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ACT |
Scene 1

(On stage are a table, two chairs and an oluminum Christmas
tree strung with Christmas lights. Down stage to each side
is a radio. The interior light of one radio is lit We hear
upbeat country western Christmas music. As the music
ends, stage lights fade to black; in the darkness we hear a
TEST TONE from the radio, followed by:)

Raneo: (Tape) This is Radio Station OKKK in Tuna,
Texas, serving the Greater Tuna area 2t two huadred and
seventy-five watts signing on,

(Lights wp to reveal THURSTON WHEELIS and ARLES
STRUVIE, two “down home ™ radio announcers and local
celebrities, in the control room of Radio OKKK. On
occasion the lights on the aluminum tree pop, crockle and

shoot out sparks.)

Thuxsvow: Merry Christmas, Tuna, this is Thurston
Wheelis.

Arpes: And this is Arles Struvie.
Truuaston: And this is the Wheelis .

Assss: Struvie Happy Holiday Report.
(A tree light sparks. ARLES empties an imaginary flask info

his cup as THURSTON reads from an imaginary news
report. (NOTE: All hand props are mimed, with the
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WJIMMMWMtInhM e
those relating to the Christmas trees in the scenes Jj

Tuurstow: First off in the news we have the finalists in g,
OKKK Christmas Yard Display Contest. We've all been
waiting on this one,

Arces: We have,

ThumsTon: We have.

Ances: We have, we have.

{Another tree light pops. ARLES exits to refill his flask )

Twurston: And leading the competition as usual is the
display at the home of W.H. and Vera Carp. This year the
Carp's yard displdy is titled “The Christmas Hall of Fame”
and comsists of a traditional nativity scene complete with live
sheep. The Holy Family is shaped out of hard plastic and lie
from the inside and is surrounded not only by the wise men
and shepherds, but the crowd also includes Santa Claus, Bing
Crosby, the Grinch who stole Christmas and Natalic Wood.

(ARLES re-enters)

Arces: Mm, mm, mam,

Tiwmston: Still in the running is Didi Snavely with her
ﬂmkcwmmmmmofmmmpagm
mmmmwumm.um:nw.

ARLES: Ywmmhafnoﬁnbenycwuy.

Twumsron: It draws bugs in December,

Anses: [t does.

Tiemsron: It does.
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ArLzs: It does, it does.

Twunrsron: Oh, the heat it puts out is awful. And still in the
thick of the competition is the controversial entry over at the
duplex of Inita Goodwin and Helen Bedd. That entry s titled
“All 1 Want for Christmas” and consists of two life-sized
cowboy mannequins stuffed inside huge Christmas stockings
hanging off the fromt porch bakony. A lot of folks were upset
by that one.

Ances: Hell, Sheriff Givens tried 10 arrest Inita and Helen.

Twumsron: He thought he had a double homicide.

Anes: He did.

Tumston: He did.

Arvys: He did, he did. Next up, the local chapier of the
Smut Snatchers of the New Order is offering a fifty dollar
reward and an autographed copy of the Reverend Spikes’ new
book, Cleaned-Up Deuteronomy, for any information leading
1o the arrest of the infamous Cheistmas Phantom, who has
wreaked havoe in the Gremer Tuna area for years. It seems
the Phantom struck again last night and loosened all the lights
on the community Christmas tree, and just ruined the big
moment before Garlinda Crump was to sing “O Holy Night”

Twurston: She's still not over the hurt.

ArLEs: She's not.

Twurston: She's not.

Anigs: She's not, she's not. So if you have any
information about the Phantom, give Vera Carp a call over at
the Smut Seatchers of the New Order. She's running the
organization until the Reverend Spikes gets out of prison,
Next up, on a somber note, the Coweta Baptist Church in
conjunction with the Drop Back and Punt Club is conducting
a twenty-four hour prayer vigil for Head Football Coach
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Wlda;amyulnuiesfamcm-dm,om“
Texas State Teachers' Competency Exam. If he flunks j
again this time, he's goin’ into politics. &“‘Wﬂmu
that Coweta Baptist Church and pray, pray, pray!
Twvaston: (Crosses (o gel an emply coffee pot) Well
Arles, you never know what you got "till it's gone,
Axees: You doa't,
Tuumston: You don't.

(THURSTON exits with coffee pot and charges to ELMER )

Arrss: You don't, you don't. We'll have more on that
story as it develops, but right now it's time for the public
opinion section of our show, “Tuma Speaks.” And today's
concerned citizen is none other than Tuna's own Elmer
Watkins ... Elmer.

(ELMER WATKINS, a local redrmeck, enters )

Evvan: This is Elmer Watking for Klan 249 inviting you
to our annual Christmas family night and skeet shoot. The
theme of this year’s family night is “The Whitest Christmas
Ever” and will consist of fun and education for the whole
family. Wear something white and get a free raflle ticket for
our door prize, a butane-powered flame thrower, Afler last
m.lmmbdﬂldyoum“mnhmmm
nmabkliquhswbutmudcﬁldmmmt.l
mumymmmm.\mmmumm
WMMWO“MMWM‘ That's
whylmmyapsolw.lt‘saub-rmln‘,mi,hgm
Waah&onxhnzwnyhgm'sm.

L T X
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(ELMER exits and changes to THURSTON.)

ARLes: Thank you, Elmer, And | tell you, folks, it"s such
a joy 10 be bere in the Greater Tuna area when that Christmas
spirit starts to take hold. It is.

(THURSTON enters with the filled coffee pot,)

THURSTON: It is.
ARLES: [t is, it is.
THURSTON: 1 get all choked up inside.
ARLES: You've always been emotional,

(ARLES holds out kis coffee cup for THURSTON 1o fill )

THURSTON: | have,

(THURSTON returns the coffee pot & its original location
and sits back at the table.)

ARLES: He has. Next up, on the local theatrical scene, the
mrach-troubled Tuna Little Theatre production of A Christwas
Carol, by Charlie Dickens, will go on &5 scheduled according
10 antistic director, Joe Bob Lipsey. Joc Bob, as you know, has
become a local legend for his mnovative staging techniques,
which gave us the unforgesable Greek tragedy of Medea set in
Yazoo City, Mississippi, in which Medea's husband dumps ber
for a waitress fom Cincinnati eting her 1o strangle her kids
rather than Jet them grow wp with a Yankee step-mother.

THURSTON: That Joe Bob is 2 creative fellow,

ARLES: He . Chritgmas Carol will be a traditional staging



NG

14 A TUNA CHRISTMAS

according to Lipsey who says that all financial conyry

will be chipped in o pay for the theatre's over-due elocyy,
wlnuciymy.mlicm.ﬂﬁ“wh’!n
up by Christmas Eve they'll be singin' in the dark.

THURSTON: You know what it is, Arles, Dixie's gy
upset about last year's musical. Joe Bob said she was tog o}
to play Mame.

ARLES: Well, bell, she's older than water.

THURSTON: She is.

ARLES: She is. "Bout half mean, too. Remember when she
cut off the lights at the homecoming game just before half-time?
feet up in the air.

ARLES: She did.

THURSTON: She did.

ARLES: She did Csught ber right below the eye.
Thurston, you got that farm report?

(M{.&;ﬂunwhﬂmwﬂo\mn

THURSTON: Oh yeah, it's around here someplace ...
(Searching for the farm report) | don't know where the
damn thing is! Ronnic?! Well, [ hate it whea I have 1o make
nmlmmmmmuamsﬁn
&eoﬁuby.?hat'sm-v‘mwwwm
MMaMMMM)WdLMLMitmm
like beef unchanged, pork unstable, chickens wseventful, and
M'cmomumwmm&mwm
namwﬁunowm-wsﬂﬂﬂy.ormg:
Used Weapons. Merry Christmas, Didil

-~
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(DIDI SNAVELY, a middle-aged, slow moving, gruff

mwmdawwm
store, enlers.)

Dmi: And a Holly, Jolly Christmas to you, 100, Thurston.
This is Didi Snavely asking you, do you know how dangerous
it could be in this day and age 10 ride unarmed in 2 one-horse
open sleigh? Well, lay your fears to rest, ‘cause Didi's is
stocked to the ceiling this Christmas with weaponry for the
home, the car and the workplace, God forbid during this
jJoyous season that anyone listening should become the victim
of a Christmas theft, But wouldn't you rather shoot somecne
than watch them run off with your new toaster? | know |
would. So whether it's a stun gun, judo clubs, or just a simple,
old-fashioned switchblade, when you come 10 Didi's, you'll
have a Holly, Jolly Christmas and the criminal will have 2
silent night

(DID] exits, mashing her cigarette onto the floor, and
changes to ARLES.)

Timsron: Thank you, Didi. Now folks, if you can't be
with your family this Christmas, or if your loved oees are
driving you right up the wall, plan 1o come on down to the
OKKK Christmas party and covered dish supper.

(ARLES enters.)
Anees: You know, 1've gone ever® year since Tredy and |

got divorced and I've never had a betier Christmas,
Tiussron: | kinda miss old Trady.,
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Anees: Oh, me 100, [ miss Trudy like a rash.

Twurstos: Now, Arles, where's your Christmas spirip

Ances: Don't get me goin'. Trudy and | got divorceq
because of Christmas.

Twurston: Oh, that's right, | forgot,

Arves: She wanted a set of Japanese steak knives for
Christmas and | got her a heating pad instead,

Mmm%whmmpmmmmﬁunmq
in the Christmas punch.

Aries: She sure as hell did. Slnlmcwlmdlugkn
grapefruit juice when she sacaked into the kitchen and poured
God knows how much of it into the punch.

Teumston: | remember it sure made you isch,

Ances: lich? Hell, 1 scratched so hard the doctor made me
wear mittens. | still had "em on in divorce court,

Twumston: He did.

Amlumy.ifmcubwmyvoicc...m'n
too close. (THEY both laugh ) You're too close. And from our
world news desk ... Christmas violence continues with no end
in sight leaving thousands homeless in M ... M ... Hell, | can't
even promounce the name of the place.

Timston: Must be way off.

ARLES: Must be, Wcll.‘olks.lhymbefonimso
never mind.

TmmNcmmiad'l\hisMM

Amm&isism&wicﬂyiuuwynolmyg!

n'hcﬂgmmwamofdnm' music swells
THEY exit Aml&hoadnmwb.jma mé-}
are almost gone. ARLES changes 1o PETEY and
m}mchwmmmd mllﬂk“‘gg

o e ey
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pool of light comes up. PETEY FISK - proprieior,
spokesman, and entire membership of the Greater Tuna
Humane Society — enlers.)

Perey: This is Petey Fisk speaking to you for the Greater
TmmmSocicty.lmldlikeaomgemhotyw
Jooking for Christmas pets not to succumb to that urge to
wquimncxoﬁcnnlml.bemaﬁaakwmuwm
wears off and 1 end up with it. You may think it’s cute to
teach bar-room language to that mynah bird, but when your
fundamentalist relatives come to visit and that bird wakes "em
upudawnmh’ablucsm&.maoymdo?nginit
wm&ﬂubobyampmisatmilyfamioewbmhe'uo
long«thmyowfm.buummmmwmuhisa
umsmwbhwmduiawmﬁhmhwm
do you do? You give him 10 me. Exotic pets bave mean
mksmdl'vcgoubcukcbawmveit.s&mksm
moody.mmulfmm:ndﬂldhophawam
mmaMpa&Sony“m“wthsleuimL If
nothing clse, it’llcuyoudocwtbilkAsmymauused
wny.ywpn;inammewndim'nqlokm
ya. This is Petey Fisk speaking to you for the Greater Tuna
Humane Society. Thank you.

(PETEY exits and changes (0 JODY as lights fade and a
maudrcprinq{mk:mlk)

Act I, Scene 2

ﬂkmk:egmhvtoacowwarm”bdladmmuok
of Brenda Lev, as the OKKK aluminum Christmas Iree
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glides off in half light. 1o be replaced by the tree 1 5,
home of the BUMILLER family. Iu’:axrww‘%
strung with Inapawnlighunllobcla,w”
mmaﬁvmwa&mﬂmwh*
me“STANLEY”WWmdwm.MMM
mdwsfiillﬁmbamkddoawm%
partry. The table and chairs remain as before BERTHA
BUMILLER, OMWWMMM
amwmm‘wmligﬁ:ﬁ*m

decorating them, The music om the radio is cut off by the
voice of LEONARD CHILDERS )

wmummhwcwmm
to you on Radio Station OKKK, and welcoming you to
Leonard's  Let-the-Stops-Out  Radio Shopping Spree.
Remember, if you can't find it on Leomerd’s, you're too
My.&lmnﬂofmbaﬂbdbuymem

goes after it)

hm:xhy.kity.kiry.%didmmfm,w?
How did you get in this house? W's‘mgﬁum‘)

#F2A N
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(SHE chases the cal upstage) No! Don"t you go up there!
Jody!

Jooy: (From offstage ) What?

Beamu: Get yourself down here pronto! (Chasing the cat
off. calling after it.) Oh, no you don't! Get off of that! Jody!

(There is a lowd CRASH )

Jooy: What?

Barnia: (Re-enters, chasing the cat) Get away from that
crushed velvet! No, not the tree! Not the tree! (The tree
shakes as the cat climbs it) Jody!

(The cat daris back across stage as JODY BUMILLER,

BERTHA's pre-teen son, enters running and follows the
cat into the pantry.)

Jooy: | guess you found the cat.
(BERTHA follows to the pantry door.)

Bexmiaa: Is that what it is? | want it out of there, now.

Joov: Ah, Mama, she's goana have babies.

Bexmia: Not here, she’s not. And | doa't have %o ask you
where you got it, Only Petey Fisk would dump 2 pregnant cat
on me at Christmas time.

Jooy: She docsn't have any place to go, Mama. Petey said
all this cat necds is 2 warm blanket and some straw, just like
n the manger,

Bexma: Jody, 1 am not playing midwife to some pregnant
cat. | have too much to do today. | have a Smut Saatchers
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meetiunnom.lbaveaﬁitopiewmfo,hm
station Christmas party, I'm snmm«ultobe.u:mh
Chassey's prayer vigil, I haven’t finished decm:u'n‘g,m
Chrisnucookla,mﬁduhm'lulbdnd&uh,m
oﬂpmbaioammwmdmewbokmmnhh',&
Christmas Phantom,
Jooy: | know who the Phantom is.
Bnnu:AndwheumsiswﬁldsommhIwam
she'll have one herself, mm«awmwmwm
Joov:Maybcdn'ﬂm«nndwm'tmblhm
to her squawk.
&anw)ody.ifdndm.lwﬂlwemhowbcfm
m'ﬁllﬂcmamﬁuatb;ohubﬁb!‘ueyr&
today. mERﬂudmmdawmdcdbmme
ChulmeRmSmlemee.Gadownberem.wl'm
going to put on the Andy Williams album.

(JODY calls from the closed pantry as BERTHA returns to
decorate cookies.)

Well, it"s supposed to snow there sometime. ... No, Smucy
B0t up yet ... but be oughta be. Alrighe, |l send him over,
Ammwldw’twmlhﬁnouhmm&ccyem
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much today, not with all of this Phantom business going on.
Sometimes | wish Stanley would just up and leave this town,
Alright, and tell Uncle Henry I'll be by sometime tomorrow
with his chocolate-covered cherries. ... No, 1 don't trust
Charlene after last year, | removed the pits myself. ... Yes, [
know it's a blessing you knew the Heimlech maneuver. Yes.
1 love you, 100, Aunt Pearl, Goodbye.

(BERTHA hangs up the phone and returns to decorating her
cookies. CHARLENE BUMILLER - BERTHA s daughter,
overweight with a sowr attitude —~ enters from wpstairs
SHE sighs heavily several times, then prepares a cup of
coffee. [The actor playing BERTHA makes the sound of
the cat again, seemingly coming from the pantry.]
BERTHA crosses to the tree; CHARLENE counters,
SJocing upstage to open the refeigerator. [The actor
playing CHARLENE provides another cat sound ]
Concerned, CHARLENE opens the pantry door to

investigate.)
Crariene: Oooh. Oooooh, my God, what is that?
Beamia: It's a cat that's sbout 10 have kitteas and when

she does she's going to the garage so sit down and eat,

CrarLexe: Oooh, how grodey! After seeing that I'll never
eat again.

(CHARLENE closes the door, grabs a cookic and takes her
coffee to the table and sils )

Bermia: Charlene, don't lie,
Crancene: I'm not. (CHARLENE takes a big bite of
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cookie and talks with her mouth full) Besides, being Jo
Bob's assistant director at the community theatre comes first
Who has time to eat?

wm:mmyouhnvelodoforlocaobmm
He's never missed a meal for you or anyone else from g,

of things.

lw You'd cat, too, if that old Philistine, Dixje
Deberry, was threatening to cut off your lights on opening
night and you were the most brilliant director who'd ever
lived. So don’t knock Joc Bob, Mother. He's the oaly
sensitive person in this hole in the road and if he moves back
10 Lubbock I'll kill myself, so there!

Bermia: Charlene, Baptists do not kill themselves.

CraxLene: (Crossing to counter to add a massive amount
o/mwlnrcqﬁc.)l‘llmnamumd.

Beamia: Honey, how's play practice?

CrarLeve: Awful, thanks to you and those goofy old Smut
Snatchers. Whoever heard of a dirty word in Christmas
Carol?

(SHE returns to the table and 3its.)

Bexmia: Vera Carp says they're there. Charlene, the Smut
th«ofqu:‘smm(bn. Censorship is as
American as apple pie, so up. And Honey, | want you to
stick around the house today. | want to take pictures of the
whole family so we can put them on Christmas cards next
::-lflmsdmdiddyhm long enough to sit still for

bom Well, | know what. Next ti

. ime
mMmﬁwofmeT.v.sq,m-,h” D:""Ypu:s
couch and take a picture of that, gather around the
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Beamta: Charlenc! .
CMARLENE: Woulal’m\abcmoncuumaam

mm,,kb.pamgcm ornaments from the
mw(ng: and takes them to the table)

Bramita: Charlene, don't make me slap you this near

a:dmnmmmm’dwmmu
tree
ERTHA the ornaments, plocing @ clump of
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CuazLene: You know ... You know ... You know, |
wonder why Joe Bob has never been married?

Birtia: Well, Honey, | don’t think Joe Bob is the
marrying kind.

CrazvLeve: Why?

Bazxmva: Joc Bob has always been different,

Criarrene: Well, what is that supposed to mean?

Bexmia: Well it just means he's out of the ordinary.

Crantexe: You are so cruel.

Beatia: Now, Honey, you knmow I like Joe Bod .,
Charlene, now come over here and help Mama with the
icicles. It'll be fun.

CuarLess: | don't want to. | can't afford to waste my
artistic integrity on that pathetic little shrub.

Bertia: Charlenc, you've got five seconds to get in the
Christmas spirit before | hair-lip you!

(BERTHA plops some icicles on the table in front of
CHARLENE. SHE grabs them, crossing fo the tree and
starts throwing them wildly. Icicles end up everywhere;
some get in BERTHA's hair.)

Crarcene: All right, Mother. Happy? Happy? Happy?

Bexnia: Stop throwing the icicles! You get that meanness
from your Daddy!

CiarLine: And speaking of mean, would you please tell
Stanley to rinse out the tb when he's through. I get totally

grossed out cvery moming,

(CHARLENE crosses to the counter and prepores coffee and
cookics to go.)
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Bexmua: You be nice to Stanley. He has a lot on his mind.

Crarrev: That's impossible.

Bexmia: Today is his last probation hearing. That is 2
Christmas blessing.

CrarLene: It would be 2 Christmas blessing if he was back
in jaik

Bexnua: He's nervous enough about doing that part in A
Christmas Carol

Owarexe: | don't know why. He just stands there starin’
like he's in a line-up. Everybody knows he's the Phantom,
It"s just a matter of time before he's back in prison,

(SHE crosses to the table and pwis down her cookies and
coffee; swisches her glasses to her sunglasses taken from
her shoulder bag; ties her sweatshirt around her waist,
grabs her cookies and coffee and starty to exit)

Bexmia: He was in reform school, your daddy was in
peison.

Crantene: It's the same thing.

Bermua: Charlene, that part he's playing is the last of his
community service. 1 think you need 10 show your twin
brother support.

Craxpene: It would be a community service if he left
town,

Bexmua: Stanley isn't going anywhete.

Craxrene: That's sot what | hear,

Bermia: And where are you going?

CoiarLene: | don't have to tell you everything.

Beana: Fine. You just stay gone all day, young lady, and
I'0 Jock you out with the dogs and you can get Joc Bob
Lipsey to feed you!



(CHARLENE exits and changes to STANLEY g the
TELEPHONE rings. BERTHA answers it}

Bernw: Hello. ... Hello, Ike, nice of you to call back, _
Well, you may not want 10 wish me a Meery Christmas afier
you hear what | have to say. ... Yeah, yeah, listen, Ike, | was
youlohvamthbandallhishm. . You don't know
where he is, huh. Well, Ike, I suggest you finish your
Christmas brew and get off your Christmas butt and go find
him. .. Oh, 1 think you'll find him alright, "cause if you don't
the mext message | leave will be with your wife, Ida. You
remember Ida? And I'm telling her about that red-beaded
bank teller that you and Leonard and my husband and half the
men in this town play poker with in Sand City. lke, now I'm
already mad | had 10 leave a message at this nasty beer joint
you're in. I'm sprayin’ this phone down with Lysol when |
hang up. And if 1 don't hear from my husband by this
afiernoon I'm cashing in his poker ships, and yours. Now you
try to have a merry one. (SHE hangs up the phone) I'm 2
desperate woman. (SHE calls upstairs.) Stanley, get down
here now!

(BERTHA moves to an imaginary sicrco, picks owt an
imaginary album and plays it; @ Christmas song is heard
BERTHA retwrns to decarase the tree. A short way into the
song, STANLEY BUMILLER ~ CHARLENE's fwim
brother, an ex-comvict and local pariah — slaggers
downsiairs and throws mn«quymmadm.:
SCRATCHING SOUND,)
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Stamiey: Damn, Mama, your mean streak sure shows
itself at Christmas time, you know that?

(HE pours a cup of coffec)

Bexma: 1t didn’t used to. Everyone has called here this
moming but your father, so stop complaining. Charlene's bad
enough, and Jody is there in the pantry with a mean, pregnant
pussy cat that's ready to bingo any minute now. If Santa
Claus walked through that door right now 1'd set his beard on
fire.

Staaey: Now that is just what we need is a cat. A listle,
moody, foul-tempered thing with claws that sheds. Hell,
we've got that with Charlene.

Brarwa: Stanley, stop slandering your sister.

Stasary: Actually, a cat's a siep up.

Bexmia: Did you get your sister anything for Christmas?

Sraxazy: No. They were all out of sheep dip.

(HE crosses to the table and sits. BERTHA gets an imaginary
gift and crosses io put it on the table.)

Bexma: Well, | went ahead and | got her something for
you. And Stanley, | hope no one we know is involved in this
Christmas Phantom business.

STANLEY: Mama, 1've been at play practice every time the
Phastom’s struck, o just get ofl. I've got an airtight alibi.

Brrria: That's what worrics me.

StanLey: Do you know you're just like ever'body else in
this town. I'm so nice 10 people and they just treat me bike ...

Bexva: (Tmterrupts HIM,) Stanky, damenit, don't cuss on
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anriaml\ud(huwumlnicaofyonwbldeyocm

Ruby's new glass cye. 3
Sravagy: 1 put it where she could find it.
Beanita: In the refrigerator.

Stantey: She shouldn’t have left it out on the TV, |
couldn't even watch Soul Train without that eye starin® back
at me.

Bertia: Don't let your daddy catch you watching Soul
Train.

Staneey: That glass eye didn't even match her good ome,

BermHA; She got that eye on discount. She's always beea
frugal.

Stanwey: She's always been cheap.

Bernia: Just shut up about that eye before [ throw myself
off the water tower. Stanley, 1 don't want to argue with you
today. | do enough of that with your father,

(BERTHA crosses to the tree to atfempl to repair
CHARLENE's damage.)

Staxrey: Why don’t you leave him?

Bexriea: 1 do not want to talk about divorce at Christmas,

Stantey: He won't even let you play bingo.

Baxnia: Gambling is a sin,

StanLiy: He never takes you to the movies.

Beamia: They haven't made a good movie since Audie
Murphy died.

Staraey: Did you get that microwave last Christmas? No,

BermHa: | changed my mind. Your Aunt Ruby got one of
thosc and all her body hair fell off. |

STANLEY: Never mind, Mama,
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Baxnia: (Crosses to the table 1o pick up the imaginary gift
to CHARLENE.) Stanley, let's try to have a decent Christmas,
Here, this is your gift for Charlene. It's that new cologne,
“Compromise.” | want you to wrap it up and put it under the
ree.

StaxLey: Aw, great, Mama. What are you thinking? Have
you smelied the bathroom?

(BERTHA sits, frustrated, abowt to ¢cry,)
Bexmia: | can't do anything right.
(STANLEY consoles her))

Srtanasy: Ah, Mama, it's okay. I'll wrap it up. I'l} wrap &t
up. But we oughta tell her it ain’t deodorant. She lays it on
like a crop duster, (BERTHA takes a gentle swot ot STANLEY,
HE laughs, then rubs BERTHA's shoulders.) What do you
want for Christmas, Mama?

Beamaa: Your father here,

(STANLEY stops rubbing and crosses to the coumier.)

Sraxiey: Well, what's your second choice?

Beanw: He might show up. (STANLEY picks at a cookie,)
Doa't cat the eyes off those clown cookies. Those're for the
M.Y.F.

Staneey: When did we tum Methodist?

Bexmia: We didn't. I'm just getting some cxtra spending
moncy. And your Aunt Pearl called this moming. She wants

you over there. Something about a blucjay and her banty
roosier.
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StanLEY: Are they goin' at it again?

mmwropuudnrq&wmdmw&um,h
milk carion)

Bermia: Don't drink out of the carton! And Stanley,
please don’t go to your last probation meeting today looking
like a zombic. Wear a shirt and tie.

Stanasy: [ don't own a tie.

(BERTHA gets out an imaginary Polaroid flash camera, then
takes the license plate ornament off the tree.)

Bexnia: Now come on over here,

Staniey: Why?
Bexmia: Come here. 1 want you to hold this,

(SHE hands STANLEY the license piate.)

Srastey: Mama, what for? (BERTHA quickly takes a
picture [actor provides the flash sound effect]; STANLEY is
temporarily blinded ) Damn, Mama! God, | wish you'd wam
me before you do that,

(BERTHA waves the photo to dry it. then looks at it)

Bexmiea: Well, at least I'll have one picture of you at
Christmas time. (SHE puts away the camera to its original
place,) Stanley, why don’t you stay here for a little while and
help me with these icicles?
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(STANLEY surveys the clumps of icicles as HE hangs wp his
ornament. )

Sraniey: Looks like Charlene's already done that Hell,
that tree looks like Baby Janchadagoat it

Bexriea: Don't you want to be here when we put the star
on the tree?

Stamiey: (As HE exits and changes to VERA.) Oh, take a

Besmua: (Frustrated) Take a picture. Take a picture.
(SHE goes fo the arnament box.) What has happened to this
family? Christmas used to be so special. Now it's every man
for himself. I can't even get my family together for a picture.
(SHE crosses Io the tree and starts hanging icicles.) It's nol
fair. Well, 1 guess the good Lord has other plans for us, but |
think | deserve a little peace on Earth, (The TELEPHONE
rings, and BERTHA tosses her remaining clump of icicles at
the tree. From the opposite side of the stage enters VERA
CARP, self-proclaimed pinnacie of Tuna's “high society.”
SHE rides in. seated in an oversiuffed chair with a matching
ottoman. BERTHA answers the phone.) Hello.

Vera: Bertha?

Baxmia: Hello, Vera,

Vera: Bertha, what are we going to do about that
Christmas Phantom? He's hit every bouse on the block but
mine.

Bermia: | don't think about it much, Vera. We don't have
a yard display.

Vira: Hang on. (SHE speaks over the heads of the
awdience to her maid, Lupe,) Lupe, darling, hang that on a
lower branch. Vajalo, Lupe. Bring it down. Va-ja! (Back info
the phone.) Are you there?
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pexria: Yes, Vers-
Vera: WzﬁWMme'tkms‘mh’.
He's been 2 play practice with Virgil, so apparently he has an
M'bulifhcdo“mmwbctbcw.lp?ym
't throw him in jail ‘til after Christmas. You've been
wmmduwdy.ﬂo\vdoywholdup?

Beryia; You've always
Veaa: Oh, it's nothing. We have those super-ply freezes

lan’tumba name.
| ol froezer bags? Por favor.

Beania: What?
Vm:Wcll.wtoasomecoﬂee'l'llmommdM

Beria: Vera ...

Viza: Oh, it's no trouble. It"s just across the street. 1"l be
right there.
(VERA hangs up and exits; her chair follows HER off)

Bermia: Vera ... (SHE hangs up) Lord, this Christmas if
mmmmoﬂm.Onchildinuwpmuywima

muatmo&uwihmfootinjmmdcuarku'sil
Jove with a sissy. | wish Joe Bob would go back to Beaumont
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acapnsawbuwuhishcmmukehbmwicm
and his Broadway sound tracks with him. | swear, if | hear
“Bali Hai" onc more time I'm throwin' Charlene out of the
ham.MmeCrpismiuomwre-doeomeny
Christmas tree.

VEra: (From offstage.) Knock, knock.
Bexma: Come in, Vera,

(VERA enters and looks out the window on the “fourth
wall. ")

Vm:(l\.mhwuchabvdyviewolmyyad&phy
from here.

Bernua: Yes, we do,

Vira: (Secing BERTHA's tree and covering her mouth in
shock) Ob! (SHE circles the tree, surveying it) Uh-huh ...
Uh-huh ... Uh-huh. | know what's wrong with this tree,

Bran: What?

VERa: You need to turn the bad side to the wall.

Beamia: We did.

Vira: Oh. Well, | know what. I'll give you all our old
ornaments to fill in those bare spaces. | gave them all 10 Lupe,
but I'll make her bring them back. She really doesa't

(VERA sits. BERTHA pours coffee for VERA then sits)
Bramia: Vera, have you compieted your dirty word list

from A Christmas Carol?

Viza: Of course 1 have. I'm head of the obscenc
committee, remember?
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Berria: What's the verdict?

Vera: Well, “merry gentlemen™ have to go,

Bexria: “Merry gentlemen?” Why?

Vera: Bertha, you know those people talk in codes.

Bexnwa: Oh, yeah,

Vira: And there has just been a storm of controversy
about “round young virgins."”

Beanw: Vera, that's “round yon virgin."

Viera: Oh. Well, 100 late, they're already out. I'm pee
comfortable singing about virgins in any case. We'll leave
that to the Catholics.

Bexmsia: Uh-huh.

Vera: Well, I'm just an overheated downhill wreck abow
the yard display contest, If we win again we'll retire the
trophy.

Bermia: | know how much that means 1o you, Vera.

Veza: That trophy is so lovely. It would mean so much 1o
me personally to win fifleen years in a row, (SHE sees
something owt the window.) Hold on. Virgil! (SHE guickly
crosses to the window and opens it ) Virgil, lcave that sheep
alone and it won't bite! (To BERTHA.) You know, they say
sheep aren't aggressive but all three of these in the yard
display have bitten Virgil.

Berria: Well, | guess they've had enough.

Vera: Well, I know how they feel, (Returning fo her
chair.) | have tried everything 1o keep him out of that yard
display. Barbed wire, bailing wire ... Didi Snavely tried to sell
me that stuff they use on the Mexican border, but, Lord, that
didn't even slow Lupe down and she's scared of the garage
door opener. (Seeing something, VERA goes fo the window
again,) Virgil, don't grab that sheep there. That's why he
charges,
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Bexmia: Vera, you should have him seen to.

VERA: (Sitting again.) Oh, we'll have him sheared and
slaughtered by New Years. And as for Virgil, he's off to
military school in No Hope, Arizona, and | pray they can do
something with him.

Bermia: Vera, I'm expecting Hank any minute.

Viza: Well, you could just be waiting all day. (SHE jumps
up and crosses to the window again) Virgil, stop chucking
rocks at the Holy Family, they have just been repainted. Put
that down. Drop that gravel. Behave ~ now. (SHE crosses
bock to the table while still looking owt the window.) Well, do
you think Dixie Deberry will cut off the lights at the
community theatre?

Brxmwa: If they don't pay their bill I'm sure she will.

Vira: It would be a shame for them to do all of that work
and then have it not happen. And W.H. and | would ordinarily
pay the bill but, Loed, times are hard, We could barely afford
10 buy new cars this year. (SHE sits, sees something and
immediately Jumps up again) Hang on, he's got the baby!
Virgil, put that down, you're going to get shocked. That baby
is wired with electricity. Put the baby down now! | don’t how
he got that out. | paid Julio minimum wage to ghue that baby
imto that manger. Let me ring you later.,

(VERA exits and changes 1o ARLES. BERTHA calls after
HER, then crosses 1o the tree)

Bexmua: Vera, good Juck with the contest, Well, it's just
you and me now, liste tree. Let's see if we can fix you up.
Charlene’s just thrown icickes everywhere. (SHE adjusts
some icicles) There, that's gotta look a little better. | just
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ang«mmuay. (We hear a DOORBELL, they,
DOGS BARKING affstage [provided by the actors]. BERTH/
ganromrhedoor.)cetbuk. Woffie. Shut up! Come
mh.Ar!ul'mmy,ldni&Mjuﬂmmbollkum

(ARLES enters.)

Asess: Well, hell, if he liked me any better, we'd have 1o
ganuﬁodm'uwnlitﬂedogyw;otmud\eu,m

Bexnw: Well, Chiquita's a little hyper.

Asvs: Oh, T had one just like her when I was a kid - littke
pMmhlleMcm“ﬁockalothm
b«oovaaﬁoawYeIMatemdathgabermm
ten minutes.

Bexria: Oh, Arles, that's terrible! Would you like a cup
of coffec?

ARLES: WeleuylmebylomHuuk_Somebdy
turned his wallet in at the radio station.

(Hstwwmwmwﬂﬂmdﬂxunmthcwh)

Beamia: Where did they find it?

Anss: (Pausing. uncomfortable,) 1 can't say as | recall.
Bm:aummwllme.mrmusedwﬂlﬂ.
Anszs: Well, as | recall it was in a parking lot.

Bexmia: The parking lot of the Starlight Motel, wasn't i?
Aniss: Yeah, As | recall it was. I'm sorry.

Bexmia: Well, | appreciate you bringing it by.

(ARLES staris to leave, stops, then turns back towa™d
BERTHA,)
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ArLes: I it makes you feel any better | know just how you
feel. Trudy came home onc time wearing fruit-of-the-looms.
(THEY both laugh ) Well, | gotta run. 1've got a lot of stuff 10
do before the party tonight. You come by the party if you feel
like it

Baxria: | just might do that.

Ances: Merry Christmas, Bertha,

(ARLES exits and changes to DIDI)

Bermia: Merry Christmas to you, 100, Arles. (SHE puis
away the ornament box) Lord, Christmas used to be so
simple. Well, not always. | remember that Christmas Hank
was in prison and | was workin' ot the Tastee Kreme. Cookin’
on Christmas Eve. And that bread man from Odessa begged
me to run away with him. He meant it, too. He'd been
drinking but I know he meant it. Just where would you be
now, Bertha? Well, | wouldn't have my babies and [ wouldn’t
trade that for anything.

(We hear JODY s excited voice from the pantry.)
Joo: (Voice) Mamal Mama!
(BERTHA crosses to the pantry and opens the door.)
Beamsa: Oh no, not now, cat. Please. It's alright, Jody.
That's it, Miss Kitty, calm down. Nobody's going to bother

you. Jody, reach up there and get that box down, Honey.
Hurry, we're going 10 need it.
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(BERTHA enters the pantry, closing the door behind figp
SHE exits and changes to RR alh:liglmﬁ.*“a"
instrumental version of “"AWAY IN THE MANGEp~
swells.)

Act ], Scene 3

(“"AWAY IN THE MANGER" continwes at BERTHA's tree
glides off. It is replaced with a scruffy, pre-fab tree whick
is strung with ornaments made owt of shell casings, bullets
and other instruments of violence. topping the tree is o
gas mask with ¢ Santa hat. We are in DIDI SNAVELY s
used weapons shop. There Is a customer counter, and the
same table and chalrs and radio complete the set. Every
time someone enters or leaves the shop from the outside
door, we hear a COWBELL ring offstage. As the musk
fades, DIDI SNAVELY enters singing her own version of
a popular Christmas song and the lights fode wp. SHE &s
smoking an imaginary cigareite and is carrying a box of
iree ormaments of the same type as those already on the
tree. DIDI puts the box on the table and looks around for
her husband.)

Dot (DID! sings a popular Christmas carol. In the
middle of @ musical phrase, SHE takes a long puff off ks
cigarette, then picks up the song at a point as if SHE hod
continwed singing during the puff. Then SHE calls to her
hushand ) R.R.? R.R., damn you, get in here.

(R.R SNAVELY, DIDI’s child-like, benign husband, enters)
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R.R.: Yeah, Didi. I'm right here.
Dwot: Right here, my rear, What'd you do with those dud
1 need a few more 1o finish trimming that tree.

R.R.: The last time | saw them your Mama was going
through them in the powder room.

Dot Where?

R.R.: In the powder room,

Dumduwwiuohudmmmmmm
room! God-damn it R.R., how many times have | wamed you
about that gun powder?

R.R.: You said they were duds.

Die: Poor Mama's confused. She thinks those grenades
mphwplamatooukuddecmwﬁomCdifanh
Well, doa’tjuummmzammmmpm«.m
in that powder room and find those grenades ... (R.R. exits
and changes to PEARL. DIDI lights wp another cigaretie )
God.l‘mnoummfombksmokinclnmninlnfm
that Mama's gonna walk into the kitchen 1o fix a fruit salad
and blow us all the way 1o Tierra del Fuego. (We hear the
sound of BULLETS DROPPING offstage where R R has just
exited) Hey! Hey! ﬂcylSmeprctywqﬁlledln
MK&MM.IWwMManMMm
myweddingdayu\uilmjwnxsm.umm
it was an omen bat | wouldn't lisien. Well, it’s 100 late now.
(We hear the COWBELL ring, and AUNT PEARL BURRAS ~
local chicken farmer and matriarch of BERTHA's fomily
enters) C'mon in, Pearl.

Peary: Merry Christmas, Didi.

Dioe: Pearl, I've been meaning to call you. Why didn"t

you do a yard display this year?
Prant: I'm throwin' in the towel, Didi. Vena Carp
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wouldn't let go of that trophy if you sprayed her with mugipq
gas

Do Well, maybe she will and maybe she won't, Thy
ma\mmommwmumummw
But | really thought you had a contender last year with thy
Christmas at Colonel Sander’s.

Peaxt: Oh, it took me too long to get all those chickens ig
their little elf costumes. Now, Didi, I'm here looking for o

gun.
Dt | thought you had a gun.
M:MIQMWRWtyIﬁ“ISbo(mym

husband.
(PEARL picks up an item, exantines il, then puts it down)

Dis: Was that the slecp-walker?

Pear: Well, he should have told me that Didi, 1 need
something to kill blucjays with,

Dz Pear], have | got a gun for you. (SHE opens a drawer
and removes an imaginary gun ) Now, this here is a Canadian
hummingbird demringer. (Handing it to PEARL) It"s light,
casy to handle, you can keep it in your purse, and it'll blow
the fuzz off a gnat's ass at thirty-five yards.

Peans: | don't know, Didi. Maybe a gua’s too loud. My
hens won't lay.

(PEARL hands the gun back to DIDI, who returns it 1o the
drawer,)

Dipi: No peoblem. (SHE yells over her showlder) RR,
see if we've got any poisoned birdseed in there.
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Peare: Oh, no, Poison’s out. | quit using that after [ killed
Henry's bird dog.

Dwe: Never mind, R.R. But fix me a cup of hot chocolate
while you're in there and try not to scald the milk. Pitiful,
Well, let me think.

(PEARL opens a drawer.)

PeArL: Oh, Didi! There's snakes in your drawers!

Dmu: Oh, don’t worry, Pearl, those snakes are rubber.
(DIDI crosses to the open drawer and takes owt a hand full of
rubber snakes.) Hey, now they're great for scarin’ off pests.
You sprinkle a few of these babies around the yard and those
blucjays won't show down till they hit Oklahoma.

Prans: | don't know, Didi. 1 can't be around anything that
don't have feet,

Dwe: Some people are funny that way. (DID] drops the
snakes back inso the drawer and kicks ¥ closed ) You know,
1 left one of those rubber snakes in my sister's mailbox one
time.

PearL: You know she screamed like white trash a1 a tent
meeting.

Dioe: She sure did. She claimed it sped up her hair loss.
But Dottie's hair has always been so thin you could count it,

Peaxy: Oh, I've scen better hair on anchovies,

Dme: ... but back to your bird problem, (DIDV puts down
her cigarette and reaches into ye! another drawer to get oul
a slingshot.) | guess the oaly thing lefl is the old shing shot
and ball bearing routine.

PrarL: Oh, yes. And I"ve got all those marbles ["ve had at
home for years. | got "em for Bertha's kids when they were
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little, but Charlene swallowed so many | put *
still got "em. P oy B
Dme: That's smart, Pearl. (SHE puts the stingshor ing,
bag.) One person’s chmmbemuherm-“q;
My Mama always taught me that.
PeaxL: Oh, how is your mama? Is Mimi feek
Dixie said she tried to cut off all her hair. et
Dms: Oh, hell, she did. Poor Mama's just goin" down hil
every day. She nearly gassed us twice last week. Twice! Tried
to fry Rice Krispies the other day. We're lookin® for a bome
for her now. I tell ya, it just damn near kills me. And this
morming she hops outta bed, says she’s the Phantom,
Peary: Oh, you need to find ber a home, quick.
Dioi: Ah hell, it gets worse. She says you and Divie

Deberry put her up 10 it
(DIDI hands the bag to PEARL)

Peany: (Laughing it off) Oh, no!
Dot 1 tell ya, Pearl, the mind is the first thing o go. Let
me get her out, She'd love to see ya. Mama?

(DIDI opens the door,)

Prary: Oh, Didi, don't disturb her.

Dot Mama? Mama? Oooh, Mama! Now you're goasd
mop that up. (PEARL exits and changes to RR) Mama, Pexl
Burras is here, You remember Pearl, Mama .., Pearl .. Peart
Ahbh never mind. (DID! closes the door, then turns orosnd
and sees that PEARL is gone.) Well, what scared her off? Oh
hell, 1'll just put that on her bill. (DIDI picks up her cigare®
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tan gocs 1o the arnament bax, picks our an ormament and
hangt & on the tree. SHE calls offstage ) RR.? RR., did you
find them?

R.R.: (Voice) Find wh?

Dme: The grenades, God-damn it. That's what | sent you
in there for.

(RR ¢onters.)

RR.: Ob, 1 forgot. But | found that old “National
Geogrophic™ back there that we'd thought ...

(DIDI cwis RR. off)

Dot Yeah, 1'll bet. Useless, God, I'l do it myself. You
stay here, look afler the customers. Don't cross that line. God,
if you were a ¢t I'd have you fixed.

(DIDI exits and changes 1o PETEY. RR. wasches HER go,
then shuffles over to the Christmas tree to look at the
ornaments. The COWBELL rings as PETEY FISK enters.
PETEY's finger is bandaged, and Fresno, an imaginary
coyote on a leash, drags HIM arownd the room.)

Prrey: Hey RR.

R.R.: Hi, Petey. Hi, Fresno. Don't let Didi see Fresno. She
shoots coyotes om sight,

Purey: He's only half coyote and 1've pearly tumed him
ino 3 vegetarian,

R.R.: Well, she shoots vegetarians, too, so waich out,

Pevey: Scen any U.F.O."s lately?
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R.R.: Not any big ones. What happened 10 your finger

(PETEY holds up his bandaged finger as Fresno continyey ;,
drag HIM about.)

Perey: Oh, Fresno regressed. I think he was just 3 jiy),
low on protein. | was wondering, do you sell muzzles?

(Fresno lunges toward R R)

R-R.: No. Didi says they're 3 waste of shelf space. Wiy
have a guard dog if he can't bite? She'll be right back,
PETEY: (As Fresno pulls HIM off ) | gotta run.

(The COWBELL rings as PETEY exits and changes to DID{ )
R.R.: Bye, Petey.

(RR. takes a toy gun and holster from the ornament box and
hangs it on the tree. From offitage we hear DIDI)

Du(Vobe)R.R.R.&God-dumil.IMywlow

back into this mace and tear gas department and put
everything back into alphabetical order. (R R fakes a grenade
ornament from the tree and mimes tossing it in DIDI's

direction. then mimes an explosion.) God, this is no way 1o
rum a business,

R.R.: I'm right on it, Didi.
(DIDI enters, carrying a single hand grenade ormament )

Dmt: And that milk's boiling over.
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R.R.: Uhoh.
(R R runs off and changes io SHERIFF)

Dme: Mama told me 1 was marrying the original missing
link, but [ wouldn’t listen. Oh, well, Too late now.

(DIDI crosses to the tree and hangs up the grenade As SHE
does, SHE sings another carol In the middle of a musical
phrase. SHE tokes a long puff off her cigareite, then picks
up the song af @ point as if SHE had continwed singing
during the puff. She is interrupted by the COWBELL as
SHERIFF BUFORD GIVENS - stereo-typical Texas
small town sheriff, fai and obnoxious — appears at the
counter )

Swrawy: Hey, Didi. How you?

Do 1 was fine "til just mow. Whatever you want, we're
out of.

Syexirs: You should have been a comedian, you know
that?

(DIDI] sits and smokes.)

Dior: 1']l accept that as a compliment coming from the
town joke. Some sheriff. You've been wagging that gua
around for years and not onc notch ca it. You're an example
of wasted tax dollars.

Sigmey: Well, what do you think about this? I'm
requisiticaing all your bookkeeping records and receipts.

Deoi: Now don't tell me someone went and taught you
how 1o read.
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Swnay: I'm doing some undercover work trackin® dowy,
that Christmas Phantom.

Dme: 1"'m not showin' my records to nobody.

Seexsrr: You might as well cooperate, Didi, If you make
me come back I'll bring a subpoena.

Dulfywd\inkyw'regonmmiahmmdmi
my bookkeeping, you'd better bring a Chinese dinner for six.

(SHE snuffs out her cigarelte.)

Swxnpy: (Hurt) You make it damn hard for me to do my
job, Didi.

(The COWBELL rings as SHERIFF exits and changes to IKE.
DIDI yells after HIM.)

Dme: Hey! Hey! You lay a finger on my filing cabinet and
you'll scratch your ass with a stump for the rest of your life!

(DID! starts to pick owt an ornament from the box The
COWBELL rings and IKE THOMPSON, a not-too-bright
road construction worker, appears at the counter.)

Ixs: Hey, Didi, you gotta minute?

Dmi: Maybe. That depends on what you're buying.

Ixe: Now, I've been a good customer, you know that.

Dwor: Yeah, the last thing you bought from me was 3
quarter’s worth of b.b."s for that dim kid of yours.

Ixs: He never had any problems 'til he ate all that plant
food. Say, Didi, have you seen Hank Bumiller?

Dime: (Lighting amother cigarette) You know, Ike, 1 was
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in such a rush to get 10 work this moming 1 didn't even have
time to check the gutters,

Ixz: That ain't funny, Didi. 1 just talked 10 Bertha. | gotta
find Hank or it's gonna be a blue Christmas for a whole lot of
folks.

Dwi: Boo, hoo, hoo. | repeat, arc you here to buy
anything?

Ixe: 11l be back for that later, Right now I've got to find
Hank.

Do Well, Bertha's parking her car across the street right
now. Why don't you ask her?

Ixe: Adios amigos.

(IKE exits and changes to BERTHA as the COWBELL rings.
DID{ calis after HIM))

Dmi: You'd better find Hank Bumiller or it'll be “vaya
con Dios." (The TELEPHONE rings. DIDI sings another
carol while SHE crosses to answer it) Good King What's-his-
name went down ... (DIDI picks up the phone) Didi's Used
Weapons. If we can't kill it, it's immortal. ... Hello, Dottie, ...
Well, it"s usually bad news when you call, Dottie, What's the
matter, is your plane late or what? ... What do you mean,
you're not comin? ... Well, great. Why? ... Ah, hell. ... Ah,
hell ... Ah, hell, he's always had that, .. Well, don't they have
anti-fungal creams in California, Dottie? ... Well, you still
gotta come get Mama. ... No. No, No, | had her last
Christmas. ... | know you took her for Easter, Dottie. She's
still got cgg dye in her hair and under her nails and God
knows where clse. We can't even take her to church. ... Oh,
yeah? Well, I've got a Christmas wish for you, too, Dottie.
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llbopesm«apdmmw. (DID}
m:rkphmJGod.hhbdlbeimam.

(The COWBELL rings and BERTHA eniers.)

Bexmia: Hi, Didi. Are you busy?
Dt Come oa in, Pickles, have a cup of coffee. I'm never

too busy 10 chat with you.

mmmmmmm:m: DIDI powurs HER a
cup of coffee)

Beamia: Well, 1 thought you might be frazzled with the
last minute rush.

m:mum»mmmmmhmm
loose. You be sure to thank Stanley for me.

Bexnaa: | hope to God the cops don't catch him.

Dioe Oh, Sheriff Givens couldn't catch a cold in the

Kloadike.
(DID! gits across from BERTHA.)

Bexnan: Well, Didi, 1 really stopped by to see if you have
any burglar alarms lefl.

Dwe: 1 sold my last one yesterday. Are you having a
problem with prowlers?

Bexnua: No, nothing like that. | just wanted something %0
wake me up when my worthless husband comes saeaking in
lase at might

Dee Has Hank been out tom-cattin' again?

Beane: | tell you, Didi, it's hard to hold up when the
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wb;)lc town knows my husband's as uscless as ice trays in
hell.

Dipe: Don’t get me started. RR.'s been on a wondering
binge lately. You know, Bertha, | often wonder how such
well beought-up girls like you and me could have married so
bad.
Bexia: It's a mystery.

Dot R.R."s drinking has only gotten worse, He wanders
off so much | decided 1'd better find out something about safe
sex.
Buarsia: (Flustered) Oh, Didi! | swear!
Dmr: Can you imagine how depressed | got when 1 found
out that's what we'd been doin' all along?

Bermia: Well, | suppose some things are better left
unknown,

Dme: Amen, hallelujah.

Beatia: Was that Ike Thompson | saw sneakin' away?

Dmx: Yeah. There's another one just as worthless as titties
on a boar hog. But back to your Hank problem. | can order
that burglar alarm for you.

Bexniea: No, that's alright, Didi. I'll just do what ['ve
always done.

Dwi: What's tha?

Beatua; Rearrange all the fumiture and unscrew all the
light bulbs.

(BERTHA and DIDI both laugh)
Dins: Pickles, Pickles, Pickles. We sure knew what we

mdohgbad(lnhwudwohvheuwcvucdywlhedw
wit.
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mﬂwwmmhmwlwahwkepm
cryin'. (BERTHA rises.) Well, 1 gotta run. It'Il take me a
while to move that sofa. (SHE laughs. DIDI laughs, 100

Merry Christmas, Didi.

Christmas, Bertha. (We hear the COWBELL
s BERTHA exits and changes to PEARL. DIDI calls afier
HER,) Don't strain your back.

radio while SHE sings another carol. In
mnuﬂcofamdpthHEvah:aImMa,
her cigarelie, Mpkbuptlwmdapobnmysms
wmmmwm DID! turns on the
radio. The voice of LEONARD CHILDERS comes over

the radio.)

LeowarD: (Radio tape.) Okay, folks, we're back with
Leonard's Let-the-Stops-Out Radio Shopping Spree. Now
folks. 1 haven't sold anything in weeks. 1'm so desperate I'll
take hot checks. Where's your Christmas spirit? We've got
great merchandise here. C’'mon now, gimme a call.

(wmmmmwmwmqmpww
the phone and dials. SHE turns down the rodio)

Diot: Leonard? Didi Snavely. No, I didn't call 10 buy
nothin’. T called to talk to you about that cgs separator |
bought from you last March. It had a ten-month guaranies. ..
It broke in nine and a half. ... What do you mean you doa't
want to talk about it o the air? Well, maybe you'd rather 1alk
about that red-headed bank clerk from Sand City that you g0
bowling with every other Friday night. ... Yeah, 1 know yoor
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wife could be listening, I hope 10 God she is. Can you hear me
Reba? Reba? Can you hear me? ... Don't talk 10 me about
ruining your Christmas, Leonard. My husband's a drunk who
sces flying saucers. My Mama's lost what's left of her mind.
My sister, Dottie, had to call up and show her butt. My
Christmas has been ruined, | just thought 1'd ring you up and
ruin yours. (We hear a CAR speed by ) Well, | just saw Reba
heading your way in ber Land Rover. If | were you, Leonard,
and | wanted to see New Years in one picce, 1'd start dashing
through the snow.

(DID! hangs up the phone. SHE starts to sing another carol
as SHE crosses to pick wp the box of ormaments, In the
middle of a musical phrase, SHE takes a long puff off her
cigarette, then picks up the song at a point as if SHE hod
continued singing during the puff. The lights fade and an
instrumental tag of her song swells over DIDI's last
phrase as SHE exits and changes 1o STANLEY.)

Act I, Scene 4

(The setting is the yard of AUNT PEARL BURRAS. DID!'s
tree and the counter have gone. We hear the sound of
BLUEJAYS all over the theatre as PEARL enters and the
lights fade wp. Looking ammoyed at the imaginary
blucjays, SHE puls her purse down on the table and takes
out the sling shot. Pulling a chair downstage, SHE sits
and takes aim.)

Peass: Hold still, you little ... long enough for me to get a
bead on you.
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(PEARL fires and misses, then mouths “dammis, ~ STANLEY
enters from behind HER )

Stanrey: Pearl,

Pears: Oh, come out, Stanley, sit a spell. I'm out hese
trying to kill these bluejays.

Sraniey: You don't give up on the blucjays, do you,
Pearl?

Peazy: Oh, they're so loud, they've got my banty rooster
upset. He's got the hens so nervous, they won't lay, I'm
losing egg money hand over fist. Pull up this chair. | want 1o
talk to you,

(STANLEY pulls up the other chair next to PEARL )

Staniey: What is it, Pearl?

Peary: Oh, Stanley, I'm worried. There was a white mule
in my dream last night.

StaxLey: That's not a sign of death, is it, Pearl?

Peasv: Oh, no, that's a white horse. A white mule is
usually nothing more than car trouble. 1'd appreciate it if
you'd look under the hood of that Pontiac before you §0.

Staney: Sure. I'll be glad to. You know who | dreamed
about? Remember that weenie dog you had that could spell?

Peare: Doc, the dash hound. Got him from Petey Fisk. Of
course, at the time we didn"t know he was a cat-hater.

STANLEY: Aln't never seen anything like it, just say the
word cat and he'd go hog wild,

Pran: It got so bad we couldn't say cat. We started
spelling it and he still went crazy.

Staney: (Laughing.) He could spell cat.




A TUNA CHRISTMAS 33

PEAsy.: (Laughing ) Oh, we had a spelling dog.

(THEY both laugh)

SrasLey: chuhnppeoedloumﬂog.mw

Peaxy: Doc? Mildred Jean Perkins cat killed him.

SranEy: No. What was that cat’s name?

Peaxs: Ity Bitry.

Stanasy; lity God-damned Bitty. Now, who in the bell
would name a cat that size Itty Bitty?

Peax: That brain-damaged child of theirs, Randy. He
m‘td;btinthebudwmul&mmthum

SyawLey: How did ity Bisty kill Doc?

Pears: Oh, she kinda rolled on her back over there across
(hemaudhndoldbocriwlmdannwbeehohw
Star beer truck.

Stmsv:t)am.lt'umwlouagooddoglikemu.
that could spell.

Pears: You know, Stanley, it's too bad you didn't have
yowmidzmylkmamcdlu‘lwcwldm stuffed o’
Doc for us. Oh, it's the only way to have animals, stuffed and
minza\memll.mlywh\rewdohwu'mma
SranLey: Well, they don't keep you up at night.

Prans: You're so lucky to have a skill. You should leave
Tuna. Folks around here will keep you lookin' back. You
need to get out and tackle life, use your gifts, don't be like me
and throw away a skill.

Staviey: 1 never knew you had a skill, Pearl.

Peaxy: Oh, yes, | was a riveter in Houston back during the
War,
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STANLEY: A riveter?
much over-time all my fillings just flew out. 1 had 1o quit
Stanley, has your daddy come home?

Stanpey; Hell, Pearl, Daddy’s never home.

Pears: You make sure your Mama has a g0od Christmas

Staxiuy: Yeah, | got her a gift certificate down a1 the
Conoco - five free oil changes.

Peary: Staying out of trouble is Christmas present
enough. What do you want Santy Claus to bring you?

StaxLey: A bus ticket out of this black hole. 1 don't know,
out West would be nice, Your friend, Dixic Deberry ain't
making my life any easier.

Prans: How 50?7

Staxcey: Oh, she’s making a fuss down at the Little
Theatre.

Prany: Oh, how's that goin"?

StanLey: Shoot. Nobody knows their lines, they're all
fightin’ like cats in a bag. And Joe Bob's blaming the
Phantom, says he's got everybody so upset they can't think
And they're all lookin' at me out of the comer of their eyes. |
tell ya Pearl, I've had it up to my ass with this sorry excuse
for a town and somebody’s going to pay.

Prass: Oh, Stanicy, don’t lose your head.

Stasey: Once 1 get off probation I'm gonna sneak down
to the 4-H bam and spray paint the private parts of all the
livestock. Let "em hang bluc ribbons on that.

Pears: You don't want to do that.

Staiey: And I've got me a defanged rattiesnake that's
gonna wind up in somebody's commode, I just haven't
decided whose yet.
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PearL: Well, that'll keep "em regular.

Staruey: And Sheniff Givens better stop following me
around like a bird dog. Dama, he's determined 10 catch me
doing something.

Prare: Oh, Buford Givens. He's loopy, always has been.
When he was a teenage boy be wet the bed at church camp,

Staniey: No,

Peaza: Oh, it was terrible. They called him Rubber Sheets.

Stamay: (Loughs) Rubber Sheets. Rubber Sheets
Givens. | like the sound of that Well, Rubber Sheets ain't
gonna catch me doin' diddly. Once this play is over, I'm
gonna get even and get the hell out of Dodge.

Peary: Oh, Stanley, [ just had a revelation! If Dixie shuss
the lights ofT on the play, you won't complete your probation,
Lord, she has 10 extend, that's all there is to it. Oh my God, |
forgot about the Phantom!

Sraneey: The Phantom?

Praxy: Never you mind. Just get Dixie over here quick.

Staniey: Hell, Pearl, Dixie ain't gonna listen to me, I'm a
feloa,
PeArL: Oh, tell her it's a red alert. Now scat.

Sraraxy: What the bell ... 7

Prans: Just go, Stanley, go! (STANLEY exits and changes
to DIXIE. PEARL takes out an imaginary cellular telcphone
Jrom her purse and dials) Hello, Is Sheriff Givens there? .,
Put him on. ... Oh, Sheriff, this is Pearl Burras, | want to
report a theft. Four of my Rbode Island reds are missing. 1 got
up this moming and they were gone. Oh, do you suppose it
was the Phantom? ... You ought to drive by here more often.
I'm a taxpayer. Those hens are my livelibood. ... You don™t
have time? | sec. Well, you'd find time if that Phantom stole
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your rubber sheets! (SHE lawghs and hangs up the phone. We
hear BLUEJAYS again) Oh, my God, bhe's back. (SHE
crosses back to get her sling shot ond takes aim.) Stop that
hoppin' around. Hold still ...

(DIXIE DEBERRY - Tuna Clyy Secretary, a cantankerous old
woman with a black belt in karate ~ enters.)

Dixe: Pearl, why'd you send that slobbering hippie over
10 my house?

Peary: Oh, Dixie, don't distract me. This marble has that
blucjay's name on it. (SHE fires and misses. [NOTE: Actors
must predetermine specific visual locations for the imaginary
bluejays. J) Oh, just a nose-bair off,

Dixe: Now, Pearl, you're going about this all wrong.
You've got to think like a bird if you want to kill one. Sing 10
‘em.
Peazs: | never heard of anybody singing to a bluejay.
Duxe: You damn sure never Killed one ncither,
Pearr: Well, | hope they like the Andrews Sisters.
Dixe: Shbh ... , there he is, Sing, Pearl, sing!

(PEARL starts to sing as SHE loads her sling shot)
PEARL:
DOWN IN THE MEADOW IN AN ITTY BITTY POOL,
SWAM THREE LITTLE FISHIES AND THE MAMA
FISHY, TOO.

(DIXIE chimes in.)
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Bor:
SWIM SAID THE MAMA FISHY, SWIM IF YOU CAN,
SO THEY SWAM AND THEY SWAM RIGHT OVER THE
DAM ...

(PEARL fires and misses. The octors follow the imaginary
bird’s flight off lefi)

Bom: Qooh.

Dixie: Nearly got him.,

Peans: He'll get the word out.

Dixz: Maybe you should sing something more
coatemporary, Pearl.

Praxy: (SHE remembers something ) Dixie!

(DIXIE is startled by PEARL)

Dox: Damn, Pearl, doa't scare me like that. My heart's
not strong. I'm older than Alley Oop. I can't take Joud noises,

PearL: Oh, I'm sorry, Dixie, but | just remembered. You
can't shut the lights off on Chvisimas Carol.

Doce: Says who?

Prart: My nephew, Stanley, has to be in that dam-fool
play to finish his probation.

Duxir: (Motioning to PEARL,) Sit down, Pearl.

Peare: It'Il just ruin Christmas for all of us if he doesn’t
get off. Rubber Sheets is watching him like a hawk. If he slips
up once he's a goner,

Duxie: 1'd like to help you, Pearl, but | can’t. Why if [ let
that Little Theatre off their light bill, every light bill in town
would go unpaid ...
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Prasy: But ..,

MW'smliu'smwmbm
‘signs and “do not litter™ signs. If that money runs out the
traffic’d get snarled and litter would pile up "til you're jug
knee-deep in garbage and hot-rodders and them your
imsurance rates'd go sky-high, sky god-dama high ..,

PearL: | know that ...

Dixm: Filth and disrespect breed crime, Pearl, which
draws gambling and the Mafia and the next thing you keow
we'll have pari-mutual betting and liquor by the drink,
paralle] parking on Sundays .

Peant: Now, Dixie ...

Dixig: We woa't be able 10 park for the god-dama
whiskey bottles and before you can say scat the Communists
will just be pouring across the Rio Grande and that'll be the
end of civilization as we know it.

PearL: But all I'm asking ...

Dixie: No! No buts, Pearl. If Stanley wants 1o get off
probation he can drag his worthless butt down to the welfare
officc and lick stamps for me, but I'm not wming my bome
town over 10 Fi-del Castro and that is that. Look, Pearl, he's
back,

(The imaginary bluejay has retwrned down siage of the
women. As PEARL loads her sling shot, SHE sings)

Peany:
DON'T SIT UNDER THE APPLE TREE
WITH ANYONE ELSE BUT ME,
ANYONE ELSE BUT ME ...

(SHE misses again. PEARL and DIXIE rurn fill circle 10
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jdwthbird'saaqfkﬁ)m\m‘mym
Duxie: Maybe he'd like some Lionel Ritchie. 3
Peant: (Once again out of nowhere.) Oh! Dixie!

(DIXIE is startled as before )

Doce: Damn, Pearl, you did it again,

PeArL: Dixie, we're in trouble. We're in big, big trouble.
Mimi Bird’s been babblin'. She told Didi that the three of us
are the Phantom,

Dixi: Aaah! She's gotta shut up! She's gotta shut up or
we'll all be wearing striped pajamas! This is all your fault.
Pearl. 1 told you Mimi would be the first one %0 crack. She
nearly got us caught in "32.

PEARL: Now we gotta be calm. You're too damn old to be
peering through jeil bars,

(PEARL wags her finger ot DIXIE)

Doce: Don’t you stick that finger in my face!
Peans: Damn you!
Duxie: | know karate! | know karase!

(THEY tussle. DIXIE notices something )

Bom: Rubber Shects!

Prans: Rubber Sheets! Sit down, Dixie, quick, sit down!
Wave! Wave to him! Wave! (THEY both quickly sk and give
one long wave in unison fo the SHERIFF as we hear his CAR
pass by.) We're just out here bein® old ladies. (Afler o moment
the SHERIFF is gone,) Lord, | think we're safe. Who's gonna
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believe an old woman IMMimiwithalluummhh
hais?

Duxi: God, she looks like death chewin’ on a cracke

Borw: Ohhh ...

Duxz: But the heat'll be oa now. We won't be able 19 be
the Phantom anymore, and that's always been my favorie
part of Christmas. | guess our party’s over.

PearL: Our bubble’s burst.

Doae: It's our last waltz.

Peasy: It's the end of the line.

Doce: Adios amigos.

Peaxs: Sia nora,

(DIXIE starts to sing. PEARL joins in)

Doce:
GOODNIGHT, IRENE,

Bom:
GOODNIGHT, IRENE,
FLLSEEYOUIN ...

(DIXIE sees the imaginary blwejay again directly down stage
and jumps up.)

Duue: Give me that sling shot. (PEARL hands the sling
shot and a marble to DIXIE, who starts singing “THE
YELLOW ROSE OF TEXAS.")

OH, THERE IS A ROSE IN TEXAS,

THE FINEST EVER GREW.
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HER EYES ARE BRIGHT AS DIAMONDS,
THEY SPARKLE LIKE THE DEW.
YOU CAN TALK ABOUT YOUR CLEMENTINE ...
(DIXIE fires on the word “Clementine”™ and makes a direct
hit on the Blucjay,) Ha!

PranL: (Elated ) Bingo!

Daxie: Never knew what hit him.

Pears: Good shot. Dixie! We'll save him for Stanley and
have him stuffed,

Dixs: Squawk now, loud mouth.

(THEY both laugh and then sigh logether. Afier a moment,
PEARL speaks.)

PeArL: You know, Dixie, I've been thinking. It's not like
the Christmas Phantom to up and disappear just because one
old lady with cake colorin® in her hair and one foot in the
grave starts ramblin’.

Dix: You know, it might look suspicious at that.

Peans: Well, if the Phantom is down to his last prank ...

Duoce: Shhh ...

Peans: ... 1 think it ought to be a doozie.

Dixe: Ohhh. | haven't seen that look in your eye since
you snatched the toupee off that faith healer back in Wichita
Falls.

Peass: Oh, he claimed 10 heal the sick, but he couldn't
even grow hair. Now, Dixie, we need to put our thinkin® caps
oa. Oaly the best yard will do. (THEY think for a momen,
then look at each other with realization) She's had it coming
for fificen years,
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(THEY laugh. We hear another BLUEJAY. DIXIE see; 4
directly down stage.)

Dixt: Shihh, Pearl, sing.

(PEARL sings as Dixie loads and aims the sling shot while the
lights start to fade with the seiting sun.)

Prase:
YOU CAN TALK ABOUT YOUR CLEMENTINE,
AND SING OF ROSALIE,
Bomw:
BUT THE YELLOW ROSE OF TEXAS
IS THE ONLY GIRL FOR ME,

(Lights to black DIXIE changes to HELEN. PEARL changes
to INITA.)

END OF ACT ONE




ACTH

Scene |

(The scene is played in front of the drawn curiain. The setiing
is the Tuna High School gymnasium. As the audience is
settling, we hear the Tuna High School Clawin' Jaguar
Band playing a MEDLEY OF CHRISTMAS FAVORITES.
Some of the music should sound so0 bad thar the tunes are
almost unrecognizable. Near the end of the last number,
the house lights fade up on the radio. The music ends with
a botched fincle and muted applause. On the radio we
hear:)

Twaston: (Radio tape) Merry Cheistmas, this is Radio
Station OKKK broadcasting live from the Tuma High School
gymnaasium where the social event of the Christmas season is
underway.

Axwes: (Radio tape) Yes, folks, in a few minstes we'll all
know the winner of the OKKK Christmas Yard Display
Contest. And the icnsion is mounting, It is.

Tiunsron: (Radio tape.) It is.

AxLss: (Radlo fape,) 1t is, it is. Will Vera Carp and family
claim fificen wins in a row in spite of ber disastrous
experience tonight due to the Christmas Phantom?

Tiwurston: (Radio tape,) Or will Didi Snavely claim first
place despite retina damage to two of the judges?

M:Mo:ap&)Andwm’leomecmad
Inita whose dark-horse entry could surprise. And now the
moment of truth has arrived as Thurston will announce this
year's winner,

63




my hands won't stop shaking.

ARLES: (M’om)wwmﬁ"mﬂhumu
winner of the OKKK Christmas Yard thltyCommuun
m—mpwehmdinuedomlo...(»’ehn:kmg
the ENVELOPE OPENING.) Inita Goodwin and Helen Begg
for “All | Want for Christmas.”

(We hear CHEERS AND APPLAUSE. Lights come up on
stage and in the house as INITA GOODWIN and HELEN
BEDD rush down the aisle of the theatre and up on 1o the

stage. THEY meet center stage, kthoﬂnr.m
beside themselves. THEY wave and blow kisses to the
audience.)

Hm:Oh.Mm!Myousomch.ljwdoo'l
know where 1o start.

INra: (Stepping in) | do. We want 10 thank our boy
friends who inspired the whole display.

Hewen: That's right. So muchas gracias to Doany asd
Danny.

Dara: Kenny Ray, Preston and Garland.

Heren: Duke, Clayton and Duane.

Heven & Iwra: And Randy!

(THEY laugh. INITA looks ost to the awdience.)

INTA: What's going on over there?
HeLex: It looks 10 me like Vera Carp has fainted. Isn't that
Jast like her at our big moment?

hara: Y'all leave her alone. She's gonna be hell to deal
with when she comes 10.
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(HELEN steps forward)

Heen: | want 10 say something now. You know, there are
times in life when everything starts to get 10 you. | know for
those of us in the food service business, there are days when
the grill is smokiag, the ice machine is spittin® cubes at you,
and the poppy seeds are falling off the buns, whea it's easy to
question whether Tuna can offer enough 10 aspiring career
women like us. But then something Iike this just comes out of
the blue. It just encourages me so much, | just want 10 go back
to school and get my GE.D,

Invira: Well, I'm grateful, 1 really am, but I'm not going
that far.

Huuen: And we want to recognize the other fimalists.

Inara: We do. Somebody tell that 10 Vera when she comes
t0. Now that that's out of the way, this gal's ready to rock n'
roll!

Herex: Great. So we'll see everybody at the OKKK party
Ister tonight.

Intra: That's right. And if Dixie cuts off the lights on the
play, we'll start carly, (INITA looks out to the side of the
awdience.) Helen! Is that Sheniff Givens out there puttin® a
ticket on your Mitsubishi?

Hewex: It sure is!

Inira: Get away from that truck, Rubber Sheets, (As SHE
exits through the curtain ) C'mon, Helen, let's get outta here.

Heren: Hey! You put a ticket on my pick-up truck and I'll
slip something in your chili dog next time you come in. (SHE
waves 10 the audience as SHE exits through the curiain ) Bye!

(The stage and house lights fade and honky tonk music
swells )
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Act Il, Scene 2

Wcmmwm:kmq’thrmm
M&mﬂatmm.mmm:hmm
and chairs, MtthsaCiﬂrmmmmof
tumbleweeds and decorated with cowboy and othey
western-style ornaments. Onm:kkdownuagcu,
uquwmdawwthcmkh.dmwma.,

stage of the table; it leads off stage to the kischen in the
wings. HELEN and INITA enter.)

Inrra: Hit the music! 1'll turn on the grill,

(HELEN twrns on the rodio and dances. INITA goes into the
kitchen, then retwrns when the music segues into;)

Arues: (Radio tape.) This is Arles Struvie with an OKKK
carly evening news quickie, Well, it's all over but the
screaming as Tuna's annual yard display contest is over and
Helen Bedd and Inita Goodwin have broken Vera Carnp's
strangle hold on the trophy. But it scems they had some help
from the Christmas Phantom who struck the Carp's yard in a
big way.

Taurston: (Radio tape,) He did.

Anses: (Radio tape.) He did, he did. It scems when the
judges arrived at the Carp's yard carlier this evening someone
had put boxer shorts on the shepherds, the wise men and
Joseph. And the Virgin Mary was wearing an ERA button.

(INITA exits 10 the kitchen.)
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Twumsron: (Radio tape) 1 was one of the judges and we
*till our sides hurt.
Arass: (Radio tape.) They did.
Tieumston: (Radio tape) We did.
AxLes: (Radio tape.) They did, they did.
Trwuwstose: (Radio tape.) That's probably what stampeded
those sheep.

(The TELEPHONE starts ringing. HELEN crosses to the
radio)

AnrLes: (Radio tape.) They're still missing.

Twurston: (Radio tape.) They are.

Anuies: (Radio tape.) But if anyone finds those sheep you
can Jeave a message for Vera Carp at the clinic where she is
recovering in the trauma unit.

Twurston: (Radio tape.) Visiting hours just started.
ARLES: (Radio rape.) So go down there and get in line.

(HELEN turns off the radio, and crosses to answer the
TELEPHONE.)

Hevex: Tastee Kreme, Helen speaking, how may | help
you? ... Hello, Charlene, ... Hang on. ... Okay, shoot. (HELEN

writes on her imaginary pad) Uh huh. Uh huh. Uh hub. Uh
huh. (SHE chuckles on the last “Uh huh. ") That's one double

cheeseburger with chili and the works, large fries, large D.P.,
large fried pie, one grilled cheese, grilled in margarine, not
butter, trim the bread, hold the mayo and one diet D.P. You
know, Joc Bob would be a lot less temperamental if he'd get
off that diet. ... | am just trying to help. God, are you sensitive,
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(Sﬂshmpuptlnphanmdtdafhcmmu.%
menmwmmatwme
special with natural gas.

NCMWJMJPUTESCMSHINGMWM
INITA appears at the counter.)

Ixrta: Ob, my God, Helen, we have a crisis.

Heven: What now?

Mxlmwmnﬂnhmmhlmu
thaw the hamburger meat. If we have a big rush, Vemoan will
can me.

Heuen: Calm down. I've got my hairdryer back there in
my bag. Use that to thaw it out.

hta: Good idea. Where would | be without you?

HeLen: Unemployed. (INITA disappears into the kitchen,)
Aady«’dbumhnywmdmmloebob'sw
have a fit if we're late with his supper.

(INITA re-enters.)

Inrra: Joe Bob needs 1o take a powder.

Hewew: (Getting an idea) And you know what? 1've got
some Painender P.M. out in my pick-up truck., 1 think 1I'0 slip
a couple in his diet D.P. just to calm him down.

Inrra: Great idea. I'll watch the window, (HELEN exits
and changes to FARLEY. The TELEPHONE rings. INITA
answers it) Tastee Kreme, Inita speaking, what can | do you
for? ... Yes, Charlene, I'll remember 1o trim Joe Bob's bread.
- Yes, I'll remember 1o hold the mayo. ... Have | ever
focgotten your large fried pie, Charlene? Goodbye.

e S
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(INITA hangs up. FARLEY BURKHALTER appears at the
walk-up window. FARLEY is a Yosemite Sam type, “little
person; ™ all that is visible is his head hat and full bushy
beard [To achieve the short height, the actor walks on his

knees on top of a d-inch riser concealed behind the waik-

Farrey: Hey, Inita

Inrra: Hi, Farley.

Faneey: Coagratulations.

hara: Thank you. You comin' to the party?

Fasiev: We'd love 1o, but we're a little short on time.
(INITA laughs ) What's so fuany?

Inrva: Nothin®. God, you little people are edgy. What can
| do you for?

Faxpey: Give me two baby burgers and a medium fries.

Inrta: You must be hungry today.

FaxLey: No, 1 got Phoebe out in the truck with me. We're
gonna split the fries.

Inrra: (Looking out the window ) Oh, yeah, there she is. |
can just barely sce the top of her head. She sure can rat that
hair.

Fariey: She wouldn't be four feet tall without it.

Inrra: Hi, Phoebe. Merry Christmas.

Fasiey: She can't see ya, the seat's 100 Jow, but 1"l tell
her you said hi. How long will that food take?

Inmra: 1M1l have it for you in a jiffy.

Fasiey: Thanks, you big old com-fed thing, you.

(HE exits and changes to PETEY. INITA goes to open a
sliding window in the “fourth wall. )
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rra: Julio, get off Helea’s hood! Sit oa your own hoog,
Mﬂm.ywcu'tputlhm. You're not handicapped
-yu(PETEYFSKWdWM-upM Now in
mwmwdqumﬂzumamm‘
wmmwammh&m‘)mm@]w
ywdidn‘thhg“my&wihyoum

perey: Fresno's only haif coyote. And he hardly ever
bites.
Mazmmldomtoc?

Pmnlamebytomifyon'ngocmyka-omm
for Paula.

Inrra: Oh, mo, Petey. Look, Vermon don't want me
throwin' m)thingmy.lfbeﬁndsodl’mmm

Jetruce to a lizard, I'm in decp stuff.
PrrEY: Pnh'isn'.l just any old lizard. She’s a Mexican

Perey: That sounds wei
Ixrra: 1t was weird. This whole 1own thinks you 're weird.
P!chlLM'd)oucxpea&omapm an

counter,) Look, Petey. I've got some ainc .
:&w.wlm'ummmmwm.wcuw

mmmy.whwm.mmw
mdu.wmlpwh«miumbumt@'
between the eyes.




A TUNA CHRISTMAS 7
ara: Get outta here, Petey, and take that four-legged
handbag out there with you.
prrey: Well, 1 never ...

(PETEY starts to leave, but INITA stops HIM)

Inrra: Well, alright, alright. Wait a minute. Here, Ain't
nobody goana be catin” salads on Christmas Eve. (SHE gives
HIM the leaf letiuce,) Merry Christmas.

Perey; You, too, Inita. Paula says thanks.

(HE exits and changes to HELEN.)
Isama; Yeah ... Oh, God the meat!

MHAMJMWWMWWIOLWARD.
The TELEPHONE rings, but SHE ignores it. After the
second ring, we hear the sound of @ HAIRDRYER from the
Litchen. On the third ring, HELEN enters and hears the

phone )

Hawes: (To INITA who is offstage.) Girl! (Answering the
W}Tweexm.mwbg.howmlwp
you? ... Oh, hi. ... Hang on. (Calling to the kitchen.) Inita, flop
one, cheesy greasy, let it bleed.

(INITA answers from offstage.)

IntTA: (Voice) Okee-dokee. Tell Aunt Pearl Mermry
Christmas.
Helen: (Back into the phone) Mrs. Burras, Inita says




- dwechuitltyon'dnomnh
you've seen me.

(HE exits and changes to JOE BOB,)

Hewex: Youmwtwieobe&ummua
wwmmmwuoxsrm HELEN
Boes to answer i, but as SHE does SHE is nserrapted by the
sound of a CAR speeding away, followed a moment laer by
adeARMgmqﬁth, HELEN waiches
gleefully through the “fourth wall” window, then answers the
phone.) Tastee Kreme, Helnspe&h&mmylwyu?
- Yes, Charlene, | remember that was 2 large diet D.P. for
Joe Bob. (SHE puts the Painender P.M into the drink) I
be about ten minutes. ... We bave a problem. .. | don’t wasm
getinto i, ... Yes, | know Joe Bob is hypoglycemic. ... Listn,
Charlene, you tell Joe Bob if be sets foot i Inita's kitches be

will be hypoglycemic with a limp. (SHE hangs up.) | hate this
Job.
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(JOEBOBUPSEY-MWOIWMWICMN.
Mﬁymcawmdyeaan-M)

Jot Bon: Has Charlene called my order in?
Heuen: Oh, hi, Joe Bob. Inita, Joe Bob is here for his

order.

(We hear a blast from the HAIRDRYER. JOE BOB shouts
toward the kitchen.)

ot Boo: 1 am hypoglycemic! | need food!
Hewax: Sit down, Joe Bob, you look weak.
mwzlhm'(mfuulmmm.wl’bm

I'm going in there to cook it myself.
(HE starty toward the kitchen. HELEN stops HIM.)

Heven: That's a real bad idea, Joe Bob. Now sit down. Sit
down. Here, have a big ol' jumbo Diet D.P.

Joe Boa: Thanks.

Hevex: Can | get you something to munch on while you
wait?

Jos Bon: Anything! Peanuts! Bread crumbs! Dip a napkin
in catsup; | need nutrition.
oh;‘?m: Here, Joe Bob, you just munch on these chips,

Joe Bon: That'll help. (HE eats an imaginary <hip, then
spits it out,) Oh, God, They're stale.

Hevew: Well 1 just serve 'em, 1 don't preserve “em. (SHE
eats a chip and grimaces.) Ummm. They are stale.

Joz Bos: Yeah, About as stale as this town. You have no
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idea how I've suffered. [ haven't had this many
since that all-white production of Raisin in the Sun

HeLex: Oh, 1 loved that one. It was so funny.

Jox Bos: An hour from now, I'm looking at an opening
with a Jead who can't find his teeth!

HeLex: How about a moonpic?

Jou Boo: Stanley Bumiller keeps slouching in the street
scene like some thug.

Heren: Big Hunk?

Joe Boe: The ghost of Christmas Past dips snuff and
carries a spit cup. Inita keeps belching!

Hevev: Open wide for Chunky.

Joe Bos: And | asked the costumer for scarves. | get
bandannas! I'm doing Christmas Carol, not Rio Bravo. (HE
rises and heads for the kitchen,) I'm coming in there!

(HELEN lures HIM back 1o his chair with a pickied egg.)

Hecen: How about a pickled egg. Mm-mmm!

Joz Boa: | am bigger than this town,

Hewen: | heard that,

Joe Bos: Do you know what | am?

Herew: What?

Joe Bos: | am a professional.

Hevex: Oh, yeah.

Joe Boo: I've been to Waco. I've worked the professional
theatres from Corpus Christi to Flagstaff, and if Dixie
Deberry thinks she's gonna cut off my lights, she can kiss my
rosy pink butt.

Hauen: Ooooh. Inita, you need to get that food out here.
I'm about to get sick. (The TELEPHONE rings. HELEN goes
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1o answer it) Tastee Kreme, Helen speaking, How may 1 help
you? ... Yeah, but he's eating. .. Well, you know how he is

when you get near his trough, ... Hang on. Joe Bob, it's for
you. It's Charlene and she sounds real freaked out. Now you

be pice to her.
(JOE BOB takes the phone.)

Jor Boe: What is it, fifth wheel? ... Charlene, | can't
understand you, why are you crying? ... You're afraid of the
dark? ... She what? ... She what?! That old borned frog cut off
my lights.

Herex: Oh, Joe Bob, I'm so sorry.,

Jog Boe: It's alright, Helen. There's only one thing 1 want
from this town before | leave,

Huiex: What?

Jor Bos: My grilled cheese sandwich, and I'm going right
imto that kitchen to get it!

(HE starts toward the kitchen. HELEN heads HIM off and
THEY chase around the table.)

Hevex: Joe Bob! No!

Joe Boe: Out of my way, Helen.
Hevex: | can't let you do that.

Jot Boe: I'm coming in there, Big'un.

(JOE BOB exits into the kitchen.)

HeLen: Oh, no! Don't! Inita throws things! Oh, 1 hate this
job,
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(HELEN reacts a3 INITA and JOE BOB fight gum)

Iara: (Voice,) Joe Bob, get out of my kitchen!
Joe Bos: (Voice,) Out of my way, moose!
Iaa: (Voice) I'm waming you, Joe Bob.

(mewmwwdnBOMo/ammm”
JOE BOB)

Sou Bos: (Voice) Ow! Oh! Damn! Oh!
Inma: (Voice) Yeah! Now get out! And get yourself
another street urchin

(JOE BOB is thrown on stage. HE runs back off and we hear
another BONG. JOE BOS staggers on stage.)

Joe Bos: Helen, will you do me a big favor?

Hevex: What?

Joe Boa: If I'm still in this town next Christmas, will you
take me out soenewhere and shoot me?

Hewew: Oh, Joe Bob. | couldn’t do that. But I'll get ome of
my boyfriends to shoot you. They'd be glad to.

Joe Boa: | need a nap.
(JOE BOB exits and changes to INITA)
HeLen: Yesh, Bye, Break a leg. Maybe | shoulda't have

said that. Inita, are you alright?
Inara: (Voice ) Never better,

(Emter FARLEY's wife. PHOEBE, at the walk-up window.
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SHE is a high-pitched “litrle person,” and all thar is

miuci:hcrtdlhalr.apropwfgmmipulafedbya
stagehand )

Proese: Hey! Hey, Helen. Honey, get over here. How
long is our food gonna be?

Hiwen: Il be just a sec, we had a small crisis.

hms:HdLbowla\;doshukcmwoookmolinle
baby burgers? What did you have to do, go out there and
slaughter that steer?

Your food will be right out.

Puotne: | hope o, 'mee'tcjmabomnowmmy
out here.

(PHOEBE turns and exits. The TELEPHONE rings. HELEN
answers it angrily.)

Hewen: Tastee Kreme, Helen speaking, how may | help
you? (HER tone suddenly turns sweet.) Oh, hi, Randy. ... Oh,
10, RO trouble at all. Al the time in the world. . You what?
You have a present? ... For me? Oh, you shouldn't have. ...
Now? ... Oh, no, we're not 100 busy, But you better meet me
out back, in case Vernon comes by. Boy, 1'd hate 10 get
canned on Christmas Eve. ... Ooooh, you, 100, ... Ocooh, I'm

beading that way. Bye. (SHE hangs up.) Inita? You gotta
cover the front for a minute,

(INITA comes from the kitchen)

Iva: Have you gone nuts? I'm up to my knockers in
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frozen pattics and now you just wanna rush off
There's no excuse for this, Hele. .

Hewex: Yes, there is.

Inira: Like what?

Heuen: Randy.

Inrra: Go for it, girl. (HELEN exits and changes 1o
GARLAND. The TELEPHONE rings. INITA answers i )
meme.lniuspakhg.whatmldommmw
Charlene, it's his own fault for coming ino my kitchen,
No, no, no, he started it. ... Charlene, get yourself a real man.
We're all 5o tired of watching you bark up the wrong focest
(SHE hangs up. A HORN honks out front. INITA yells out the
walk-up window.) Get off that horn, midget,

(GARLAND, the soda delivery man and one of INITA's
boyfriends, appears at the walk-up window. GARLAND is
tall and lanky, with a goofy, giggling laugh. [The actor
achieves the extra height by walking on the same 4-inch
riser thar was wsed by FARLEY. )

Ganzaxo: Hey, Inita,

Inrra: Oh, hi, Garland. Come on in and take a load off

GarLaxo: I'm on duty. | just came by to see if you need
any more soda water.

Inra: We're fime, cute stufl. You know, Garland, | sure
wish you came in cans. 1'd pop your top every five minutes.

(GARLAND laughs.)

Gazaaxp: You crack me up, Inita, You know that?
Inra: What ever works. Garland, you could do me a big
favor.
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Gaxiano: What's that?

Inrra: Come ‘round back to the kitchen and help me thaw
out that hamburger meat.

Gareanp: Well, I'm on duty. .. Ah, I'll do you a favor just
this ooce.

hata: And 1'll do you one later.

Gartany: (Laughing.) You crack me up, Inita, you know
that?

(HE exits and changes to HELEN. INITA calis afier HIM
through the window.)

Intra: Garland, use Helen's hair dryer to thaw that meat.
(GARLAND loughs again. The TELEPHONE rings and
INITA answers it) Tastee Kreme, Inita speaking, what can |
do you for? ... Oh, hi, Vemon, ... We're real busy, Vemon ...
(We hear the HAIRDRYER from offstage) ... Nobody's
drying their hair at work. ... | don't know, clean out your ears.
.. Tomorrow? What about tomorrow? ... Oh, no, Vernoa. I'm
not working on Christmas Day, ... Vernon, who's goona et
out on Christmas Day? ... Your family? Oh, no. They can all
£0 over 1o your house and fill up on baloney. ... You can't fire
me, Vernon, 'cause | quit! And so does Helen. ... Well, why
don’t you kiss me where | can’t reach?

(INITA hangs wp. HELEN enters.)

Hien: What is going on?

IniTa: Helen, this is the worst Christmas of my life.
Hivex: What's wrong?

bata: Vemon fired me!
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Herex: He what?

hara: Well, actually 1 quit, "cause he wanted 1o open
onandmuDly;MKumanyisomgFonwomm
my truck.

Heven: Well, you can use my Mitmbisbinydmm
want,

INma: No, 1 can't. The last time Daddy caught me drivip®
mupmmnk.bcboudmmeoukmbom
in the Philippincs. We couldn’t even eat rice growin' up. Now
I ain't got a job, no truck, no boyfriend.

Hevex: Well, you still have me and I'll work double shifts
"till you can get back on your feet.

Darra: Helen ...

(HELEN cwis HER off)

HeLex: No, it's no problem. What are friends for. We'll
have to cut back but we'll make it. And before long you'll be
obkwmydwbockmmdm«hcbilkuﬂfwmm
truck, and life will return to normal.

Inira: Helen ...

(HELEN cuts HER off again)

HeLew: | don’t want to bear it. As long as ['ve got a job,
you've got a home. Just say that over and over in your mind.
As long as Helen's got a job, I've got a home.

Inrra: Helden,

Heven: What?

Intra: You quit, too.

Heex | did?
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INtTA: Yes.

Hm:axm!waghﬁu‘mmm“'m

(Wﬂlwmhufaccmdc,m“ml.h
reprise of the honky tonk music s prer o 2 @

H.
memmﬂAmwmﬁf:::;“

Actll, Scene 3.4
murmrmxoda»gmdnm)

I know you're halfcoyouandyou'nnotnwdlobehg
stampeded by hostile sheep. But if you bite me cae more time
yw’ngokgtobcm&iqdncdloﬂhewﬂdwmm
stay over by the gate, Don't stampede the coyote. This astural
encmy thing is about to kill me. I'm down to my last arm and
leg. One more injury and we’Hl all starve to death. And Paula,
lbowimmmwmhn-wyw'nm
end up with a zipper and a snap if you don't lighten up. You
all ought to be ashamed of yourselves. Where's your
Christmas spirit? (PETEY cautions the sheep,) Hey, bey, sty
calm! Stay calm! Stay calm! Stay calm! _ Just stay calm, Let
me Jook for the star ... There it is. Fresno ... (HE beckans 1o
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Fresno.) There it is, shining like the very first Christmas, w,
were all a part of it. Shepherds were watching their flocks of
Mby.w-obvioudydmcmaooyoumm_
wmmeyme.MdWmthyfomde
at the inn, but the innkeeper said they could stay in the stable
and that's where the baby was bom, among the cattic and the
sheep - and the iguanas. Look at it shine. You know, the light
from that star left before there was even anybody here 10 see
it. It's like looking at etermnity. Shining down on everything,
Peace on earth, good will to everybody. I never get tired of
hearing that. Well, that's something to wish for. (HE morions
fo his pets.) Come on, mow, Fresno. Paula, let's go inside,
Girls, stay calm. We all need our rest. Tomorrow's Christmas
Day.

(PETEY exits and changes to DIDI as the lights fade and
mugic swells, a chorale of "HARK THE HERALD

ANGELS SING.")

Ad”o Scene 3-B

(The music fades our and lights fade up to a dim night scene
The stage is bare except for the table and chairs. We are
in DIDI and R.R.’s yard R R, enters whistling "WE WISH
YOU A MERRY CHRISTMAS." As HE finishes the ture,
HE hears an EERIE SOUND EFFECT. HE exits to
imvestigate. DIDI enters wearing sunglasses and smoking
her cigarette. SHE is pulling one end of a long, tangied
orange electric extension cord As SHE crosses, SHE
sings a Christmas carol)
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D
OH, HOLY NIGHT, THE STARS SO BRIGHTLY

SHINING.
IT IS THE ..
(SHE takes a drag from her cigarette, then picks up the tune
right on beat.)
.. BIRTH.
(At the other side of the stage SHE pulls out another cord and
plugs the two together. The stage is illuminated from off stage
by the blinding lights of her aluminum pan yard display tree.
SHE sieps bock to admire it @ moment, then continwes
singing.) Now that is one heavenly light!
FALL ON YOUR KNEES,
OH, HEAR THE ANGEL ...
(RR enters whistling “WE WISH YOU A MERRY
CHRISTMAS. ™ DIDI stops singing) R.R., where in the hell
have you been?

R_R.: Merry, Christmas, Dadi.

Do Is it? God-damn you, you did it again.

R.R.; You weren't supposed to peek at your Christmas
present, Didi.

Dwe: Shut up. | have put up with your drinkin' ...

R.R.: I've been getting better ...

Dwot: And your tardiness ...

R.R.: I've been trying ...

Dmr: And your U.F.O. sightings ...

RR.:1can'thelp it

Dwi: And God knows the books never balance. But this
Christmas is the topper, R.R. [ have dropped hints for two
months that all | wanted for Christmas was Sal Mineo's
Greatest Hits and what do you give me? ... A Clue game!
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R.R.: We can take it back ...

Dme: We can't retum it now. Mama’s already swallowed
half the pieces.

R.R.: Well, I'm sorry, Didi.

Dwe: (Screaming.) God-damn it. If 1 could have one
Christmas wish it would be that one of your U.F.0.'s would
pick you up tonight and haul your dead weight off to kingdom
come! (DID] exits singing and changes to VERA )
FALALALALA LALALALA .

| (RR sighs. HE starts 1o whistle "WE WISH YOU A MERRY

CHRISTMAS” again. Three lines into the tune, a UF.O.
with massive lights and SOUND EFFECTS travels across
stage above RR. HE looks off siage and a high-tech,
illuminated ramp lets down from the stage wing. RR
looks in wonder, then exits up the ramp as the UF.0.
plays a huge. symphonic “.. AND A HAPPY NEW
YEAR. " The ramp closes and the lights fade to black witk
only stars remaining as we hear the sound of the UF.0.

leaving. R R changes to PEARL.)

Act 1, Scene 3-C

(Lights come up suddenly as VERA CARP enters riding ina
motorized wheelchair. SHE is accompanied by a huge

Christmas (ree, which is so gigantic that the fop
&mmmdmm:km“ms’fs
is speaking on the telephone.)

Vina: Hello, Sheriff, it's Vera Carp ... No, I'm not in the
hospital anymore. Being around all those sick people
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Wmesomuchlwldundmwmdnmm

Mmmilalreom.ﬂoldm...(SHBcdth)
Nw?mm?WouldywwMoxygmnMupmbym
T.V.7 ... Well! Well! (SHE speaks back imto the telephone.)
mmhmchamp.vou’dmhtl'dakedhafon
gmy.mwcmwumﬁufotthemkon
Cmnﬂve-jonmthkwmhmmecdm.w
Mwwﬁmzlmmma\iMmuMcliﬁc.
She was gettin' Leonard's bones set. Hold on ... (SHE calls

in another direction) No, Lupe, alto! Alto! Lupe,
ywputthmfurmhmewubamdl'um:bxtyw
Christmas bonus. (Back into the telephone) Well, she
understood that. Are you there? Where was 17 Oh, right, Reba
Childers. She examined the tracks around my yard display.
She said there were two of them that did it. Females. Old. Old
females, older than Egypt. One of "em had combat boots and
the other was a big old lady with a definite limp. Hang on ...
(To offstage.) Virgil, put that down. Stop playing with that,
That's not a toy boat, it's a bed pan.it woa't float. Put the bed
pan down now! (Back to the SHERIFF on the telephone.) Are
you there? Well, what are you going to do? ... I don't want to
bear it. ... Well, they should have thought about that. ... Well,
. Well, 1 suppose you're right. ... No, no, 1 wouldn’t want
anybody 1o go to jail on Christmas Eve. But come New
Year's | want those two old dinosaurs singing “Auld Lang
Sgn“hhmdmm.l{oldon...(SHEcdbwomagcQM)
Virgil, put that down! Get that out of your mouth! That's not
that kind of thermometer. (To the SHERIFF on the phone.)
Let me call you back.

(VERA hangs up, quickly exits in her wheelchair and changes
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to STANLEY. Her tree whisks away with HER and the
lights fade.)

Act ll, Scene 3-D

(We hear the end of an instrumental of "WHAT CHILD s
THIS?"™ as PEARL's Christmas tree glides into place. It is
a traditional green tree with typically traditional
ornaments. As the lights fade up, PEARL enters with an
imaginary teapot. SHE pours into a cup on the table and
puts the pot on an imaginary sideboard SHE sits down at
the table and begins licking stamps and sticking them on
envelopes. SHE continues counting where SHE had left

off before getting the pot.)

PeArL: One ninety-cight. (SHE licks another.) One ninety-
nine. (SHE spits — the stamps are getting distasteful ~ but
licks another.) Two hundred. (SHE catches her breath and
licks one more.) Two hundred and one.

(SHE is exhausted STANLEY enters.)

Staniey: (Dejectedly.) Merry Christmas, Pearl,

PearL: Oh, Stanley, come in. You're just in time for a
Christmas toddy.

Staxusy: Oh, I've got plenty of time, Pearl. Dixic shut off
the lights before | could finish my community service, You
should see the smile on Rubber Sheets' face.

PearL: (Crossing to the sideboard to powr a toddy for
STANLEY.) Oh, Stanley, I've got tidings of great joy. | cut 8
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deal with Dixie. She said you could lick stamps
month's bills to finish your time and 1 just fmishedoritt.::
them for you. You're free to go.

Stasiey: Pearl, you didn't have 1o do that.

PearL: Oh, 1 wanted to. I'm just glad we're 3 small town.
One more stamp would have gagged me. And Stanley, Jookey
here, I've got something for you. It's a one-way ticket to
Albuquerque, along with a little somethin' extra. You can
thank your Uncle Heary for that spending money.

Staniey: Pearl, why do you want me to go to
Albuguerguc?

PeasL: They say there’s a Jot of wildlife out there. You'll
always have something 1o stuff.

Sraxey: Hell, Pearl, you think of everything. | wonder
whal Mama's gonna say.

PearL: Now, don’t worry about ber. If Bertha ever needed
1o let something go, it's you, Now run along, That bas won't
wail.

(STANLEY stands, toasts PEARL, and finishes his drink )

Staxaey: | don't know how 1o thank you, Pearl,
Peass: Just don't ever look back, Stanley, that's enough.

(STANLEY starts to exit but is afraid 10 go. HE moves fo
PEARL PEARL takes STANLEY's hand. STANLEY kisses

PEARL on the forehead)

Staxiey: Bye, Pearl. (There is a pause) Ain't you going
10 kiss me goodbye?

Peaxt: No, I've licked 100 many stamps. I'm afraid I'd
stick to you.
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(STANLEYW as HE exits. HE changes to ARLES))

Sraney: Hell, Pearl, you're crazy.
(PEARL gets wp and waves after STANLEY))
Pquh.don'tyouuyMSmley. I'm not.

{Afler HE s gone, PEARL picks up STANLEY s emply cup. A
MW#"MMTCHILDISM“O.QW@SHE
mmtogapaubclouixhqﬂ'lhtllgm of her tree.
PEARLMNW‘OBWA@!&I&&M
and the music swells. The Christmas tree glides off after

HER)

(As the music continues, the lights fade up as the aluminum
Christmas tree moves on stage. We are again at Radio
Station OKKK. The table and chairs are as before and the
l@bmbdnrnﬂa%m&nadammdw
table. As HE sits, HE punches a button to switch off the
music, picks up a plece of paper and begins an
announcement.)

Asies: This is Arles Struvie on Radio OKKK in Tusa,
Texas. We're goana be goin' off the air early tonight so We
?!‘vemwa’i‘““mhmumw

t bring your kids - "cause we don’t want any fruit
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down our transmitters like last year. (g

the poper, then contimues.) We'd like to hl{te” ﬁ“:su:i:‘:
thank our spoasors here at Radio OKKK. Clifford's Piano
“mshqmmsmcuy.cufrwdmm»
wa‘;mmlmwgﬂmwmamodm&
mbyﬂiﬂod’xn&hom.wmbu:ucnﬂud's
they will hold your organ "til Cheristmas. This is Radio Station
OKKK in Tuna, Texas, signing off.

(ARLES switches off the transmitter, and the radio light goes
out. We hear BERTHA's voice as SHE enters, carrying an
imaginary Frito pie)

Bexnea: Knock, knock,

Araes: Well, come on in.

Bexma: Well, am | the first one here?

Arres: Yeah,

Bexmia: No matter how hard | try to make an entrance 2t
a party, I'm always the first one through the door. | guess

that's my destiny.
(A tree light sparks, startling BERTHA )

Anrces: Well, at least you get to see all the appetizers and
Jello molds before folks eat "em up.

(BERTHA places her pie on an imaginary buffel table; SHE
looks over the imaginary foods.)

Bexnwa: Oh, there's a fancy one, (SHE peers clasely at it)
What did she use 1o make the hooves?
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(SHE takes a litile taste, then picks wp a buffet plate ang
begins dishing up food ARLES takes an imaginary recorg
a turmiable, puts it away in its sleeve and returny it 1

off

a shelf. HE looks around and glances at his watch )

Axsss: | kinda wonder where ever'body is.

Beana: Well, 1 know Didi said she wasn't comin'
because the party clashed with her T.V. schedule. She won't

miss “Guasmoke.”
Axiss: And Thurston weat over to Sand City. Woolco had

a special on bubble lights,
Bexrwa: (Stll adding food to her plate ) | guess Leonard's

still at the clinic.

AxLes: Oh, none of us have seen Leonard since Didi told
the world about him goin" bowling with that red-headed bank
clerk. We hear ol' Reba tracked him as far as Amarillo.

Beaniw: Amarillo?
Axpes: Oh, Reba can track a flea over concrete.

(BERTHA crosses to the punch bowl; ARLES counters.)

Bexn: And she's a good shot when she finds what she's

(ARLES samples one of the hors d'oewvres as BERTHA pours
herself a cup of punch.)

Anees: Deadly aim.
(ARLES grimaces at the taste of the food and puis it back)
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mWelleth'gumﬁm,m“
them.

(BERTHA crosses to the table and sits. ARLES crosses 1o the

mwwmwawwmmmu

Axigs: So, is your bushand coming by?

Bexva® | haven't even seen him today. Hank’s not very
good at parties. Besides he never was one for Christesas.
Some of my worst memories of Hank are of Christmas.

Anses: (Crossing to the table) You know, ol' Trudy could
be the same way. She'd get meaner than bell right around
Pearl Harbor Day and it could go all the way to Saint Patty's.

Beana: How long were you and Trudy married?

AnLes: Fourteen years.

Beamaa: That's a long time.

Asees: Seemed like fifly. If we're gonna talk abowt Trudy
I gotta have a snoet. (HE tates ow nis flask and pours into his
cup. HE offers some to Bertha) You want some?

Bexna: Oh, no. Thank you.

Arves: Just a little smort in the punch?
Biania: No. [t"s against my religion.
Arwas: Well, who's gonna tell on ya?
Bexnta: | really coukdn’t,

Antrs: Well, if you really don't wast any ...

(BERTHA cuts HIM off )

Bexmia: Well, maybe just one little shot in my punch.
That’s Maxie Bovine's punch, | recognize that.
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(ARLES pours, then sils.)
Azugs: Um, Bitter.

(BERTHA drinks.)
BerRTHA: Mm.mu'smmw.mwmmmkw

about?
Aniss: How awful Christmas can be.

Bmm:m.my.ltuudwuutﬁbhwmmckidsm
dlmlmdpuulhhcwysmuhetuw

mad and disappear. But the worst
Chrisunucmwumeywnmkgotomdpdmmddib‘t

bolbcrooaellmbody.lspemallawistmu Eve on a bus o
Huntsville and him not even there. Tumin' around comin'

home on Christmas Day with nine-year-old twins fighting
cvu-yinchoflhcway.and)odywujuuaboby. And Lord,
was it cold. Evetybodybadcolds.tbewbokbwmmkin‘.
nmuamumiuﬂigsm&muymkedmmm

climbing iuomeawhggageoocnpamcm. He locked her
in and she screamed blue murder for ten solid minutes "till |

could fmdd\cbusdrivatolctlmm. I'd have whipped them
bodilndknotbeen(:l\dms.Andkwacold.

(BERTHA finishes her punch. ARLES crosses 10 the punch
bowd, taking BERTHA's cup.)

ARLES: Well.ﬂwmawisunaslmmncmberwsm
year Trudy got mad and moved the trailer house one day

while [ was at work.
Bermvia: Why?
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Ances: Oh, hell, she was mad. She wanted an archery set
for Christmas and [ told her no.

(ARLES refills the cups.)

Bexmwa: Why did she wanl an archery set?

Axces: | bave no idea. Hell, our insurance was high
enough because of her driving. 1 wasa't about to give her a
bow and ammow,

Bertha: And she moved the trailer?

Aniss: She moved it to New Mexico. (ARLES crosses
back to the table, handing BERTHA her cup on the way.) Just
fiat out ruined my Christmas.,

Bernia: 1 can imagine. Having your home disappear
across state lines like that,

(ARLES pours a shot into his punch, then offers BERTHA
one.)

Arias: You want another snort?

BErmHA: No, no, thank you,

Arizs: Just a little whiff in your punch?

Bexmia: | couldn’t,

ARLES: A little dab'l do ya.

Barmia: | musin't.

Arves: Well, if you really don't want any ...

Bexnia: Well, just one more little shot. (HE powrs just a
lile) A little bigger than that. (HE pours HER a healthier
sho, to overflowing,) Oh, Arles!

MAm(memﬂfMJMdoufaym
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Beanua: (Becoming light-headed) Well, it's 5 shame
nobody else showed up for this party.

Arces: Itis, it is. 1 was hoping to get a little dancin’ in.

BerTHA: th?ldi&l'tkmwdmwmun’
dancing. | probably shouldn't even be here. In my church we
don't dance.

Arsgs: You want another snort?

(BERTHA puts her glass forward )

Bexnw: Why not? (ARLES pours a large shot for HER )
You know one time in high school Vera and | sneaked over
to Sand City and went to a dance. | let that slip one Satarday
moming while Mama and | were cleaning the house and she
whipped me with a vacuum cleaner hose.

Arizs: God almighty!

Bermiua: Mama had a way of breakin® your bad habits.
Every time | shampoo rugs [ think about that time. And ['ve
never been dancing since. | don't even remember how.

Arves: (Rises, tipsy.) Well, I'll show you.

Bertia: Oh, hush. I'm Baptist,

Anres: (Heading back to the punch bowi ) Well, | am, 100.
But you know what? When | go out of town on business or
conventions or stuff | tell folks I'm a Methodist and [ have
one hell of a good time,

Bex1ua: (Presenting her empty cup to ARLES) You are
lying.

AnLes: (Refilling the cups) No. One time we raised 50
much hell in Houston | claimed to be an Episcopalian.

Bermia: What was that like?

Arves: | don't remember 100 much sbout it, By the time |
came 10 | was back in Tuna feelin® like a Baptist again.
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(ARLES hands BERTHA her filled cup)

Beania: Episcopalian. Oh, my. I wouldn’t have the nerve
1o do that, even for one night. Oh, Arles, it must be
something, being a celebrity like you. You must have a lot of
women after you.

ArLes: You'd think so, wouldn't you? (HE crosses fo sit
again) But the truth is ever since of' Trudy and 1 split the
sheets I"ve kept every Saturday night open, but | always wind
up playing Risk with Thurston or going over to Sand City
with him for Chincse food.

Beamia: No. A well-known broadcaster like you?

Asazs: It doesa't figure, does ? You know, | think the
glare of the spotlights scares a lot of women off. And then
Trudy said some mean things after the divorce, especially
when the judge awarded me the traller house. But hell, that
trailer has been in my family for years.

Bexria: It's practically an heirloom. The whole town
knows that,

Axees: But on the other hand, look at you, Bertha. (THEY
are BOTH getiing a little drunk now.) | mean, sure, you've
got your kids. But Hank? God Almighty! It makes me mad as
hell to think that that worthless husband of yours has had 2
loyal, well-fed gal like you waiting at home for him all these
years and he never took you dancing, not once.

Beanua: 1 told you, Arles, we're Baptist.

Arves: | don't care. Even Baptists oughta sin once in 2
while. That's what church is for. It's a place you go to feel
better afler you've done some sinning. It oughta make you
mad as hell that man never took you dancing,

Bexnia: It's beginaing to the more 1 think about i2.
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Aries: You want another snon?
Beama: Pour.,

(BERTHA puts out her glass and ARLES pours a drink pg
swigs from the flask)

AnLEs: (After a moment.) If | was Hank, 1'd take you
dancin’ twice a week.

(BERTHA knocks her drink over on the table. SHE is flustered
as SHE dabs the spill with an imaginary napkin )

Bermia: O, Arles, I"ve spilled my drink. | really meed to
gonow. I .,

Ances: Stop, Don't budge an inch.

Barriaa: What?

Axies: It's the way them radio tube lights bounce off your
bouffant.

Bexmia: My hair? Is there tinsel in my haig?

Arixs: Shhh.

(ARLES moves 1o an imaginary stereo, picks out an album,
places it on the turntable and carefully puts on the needie.
Music starts to play, a slow, romantic instrumental
ARLES hitches up his pants. BERTHA, seeing this, gets up
fo go)

Bermia: Arles. 1'd better be goin” home now ...

Arves: Bertha, may | have this dance?

Bexnwa: Well, Arles, 1 .. I don’t ... (4 pause) Well, why
not? | always wondered what it felt like to be a Methodist.
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mnmAm:kowmﬂ:Wymwcm
siowly, not touching at first. ARLES puts his hands on
BERTHA's waist. THEY stop in profile and ARLES
indicates with his head for BERTHA to put her hands on
his shoulders. Finally, ARLES snuggles his head 1o
BERTHA's breast. THEY begin to dance, and when
BERTHA's back Is turned to the audience, ARLES lets his
hands drop to BERTHA's rear end. HE slowly turns HER
around and we see her eyes grow wide as the music swells
and the lights fade. Just before the stage is black, the tree
lights spark once again )

THE END

(Upbeat country Christmas music bumps in lowdly for bows.

[NOTE: In the original production, oll the Christmas
trees were also given a curtain call J)
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COSTUME PLOT

ARLES:
Act I:
Western yolk shirt (no fringe), Dark greea pants, Brown
belwithsmallgoldbmkle.Cwalbaf«sbou.wm
socks, Straw cowboy hat (“Fort Worth pinch"),
Mustache.
Actll:
(Act I pants & bels, hat, mustache, socks), Fringed westem

yolk shirt, Light brown cowboy boots, Santa hat fitted
over crown of hat.

DIDI:
camouflage print, patched with multi-colored gaff and
electrical tape, Clear plastic head bonmet lined with
camouflage print, with frizzy dark hair at front and back,
White ankle socks, Slip on “wedgie” sandals, Dark
glasses (added Act ll, Scene 3-B),

PETEY:
Dark green pants (same as ARLES), Waist-long blue
denim coat, rigged to close askew, Dark gray cap with ear
flaps, rigged with Velcro patch at front, 4x6 cards rigged
with Velcro to attach to cap, imprinted with slogans:
SAVE THE WHALES, SAVE THE DOLPHINS, SAVE
THE FIRE ANTS. SAVE THE DEER TICKS, SAVE THE
SCORPIONS, SAVE THE LEMMINGS, White socks
(same as ARLES), Loafer style shoes (same as ARLES),
Large, removable finger cast (added Act I, Scene 3), X-
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shape bandage across nose (added Act Il, Scene 2), Neck
beace (added Act 1, Scene 2J, Wrist bandage (added Act
i1 Scene 2), Crutch (added Act II. Scene 3-A).

JODY:
Orange baseball cap, Striped T-shirt, Cut-off overalls,

Tubesub.Sboﬂau“lhtkbofcowboyboou

CHARLENE:
Page-boy dark blond wig, Pink hair clips, Large lens

‘W.WMsphkmﬂm(pruainlnrboy.
Pink “A Chocus Line" T-shirt, Pink sweat shirt, Blue jeans
with hip and butt padding, Pink bandanna strung through
mmmmmﬁdmumle&amu
shoulder bag with strap, Pink/white athletic shoes, White
socks (same as ARLES).

STANLEY:
Yellow sleeveless T-shirt, “Texas Taxidermy™ logo,

Faded blue plaid flannel vest (shirt with arms cut off), Old
blue jeans, Black “biker” boots with pants tucked in,
Black bandanna tied around one leg, just above boot, Fake
tatioo on upper right aem, Old jeans jacket (Act /I, Scene
3-C).

VERA:
Act I
Peach-colored satin slip with bra, Peach-colored satin
howse coat, open at front with peach marabou feather trim,
Blond wig, White “cat eye™ glasses, Earrings, Knee-high
hose, Peach sandals with marabou feather accent, White
full-length “fake fur” coat, lined.
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Act ll:
Same as Act 1, but in wheelchair, Peach “fake fuur”
blanket, No house coat, I2p

DIXIE:
Grey, tight-curled wig, Large glasses with magnifier
lenses, Knee-high hose (VERA), Burgundy suit (dresy 4
jacket), Bright colored peint blouse (rigged into jactey)
:.&?mrmmammwim “S"fomh;'
e

HELEN:

Black wig, styled up, with small, white waitress cap,
Purple bow on back of wig, Christmas carrings, False
cyclashes (removed afier Act Il Scene 1), Elastic girdle
with hip padding, Yellow uniform dress with breast
padding and name tag, Hankie, White waitress apron,
embroidered “Tastee Kreme", Panty hose, Clear acrylic
high-heel sandals (Frederick’s of Hollywood), Burgundy
fringed leather jacket, Small purple handbag,

FARLEY:
(Half costume only) Large straw hat rigged with full beard
& mustache (PETEY s denim jackei).

GARLAND:
{Half costume only) Khaki uniform shirt, embroidered
with name and “soda” logo, Cloth wide-brim hat with
band of bottle caps.
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THURSTON:
Round tortoise shell glasses, Red/dlack plaid flanmel shirr,
Faded denim bib overalls; in bib pocket is a variety of
pencils tipped with Christmas figures, Flesh hose, Black
shoes, Santa hat.

ELMER:
Added 1o THURSTON: Black “gimme” hat with "NRA"
patch, Dark blue windbreaker, rigged with quilted dark
blue vest

BERTHA:
Dark brown bouffant-styled wig, Poinsettia carrings,
Large glasses with neck chain, Poinsettia print long-
sleeve blouse, Kelly green polyester pants with matching
vest, Christmas corsage, Red house slippers, Later add:
Bright red flats, Large brown purse.

RR.:
Full coveralls, Madras plaid jacket, Plaid bow tie, Small
straw hat with madras plaid band, White rabbit's foot
attached to coverall’s zipper pull, Slip-on mesh shoes.

PEARL:
Act l:
Long blue flower print belted dress (old-lady type) with
low-slung breast padding & butt padding, Pearls, rigged
to dress, Black orthopedic shoes (old-lady shoes), Flesh
hose, Hat with Christmas decoration, Pearl cluster
carrings, White gloves, Cane, Black purse.
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Actll:
Full-length chenille robe with dickey, Red plaid booties,

Mesh night cap, Cane.

SHERIFF:
(Half costume only) Light brown uniform shirt with
Sheriff patches, Stomach padding, Silver Sheriff's star
badge, Brown felt western hat with gold braid band,
Mirmrored aviator glasses,

IKE:
(Half costume only) Orange day-glow roadworker's vest
labeled with “IKE" letiered in reflector tape, Orange day-
glow hard hat with “JKE" lettered in mylar tape,
Mustache, Long side-bums, Aviator dark glasses.

INITA:
Red wig styled up with waitress cap, False cyelashes
(removed after Act Il, Sceme 1), Christmas earrings,
Yellow uniform dress with bra padding and name tag,
Hankie, White waitress apron embroidered “Tastee
Kreme", Panty hose, White short socks, White athletic
shoes, Red satin “Pro Rodeo” jacket, Small multi-color

handbag.

LEONARD:
(Half costume only) Gray wig, Gray mustache, Blue
western yolk suit jacket, White shirt, Bolo tie.
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JOE BOB:
Magenta sun glasses, Gold neck chain, Stomach i
Light bgigc saﬁti.snh (jacket & pants), Bdmm
mamwumma.%iem;mm

PHOEBE:
(Prop only) Light brown wig styled
Simpson look), Three small bows om?mmggd
vertically (Wig mounted on wig head for operating).
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PROPERTY PLOT

FURNITURE:

Kitchen table (Formica and chrome)

2 Kitchen chairs (vimy and chrome)

2 Old fashioned cabinet floor model radios

Rolling palette with omate peach upholstered am chair
matching ottoman and VERA'S shoes g

Rolling counter umit

Motorized wheelchair with flowers attached 10 back

2 Single step units (used offsiage)

CHRISTMAS TREES:
Radio Station OKKK: aluminum tree
strung with practical lights and small pyro charges '
2 Christmas packages underneath ,
Bumillers' house: scruffy green tree ]
strung with practical lights
2 Christmas packages undemeath '
“STANLEY™ license plate ormament |
(mo star or ormaments)
Didi's genshop: green tree
strung with practical lights
decorated with hand grenades, shell casings, guns,
and other instruments of violence
gas mask with Santa hat as tree top omament
several Christmas packages underncath
Tastee Kreme: fashioned out of tumbleweeds
strung with practical chili pepper lights
decorated with cowboy and western omaments
several Christmas packages undermncath

-/
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Petey Fisk's: small evergreen tree
base wrapped in burlap
Vera c.p.xMMm
strung with practical lights
mmm.mumm
many Christmas packages undemeath
Amm.ﬁw[h\‘]mm
strung with practical lights
decorated with traditional omaments
several Christmas packages underneath

U.F.O0. & RAMP;
Practical light effect travels across stage
High-tech, illuminated ramp lowers from wing

HAND PROPS: (all hand props are mimed except.)
Ornament box containing:

105

Act I, Scene 2: Crude, hand made angel, weighted
clump of icicles, boose icicles, candy canes, a few
other assorted traditional omaments

Act I, Scene 3 add; Hand grenade omament, gun-in-
holster omament, 2 shotgun shell box omaments,

handcufTs ormament

Hand grenade omament (preser offstage),Phoebe’s hair
(see Costume Plot),Long orange extension cord, i two
lengths which plug together on stage, added to Bumillers'
tree for bows: tinse] garland, star ornament, Christmas

package.
LIVE SOUND EFFECTS PROPS:

Box of loose empty bullet shells, cowbell, hairdryer




