister, you're pointing
at me.

SAM. What do I do now?

HOOKER. Give her your ticket and dance. Dance, quick,
before the bell rings. (Sam hands Cassidy his ticket. Cassidyand
Sam make an awkward attempt at dancing.)

SAM. I hope my hands ain’t too clammy for ya.
CASSIDY. No, it’s okay. (A beat.) [ —

SAM. What?

CASSIDY. Nothing. I'm just glad I was picked. I ain’t never
been picked. (Music D swells up then comes back down. Music
E —““Sweet Lorraine”— comes up.* The lights change indicat-
ing the passing of time. Sue Jack and Lacey are now dancing
together. Hooker watches Sue Jack from the stairs. Cassidy and
Sam continue dancing. Turnip stands by the record player. Car-
michael goes outside and lights up a cigarette. To Sam.) Musta
been hard on your wife, having t’be blind all her life. Me, 1
don’t even like the dark. I'm afraid of it.

SAM. Well, she used t’tell me, of everything in the world, the
two things she most wanted t’see was the face of a personand
a tree. But she said she was happy just being here on this
earth.

CASSIDY. How long ago was it she died?
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SAM. Been almost five weeks now.

CASSIDY. You miss her?

SAM. Oh yeah. She loved watermelon. I used t’slice it up for
her and pick out all the seed. (Lacey twirls over to Turnip.
Hooker stares at Sue Jack from across the room. She stares back.)
LACEY. Hi Turnip.

TURNIP. Hi. You, ah, you wanna dance?

LACEY. Sure. You got a ticket?

TURNIP. I—no.

LACEY. Well, I gotta have a ticket.

TURNIP. Oh. Well, I guess I don’t have the monty t’buy
one.

LACEY. (A beat.) Sorry, then. It’s the rules.

SAM. (To Cassidy.) Is that your fellow?

CASSIDY. Who?

SAM. The young guy putting on the records. The one
you’ve got your eye on.

CASSIDY. (Indicating Turnip.) Him? Oh no. He’s just some
nitwit. (Indicating Hooker.) 'm engaged t’the man on the
staircase. (A beat.) He's in love with me. (Sue Jack stepsinto the
outdoor area. Carmichael is sitting on a bench smoking.)
CARMICHAEL. You wanna drink?

SUE JACK. I quit.

CARMICHAEL. You can’t stand me, can you?

SUE JACK. Not really.

CARMICHAEL. It’s funny but I like you.

SUE JACK. Well, you can afford to.

CARMICHAEL. There're two things I’ve always wanted to
do to you. One of them was beat you in a game of cards.
SUE JACK. You’re a slime, Whitt. A real slime.
CARMICHAEL. Come on. Play cards with me. Let’s gam-
ble. Come on. I wanna beat you.

SUE JACK. Shit. (Sue Jack turns to go inside.)
CARMICHAEL. Don’t go inside.

SUE JACK. Screw you. Go buy some tickets if you wanna
take up my time. My time is money. Big money. (Sue Jack goes
inside. Carmichael follows her. Hooker watches them both. Turnip
is ringing the bell, indicating that Dance E is over. Lacey rushesup
to Sam and Cassidy and throws herself between them.)
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LACEY. (To Sam.) Oh, dance with me. Next time let me be
your partner. Let me be your one.

SAM. I'm getting kinda tuckered. Maybe I'll sit this one out.
LACEY. Fine, sit with me. I’'m a sympathetic listener. (She
pulls him over to a table and starts plucking off tickets from his
roll.) I know how t’show ya a good time. (Carmichael comesup
to Hooker who has been staring at Sue Jack.)

CARMICHAEL. I'd like some more tickets. (Carmichael
takes out a large bill.)

HOOKER. What're you still doing here?
CARMICHAEL. Waiting for you t’crack.

HOOKER. Forget about it. I'm not gonna crack. This place
could be something great. Look at that lonely guy over
there. He’s having a damn ball. See that? (Hooker, Carmichael
and Turnip all turn and watch Lacey chewing on Sam’s red tie.)
CARMICHAEL. Ah yes, yes. How very picturesque. (Music
F— “Honeysuckle Rose”*—starts to play. Carmichael turns
and heads over to Sue Jack. Carmichael offers her a reel of tickets.
She takes them. Hooker can’t take his eyes off of them. Turnip
continues to watch Lacey and Sam. Cassidy looks from Hooker to
Turnip and back again.)

SUE JACK. (Dancing and laughing.) Oh that music sends me
someplace, someplace —1 wish I could tell you where. Take
me away! Please, take me away!

HOOKER. Oh sweet Jesus. Holy Jesus.

TURNIP. What?

HOOKER. Look at Sue dancing. I'll never get over her.
There’s nobody else like her. Nobody else.

TURNIP. What’re you saying?

HOOKER. I love her. I want her. Can’t help it. Never could.
TURNIP. I don’t get you. (Cassidy walks over to Hooker and
Turnip.)

CASSIDY. (To Hooker.) Hi. You wanna dance?

HOOKER. No. I'm going outside. (Hooker exits out the side
door.)

TURNIP. (To Cassidy.) I'll dance with ya.
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CASSIDY. Why don’t ya go ask Lacey t’dance? She’s the one

you’re so fond of. (Cassidy turns and walks away.)

LACEY. (To Sam.) You like my hair?

SAM. It’s the color of spun gold.

LACEY. It’s all natural. You can feel it if ya want to. Go

ahead. Run your fingers right through it.

SAM. (To Lacey as he fondles her hair.) I like women’s hair.

Why I washed and rolled and fixed my wife’s hair all up when

she died.

LACEY. Well, don’t look at me. I'm not dead yet. Where're

your tickets?

SAM. They're all gone.

LACEY. Well, excuse me but I believe I have t'go and

powder my nose. (Lacey gets up and walks over to Turnip,

counting her tickets. To Turnip.) Ring the bell sugar. I've al-
ready bled that fish dry. I gotta go reel in another one.

(Turnip looks at her coldly and then starts ringing the bell. He
takes the record off. Music F stops. Cassidygoes over and sitsnext to
Sam. He offers a stick of gum. Lacey runs over to Carmichael and
Sue Jack. To Carmichael) Dance? Dance? Wanna dance?
Wanna be mine?

CARMICHAEL. No thanks. (He handsmoretickets to Sue Jack.

Music G— “Cryin’ for the Carolines” —starts up.)*

LACEY. I waltz, I foxtrot, I tango, I polka—

SUE JACK. Goahead. I'm on break. (Sue Jack handsa ticketto
Lacey. Lacey grabs the ticket and pulls Carmichael tightly into her
arms.)

LACEY. Come on now. Who’s your sugar? (Sue Jack goes over
to pour herself some coffee. Turnip comes up to her.)

TURNIP. Boy oh boy.

SUE JACK. What?

TURNIP. Well, Hooker, he —he’s gone and gotten himself
back in love with you. Says he just can’t help it. Says he never
could.

SUE JACK. Look, I don’t want him loving me. (Turnip
echoes.) We're finished.

TURNIP. You're finished. I don’t get it.

SUE JACK. Where’d he go?
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TURNIP. He’s out back. (Turnip motions to the side door. Sue
Jack heads outside. As she goes she passes Lacey who is trying to
French-kiss Carmichael.)

LACEY. (To Carmichael.) Come on, sugar, it’s not like I've
got trench mouth. Although once I did transmit the pinkeye
to a man. But that was way back in Alabama.

TURNIP. I swear, I pray I never fall in love. It seems like
such a terrible thing. (Sue Jack comes outside. Hooker is there
looking at the sky. He turns and looks at her then turnsback to stare
at the sky.)

HOOKER. It’s pitch-black out. Not a star in the sky. Isn’t
that an incredible sight. (A beat.) Come here to me.

SUE JACK. We’re bad luck for each other.

HOOKER. I don’t care.

SUE JACK. I'm not right for you.

HOOKER. You are.

SUE JACK. Well, I'm not the one who’s gonna have your
kid, am I?

HOOKER. No, you’re not.

SUE JACK. She is.

HOOKER. That’s right. That’s how that went down.
SUE JACK. Do the right thing for once in your lousy life.
HOOKER. You're the right thing.

SUE JACK. I'm the wrong thing.

HOOKER. You're the only goddamned thing.

SUE JACK. Listen, Reed, I—I got sick in prison. I can’t
have another kid. Not ever.

HOOKER. Doesn’t matter. It’s okay. We’ll do okay.

SUE JACK. No, look at me. I've lost it. The bloom of youth.
It’s gone. It’s over. I jazzed it allaway. But her, she’s good for
y?u, this Cassidy, I want you to have her and the kid and this
place—

HOOKER. (Overlapping.) This is bullshit, woman. Just bull-
shit "cause I don’t want a goddamn thing in this world but for
you to come here to me. Not a goddamn thing —

SUE JACK. I can’t Reed. I can’t ever be with you—
HOOKER. What do you mean?

SUE JACK. It's over, Christ, just let it be. Let it be!
HOOKER. I'm not gonna let it bel

SUE JACK. Alright, you wanna know?! Ya gotta know.
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HOOKER. (Overlapping.) Yeah, I wanna know! Yeah, I gotta

know!

SUE JACK. You wanna know about Andy. You wanna know

about our son? Well, it was my fault.

HOOKER. It was a miserable accident. Couldn’t be helped.

He pulled away to chase a hummingbird —

SUE JACK. Jesus Christ, don’t you get it? There was no

goddamn hummingbird. I went into a speak t'get a drink. I

left him standing there on the proch. He ran off, a car hit him

and I was sitting there in the bar, slinging back a shot of

whiskey.

HOOKER. You said you held tight. You said he pulled away

from you.

SUE JACK. 1 lied.

HOOKER. God Almighty. (Sue Jack turns and goes back in-

side. Inside Turnip starts clanging the bell as Music G ends.)

SUE JACK. Hey! Yo! Friends! Let’s play some cards!

TURNIP. Cards! Well, hot damn! Hot damn!

LACEY. What fun! What fun!

SUE JACK. Whitt, you game?

CARMICHAEL. Why yes, ma’am, I'm plenty game.

SUE JACK. Good. Fortuitously, I seem t’have a deck of

playing cards right here in my silver evening bag.

CARMICHAEL. Well, now, as chance would have it I've a

round tucked right inside my breast pocket.

SUE JACK. My, my, but good fortune certainly does

abound. (Sue Jack slings off her lace gloves.)

TURNIP. Well, alright! Alright! Yes, sir! Yes, sirl (They both sit

down at a table and begin to expertly shuffle their decks. The others

crowd around them, murmuring with excitement and amazement.

Hooker enters.)

SUE JACK. So what do you say we make this a real quick
mble. Three games of cut. Best two outta three. Working

with a his and her deck.

HOOKER. What’s going on here?

SUE JACK. A friendly game of cards.

CARMICHAEL. A very friendly game. What're the stakes?

SUE JACK. If I win I want your three hundred and fifty-five

dollar stake on the Lucky Spot. If you win, well, then we can

finish off what we started over on Esplanade Avenue.
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CARMICHAEL. Deal me in. I feel lucky.

HOOKER. What's this now, Miss Sue, you gonna sacrifice
yourself t’save my waning, dying ass?

SUE JACK. I'm just paying off some debts. That’s all
Hooker. Just paying off some debts.

HOOKER. There’s no way. You don’t have a prayer.

SUE JACK. Look, I lost most of our stinking money playing
the horses and dogs and roosters. As I remember, I was
always pretty good with cards.

HOOKER. Yeah, well, just look at your goddamn hands.
They’re all torn up, for Christ’s sake.

SUE JACK. (Angrily.) Oh leave me alone. Just leave me the
fuck alone! Here, cut. (Sue Jack shoves the cards over lo
Carmichael.)

CARMICHAEL. No, no, no. Ladies first.

SUE JACK. Ah, a gentleman’s game. (She cuts the cards.)
Queen of hearts. (She shoves the cards to Carmichael.) Cut.
(Carmichael cuts the cards.)

CARMICHAEL. Jack of spades. (Cheers from the people
walching the game.)

TURNIP. (To Carmichael.)Better luck next time, ol’ buddy.
LACEY. She’s still got the touch.

CARMICHAEL. And I still feel lucky. Cut. (Sue Jack cuts the
deck.)

SUE JACK. King of hearts. (Turnip echoes.)
CARMICHAEL. And I thought this was a game of chance.
SUE JACK. Cut. (Carmichael cuts the deck.)
CARMICHAEL. Hmm. King of spades.

SUE JACK. My, my my, a lot of court cards in this deck.
CARMICHAEL. Cut.

HOOKER. I'm not watching this. I have no part in this.
You’re on your own. (Hooker goes and pours himself a drink.)
SUE JACK. Yeah, that’s where I belong. (To Turnip.) Here,
spit on my hands for luck. (Turnip spits on her hands. She rubs
them together then cuts the cards.) Five of clubs.

CASSIDY. Oh no.

TURNIP. Damn.

LACEY. Sweet Jesus. (Carmichael cuts the deck.)
CARMICHAEL. Ah me. What have we here? Ace of
diamonds.
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CASSIDY. She lost.
SUE JACK. Let’s have another go. What d’ya say t’a round

of Mexican Sweat?
CARMICHAEL. But, I've won the pot, haven’t I? Don’t

wanna risk losing that.
SUE JACK. Well, then I guess tonight’s just not my night.
CARMICHAEL. Please, my good fortune embarrasses me.
Now why don’t you get your coat? (Sue Jack goes and gets her
coat and evening bag.)
CASSIDY. Where ya going?
SUE JACK. Oh, out jazzing around. Keep the party going till
I get back. (Carmichael escorts Sue Jack toward the front door.
Hooker comes toward them.)
HOOKER. Let her go, Carmichael. She stays here.
CARMICHAEL. You may own that one, but this one here’s
a free woman.
SUE JACK. Come on now, Reed. A bet’s a bet.
HOOKER. I said get the hellaway from her. (Hooker jerks Sue
Jack away and startsgoing toward Carmichael. Carmichael draws
a pearl-handled pistol and aims it at Hooker. Everyone freezes.)
CARMICHAEL. I don’t think so. Unless maybe you want
your face shot off.
SUE JACK. Alright now. Everything’s fine. Let’s just get
outta here. (Sue Jack and Carmichael head for the door. Carmi-
chael keeps the gun aimed at everybody. They are almost out the
door when Hooker grabs a chair to clobber Carmichael.)
HOOKER. No, goddamnit! (Carmichael quickly fires two shots.
Both of them barely miss Hooker.)
SUE JACK. Hooker! Jesus Christ!
HOOKER. Oh I’'m fine. Just put my nerves a little on edge.
CARMICHAEL. Next time I shoot between the eyes.
HOOKER. Listen, Carmichael, I'll pay ya the three fifty-five
she owes ya— we’ll call it even.
CARMICHAEL. I don’t believe you have it.
HOOKER. I doifI sell this place to you. You want it so damn
bad. Here, I'll sign it over.
SUE JACK. Jesus, Hooker, don’t be a goddamn idiot! (Car-
michael produces the contract.) ,
HOOKER. You pay me three hundred and fifty-five dollars
less than this price. How’s that?

CARMICHAEL. I said the price would drop five hundred
dollars an hour or fraction thereof. That means that this
property is now valued at fifteen hundred dollars less than
the price quoted on that contract. Add the three hundred
fifty-five dollars Sue Jack sold herself for and that only leaves
gcl)j'lEa})AOl(l]thwI? hundred dollars.
. Forget it. Come on, itt. ’

t}?ii(e; 60 Kdé‘ag Carmgichael out the door‘.l;fhltt et go- (ue Jack

R. (To Sue Jack.) You’re not going.
SUE JACK. Damn it t’helll Just ’causegl gogand make a fool
outta myself doesn’t mean you have to follow suit!
HQQKER. Screw it. I just won the place through freak luck
It ain’t nothing t’me. (Carmichael hands a pen to Hooker.) .
SUE’ JACK. Stop it! Just stop! Christ, two hundred dollars
won’t even be enough t’pay off your debts!
HOOKER. So what? This place is a joke. I'm sick of foolin
with it. Here, Carmichael. Take the damn thing! (Hookeg;

ms th )
;}zirgl blzfaper. Sue Jack rushes in and slams the paper down on

SUE JACK. Look, this is nothin ’s j
} ok, g to me. He’s just one gu
one night. Christ, Reed, don’t i >
o o s you realize how many men,
;IUOEOJI,(AFE]RK ((Oéierlapping.) Stop it! Don’t!
] . (Running on.) . .. How i

were just Usurvive in that prison. many mghts there
HOOKER. (0verla_pping.) No more. Please.

SUE JACK. (Running on.) This?! This is nothing! Nothingl!
HOOKER. (Overlapping.) Shut up. You. Be still.

SUE JACK. (Running on.) Why, there were days I"d do three
prison guards for a cup of dirty water. And once for a pair of
shoes I was on my knees—I crawled on my knees—
II;IlOOI‘(ER. (Overlapping.) Stop! No more! Please! Please!

easel (Hooker grabs her face in his hands and shakes her with a
desperate passion.) I can’t have it. No more. Please. (Hooker
holds Sue Jack tightly. She stares at him dumbstruck; tears stream
:ilowtn her face. Cassidy watches Sue Jack and Hooker, feeling the
ec
smirz; passion between the couple. She turns and runs up the
TURNIP. (Reaching for her.) Hey!
eacl s yl Hey—

CASSIDY. (Ripping off the rope ring.) Let me be! Let me be —




(Hooker grabs Sue Jack to him. She pulls away. Hooker then gets
the contract and hands it to Carmichael.)

HOOKER. There’s the papers. Take them.
CARMICHAEL. Thank you.

SUE JACK. Damn, damn, damn! (Sue Jack exits out the front

door.)
HOOKER. Goddamnit! Come back here. I'm not running

after you.

SUE JACK. (Offstage.)l can’t, Reed. It’s no good. Let it go.
Please, let it go.

HOOKER. (Overlapping.) I'm not running after you! You
hear me? Sue Jack! (A beat. He runs out the front door after her.
Offstage.) Sue Jack! (Hooker reenters.) Hell. (He slams out the
kitchen door.)

CARMICHAEL. (To Turnip.) Here’s a check. Give it to him,
will you?

TURNIP. Yeah.

CARMICHAEL. Oh, and please arrange to be out of here by
January one. That’s when the drilling crew — oh well, those
high finance matters don’t really concern you, poor people,
now do they? Well, good night, everyone.

LACEY. Look, Mr. Carmichael —

CARMICHAEL. What?

LACEY. Don’t go away lonesome. I'll keep ya company for
the night.

CARMICHAEL. Well, it's funny. I’ve always liked blondes
but I’'m going to make an exception in your case. Good night
now. (Carmichael exits out the front door.)

LACEY. Well, he certainly is a spoilsport, isn’t he? A man
like that doesn’t do anybody any good. He’s too prissy.
Thinks just "cause he’s rich nobody but him matters in the
whole wide world. (Ske falls and trips.) Oh, my poor ankle. (To
Turnip.) Help me up, will you, sugar?

TURNIP. Are you sure your ankles are really weak?
LACEY. What?

TURNIP. Maybe you just pretend they’'re weak. Maybe you
just like t’fall down.

LACEY. Don’t be stupid. Nobody likes t’fall down.
TURNIP. No, you're wrong. A lot of people like t'fall down.
And why not? It’s easy. Ya just go right with the pull of
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things. Right with the flow. Ya don’t ever gotta worry about
standing on your own two feet. The only tough part is drag-
ging yourself back up again. Getting back up. (A beat.) Yeah,
that can be a lot of work.
LACEY. Then help me up. Please.
}I'[tJ)RNIP. Help your own self up. (Lacey drags herself to her
eet.
LACEY. Oooh! (Hooker walks in from the kitchen carrying a ju
of moonshine. He takes a slug. LJ;cey turns and loolg’z af hzjmg)
Oooh! I just don’t understand, people always despise me, no
matter where I gol (Lacey exits out the side door and disappears
through the yard.)
HOOKER. Women. Christ, they’re all the same.
TURNIP. Sweet Jesus. Nobody’s got any sense in this world;
nobody. We just let it all slip right on past us. No wonder why
we keep coming up empty-handed. No damn wonder. (Tur-
gzp e;czts out the kitchen door. Hooker pauses a beat then turns to
am.
HOOKER. Well, looks like I spoiled everybody’s Christmas
Eve. So, you having a good time?
SAM. Oh yeah.
HOOKER. Good. I'll put on some more music. (Hooker puts
on Music HH — “Sweet Lorraine.”* The music plays.) Want some
punch? We got cookies.
SAM. I'm, well, I'm outta tickets.
HOOKER. Forget about it. It’s all on the house. Every-
thing’s all on the house. (Hooker tosses Sam a cookie. The two
men sway to the music a moment.) Pretty tune. (The music swells
and the lights fade to blackout.)

END OF SCENE 2
ACT II
ScENE 3

The setting s the same. Cassidysits at a table humming as
she makes paper hats out of newspaper. She wears a

*See Special Note on copyright page.
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simple dress and has a bow in her hair. The coffee pot is
out on the counter. It is sunrise.

Lacey sits on a stump in the outside area. She wears her
tattered robe.

Sue Jack comes in the front door. She wears the same dress
she had on the night before. She carries a branch of holly.

CASSIDY. Good morning.

SUE JACK. 'Morning.

CASSIDY. It’s a pretty morning.

SUE JACK. (Undecided.) Yeah.

CASSIDY. You alright?

SUE JACK. I—no.

CASSIDY. Well, I reckon I outta tell ya I broken off my

marriage t° Hooker. Tore off the engagement ring. It’s
one.

gUE JACK. Well, look, ya better forget about all that and

make it up with him. It'll be alright. You’ll just make it up.

CASSIDY. Ain’t nothing t'make up. The thing is I can’t

never awaken no love in him for me— ’cause, well, he’s got

you in his blood; you’re his partner.

SUE JACK. I sure as hell don’t know about that.

CASSIDY. I do. See I ain’t stupid. I know people getting

married’s supposed to be in love with the people they’s get-

ting married to. Ya don’t want somebody just marrying ya on

the rebound. And it’s funny but it makes me feel light-

hearted, 'cause now I see, well, maybe love ain’t a made-up

lie like Santa Claus or something. Maybe it can be true. And

if it’s true, maybe I can find someone I'd shoot off guns for

and find someone who'll hold my face and tell me, please,

please, please. Or maybe he’ll just, I don’t know, give me a

slice of watermelon and pick out all the seeds. Why, having

this child don’t even scare me no more. ’Cause if ya have this

love inside ya it don’t matter if your father was a lord in a

castle or a bum on the road or a murderer in a cage. It don’t

matter. Well, here’s a hat for ya. Merry Christmas. (Cassidy

puts a paper hat on Sue Jack’s head. Turnip enters from r. He

carries a branch of mistletoe. He spots Lacey.)

LACEY. Hi.

TURNIP. Hi. (Turnip passes her and heads for the side door.)

202 =

LACEY. I guess you think I'm just a gold digger. Well,
maybe I am. But if I am it’s cause I went broke trying t’crash
the movies and all my stuff’s in pawn and I don’t even have a
decent rag on my back. Gosh, the main thing I wanted outta
life was fame, wealth and adoration. Instead I'm poor and
broke and nobody likes me.

TURNIP. 1 like talking t’ya. Ya seemed interested in what I
had t’say.

LACEY. Really?

TURNIP. Yeah.

LACEY. Oh my, my, my! (Lacey staggers around in a dither.
Suddenly she realizes she is about to fall and quicklysits back down
on the stump.) How nice. Thank you very much, Turnip.
TURNIP. Tellme . . .

LACEY. Yes?!

TURNIP. Do you think I should change my name from
Turnip t’something else? I mean, so people — so girls would
like me better.

LACEY. Hmm. Well, ya know what they say, ““A turnip by
any other name would smell as sweet.”

TURNIP. Never thought of it like that. Wanna go inside?
LACEY. Sure. (Lacey stands up and they move from the outside
area to the ballroom through the side door.) Merry Christmas,
everyone!

SUE JACK & CASSIDY. Merry Christmas.

LACEY. Look, I've brought over my spray bottle of genuine
French perfume. As a gift I'm allowing everyone four sprays
apiece. (To Sue Jack.) Here, sugar, you go first.

SUE JACK. Well, thanks, Lacey.

TURNIP. (To Cassidy.) Here, I brought ya some mistletoe.
SUE JACK. Mmm. Smells good.

TURNIP. If ya put it over two people’s heads, they gotta kiss
underneath it. (He holds the mistletoe over their heads.) See, like
this. (He kisses her.) 1t’s part of Christmas. (He hands out the
mistletoe to her.)

CASSIDY. (Taking it from him.) Thanks. (Cassidy goes solemnly
up to Sue Jack.) Oh look, you’re under mistletoe. Kiss me
quick. (They kiss. Cassidy walks over to Lacey.) Now you’re
under mistletoe. Kiss me. It’s part of Christmas. (They kiss.
Cassidyturns and says to Turnip.) What a fun gift. (She holdsthe
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mistletoe over his head and they kiss again. Hooker and Sam enter
the outdoor area. Hooker carries a sack of oranges. Sam carries
some peppermint candy canes. Hooker still wears his evening
clothes.)

HOOKER. How many sugar candies ya got?

SAM. 'Bout a dozen.

HOOKER. Well, that oughta be plenty. I'll eat one now.
(Hooker takes a candy cane, sits down on the bench and starts
eating it.)

SAM. Ain’t we going in?

HOOKER. You go on in. I don’t figure I'm gonna get sucha
heartwarming reception.

SAM. Well, alright. And thanks for having me over for
Christmas. I didn’t have no other place t’go.

HOOKER. No, me neither. (Sam knocks on the side door and
says “Hello.” Everyone welcomes him.)

LACEY. Well, look who’s here!

CASSIDY. Sam, come on in.

TURNIP. Hey, Merry Christmas.

SAM. Thanks. I hope ya don’t mind me coming unexpected.
CASSIDY. Oh, no.

SAM. Hooker, he’s the one asked me.

SUE JACK. Where is he anyway?

SAM. Just sitting out back. I brought y’all some sugar can-
dies. (Sam hands out the candy. Sue Jack heads for the side door.)
LACEY. Oh look! Sweets! Sugar sweets!

CASSIDY. Why, thanks, Sam.

TURNIP. Thanks. (Sue Jack stands at the side door watching
Hooker eat his candy cane on the bench.)

SUE JACK. Hi.

HOOKER. Hi. You’re back.

SUE JACK. Yeah. Just now. I was out walking. And think-
ing. Did a lot of thinking.

HOOKER. What'd ya think?

SUE JACK. That I miss you. A lot. A real lot.

HOOKER. Yeah, well, sorry t’say —1I miss you too.

SUE JACK. Ya do? Well, thanks. 1 appreciate it. God
I—thanks.

HOOKER. Oh don’t be so damn grateful. It makes me feel
like an idiot.
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SUE JACK. Sorry.

HOOKER. Forget it.

SUE JACK. Sure. I guess I don’t really know how to be. 1

mean there’s so much water under the bridge. So much

muddy, muddy goddamn water.

HOOKER. Yeah, yeah. I know, I know. Sodo us both a favor

and let’s not wallow in it.

SUE JACK. We don’t wanna wallow in it.

HOOKER. That reminds me. Our hog’s gone. The

Christmas pig. Somebody stole it. I don’t know what t'do.

You got any ideas?

SUE JACK. Well . . . let’s see now. I passed by a pumpkin

patch this morning. I could go borrow three or four and

make us up some pumpkin pudding.

HOOKER. That’d be a treat. We haven’t had that in, well,

years.

SUE JACK. Yeah. It’s been years. Hope I remember how

t'make it.

HOOKER. Well, don’t ya put a nickel in it?

SUE JACK. Right. Whoever finds the nickel in their portion

will have a stroke of dumb luck.

HOOKER. Well, we sure could use some dumb luck.

SUE JACK. We sure could.

HOOKER. God Almighty. T’dumb luck. (He reaches into the

air, and a nickel appearsin his fingers. He hands the nickel to Sue
ack.)

SUE JACK. T’dumb luck. (They both start to laugh.)

HOOKER. Now, Christ, will ya come here, please! (They go

tnto each other’s arms.)

SUE JACK. (After a beat.) Merry Christmas, Reed.

HOOKER. Merry Christmas to you, sweet Sue. (They kiss

passionately. Inside Cassidy sits on top of a table. She wears a

paper hat and waves a candy cane.)

CASSIDY. Once I had my fortune told and the fortune-

teller tol’ me I had a future right here in the palm of my

hand. Why this could be the beginning of my future. This

could be it! (Music I — “Sunny Side of the Street”* — starts to

*See Special Note on copyright page.
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play on the record player. Sue Jack and Hooker enter from the side
door.)

HOOKER. Merry Christmas, everyone! Merry Christmas!
ALL. (To Hooker.) Merry Christmas!

HOOKER. Here’re some oranges for ya. (Hooker starts
throwing oranges to everyone from his sack.)

TURNIP. Oranges, look! Oranges!

LACEY. I love citrus!

CASSIDY. They’re beautiful!

HOOKER. Yeah, they are. Hey, I wanna dance! I wanna
dance with every one of ya! It’s Christmas morning and I
wanna dance with everyone. (Everyone startsdancing. They all
keep changing partners. Men dance with women, men dance with
men, women dance with women. People dance alone. Everyone
dances with everyone else as the lights slowly fade to blackout and
the music continues to play.)

END OF PLAY




