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Graves                  TALL PINES LODGE

SCENE ONE



(Tall Pines Lodge. There are six 

rows of long empty tables with 

checkered table cloths. There are 

heavy wooden chairs set all around 

the tables. On stage Right there 

is a glass display case which has 
a cash register on top of it. 

Inside the case are assorted 

deserts and things. Behind the 

glass case there is an open 

doorway that has a sign that reads

“TALL PINES AMMUNITION STATION”
Below the sign there is a smaller

sign that reads: “Moved to dryer

location”.

Next to the glass case is a 
standing rotunda brass rack with

different colored trucker hats, 

on the hats are rude and funny

sayings. “My wife went to Tall 

Pines Lodge and all I got was 

this hat.”; “Is it as red down

there as it is up there?”; “I 

choked on a catfish bone my wife

choked on mine!”; etc,. There is 

also a small catered table with
a big plate of fried catfish and

hush puppies. There are several 

beers in a bucket and also several

empty beer bottles. There is an 

old style jukebox that is blinking

and flashing as it plays an old

twangy country flavored song. 

BOOKER, a large slow individual,

is reclining back in one of the 
chairs eating at the food with

a Tall Pines Lodge bib on. Upstage 

looking out a window at the channel

stands JOE ED, a pensive nervous 

type drinking beer and smoking 
cigarettes. He crosses downstage 

and begins pacing back and forth.)



JOE ED

Why ain’t they here yet?





BOOKER

They’s coming…






JOE ED

Yeah, who says Booker, you?





BOOKER

No…my brother told me so.





JOE ED

What if Cotton was lying to you. He’s crazy enough to do it.





BOOKER

Why would he do that Joe Ed? He said he was bringin’ me back a surprise!





JOE ED

Maybe the surprise is cuttin’ us off from the deal, leave us high and dry.

(Pause)






BOOKER

You ought’n talk like that bout Cotton, he’d never do something like that…especially not to he own flesh and blood brother.





JOE ED

Yeah well maybe not to you…maybe you’re in on it with ‘em.




(BOOKER stops eating the fish




and stares at JOE ED.)






BOOKER

Joe Ed, that don’t make no sense…you’re apart of this thing just like me, Cotton, and Mr. Valentine. We’re in it together till the bitter end.






JOE ED

Yeah that’s what I’m worried bout…the bitter part.






BOOKER

Maybe you should lay off the beer awhile, it’s making you not think to good.






JOE ED

I’m thinking just fine.






BOOKER

Maybe if you ate something you’d feel better…






JOE ED

I’ll feel better when the score arrives. 





BOOKER

Suit yourself. 





JOE ED

I got debts to pay off and not much time to do it in. I need my cut.





BOOKER

My mama always said that a watched pot never boils.






JOE ED

Yeah, good for you, I didn’t know my mother.






BOOKER

That’s terrible…why not?






JOE ED

What the hell do you care huh?






BOOKER

Just trying to take your mind off a-things.






JOE ED

Thinking bout an orphanage is not my idea of help!






BOOKER

Okay Joe Ed.





JOE ED

Just drop it! Nothin’ but cold hard cash is gonna help me get off at this point.






BOOKER

Okay…






JOE ED

You got me?






BOOKER

I said okay didn’t I?






JOE ED

Don’t you forget that either.




(pause)






BOOKER

It was real nice of Mr. Valentine to have us a nice hot meal waitin’.






JOE ED

Yeah but who made the meal? They ain’t no body here but me and you!






BOOKER

Wasn’t that part of the plan?






JOE ED

No, the plan was all four of us meet here and cut out the shares. The whole plan moves like clock work ‘till it’s time to pay up, makes sense to me that they ain’t coming.






BOOKER

Well they said it was gonna take awhile.






JOE ED

When did they say that?






BOOKER

I don’t remember, but I know they said it.






JOE ED

No really Booker, when did they say it?






BOOKER

I told ya, I don’t remember when…





JOE ED
Neither do I because they didn’t say it! 




(pulls out a piece of paper)

I got the agenda right here.






BOOKER

Joe Ed you shouldn’t!






JOE ED

Why shouldn’t I?






BOOKER

We was all told to burn that strip of paper up.






JOE ED

Why would you do that?






BOOKER

Cuz you supposed too!






JOE ED

So when we got in the thick of it, we’d forget all about our time table. Bullshit! I kept it and it says right here, meet at Tall Pines Lodge for the cash out at seven thirty. It’s now ten o’clock.




(BOOKER stands up staring at JOE ED)






BOOKER

You shouldn’t have that piece of paper Joe Ed.





JOE ED

What’s it to you?






BOOKER

Cotton said we was supposed to burn it up!




(BOOKER starts to move towards JOE ED)






JOE ED
So we wouldn’t remember when he was supposed to return with the money!






BOOKER

Joe Ed you’d better burn it right now…






JOE ED

No way, this is my proof that crazy bastard lied to us!






BOOKER

I said you better burn it up!






JOE ED

You’d better back away dummy before you get hurt…




(BOOKER grabs JOE ED and begins 




shaking him violently.)






BOOKER

Burn it up!






JOE ED

Get your meathooks off me Booker!






BOOKER

Do like my brother told ya!






JOE ED

Stop it you’re gonna break my arm! 






BOOKER

I’ll do it! Don’t think I won’t!
JOE ED

Okay, Okay I’ll burn it up!




(BOOKER drops him to the ground,




JOE ED tries to get up but BOOKER




holds him down for a second.)






BOOKER

My brother’s not gonna like it when I tell him what you did!





JOE ED

I’m burning it melon-head, ain’t I? You’re watching me.




(BOOKER walks back to his chair,




and flops down into it and resumes




eating and burping over the catfish.

JOE ED finds a mop bucket and sets




the piece of paper on fire in the




bucket.)






JOE ED

There it’s all burnt up! You happy!






BOOKER




(laughing to himself)

I’m always happy Joe Ed, you know me, Mr. Happy go lucky.






JOE ED

I’m gonna go for a walk.






BOOKER

No you’re not.






JOE ED

What?






BOOKER

My brother told us not to go outside we’re supposed to wait insided and only insided.





JOE ED

I need some fresh air, damn it! I feel like I’m suffocating!






BOOKER

I guess id’be okay if’n you open a window.






JOE ED

I don’t wanna open no window, I wanna go for a walk!






BOOKER

You been walking for about three hours now.





JOE ED

I said I wanna walk outside!





BOOKER

You can keep on wantin’ but you ain’t gonna get it.






JOE ED

Goddamn it! What’s it to you huh?






BOOKER

Nothing, my brother said we weren’t to go outside and that’s that.






JOE ED

Sure keep us inside this smelly fish dive while they stay away, far away doin’ God knows what! This place ain’t got 





JOE ED (cont.)

no phone, no radio and no Hank Williams on the juke, Just Patsy Cline and the coal miner’s daughter!






BOOKER

This place ain’t that smelly, I think it’s kinda nice.





JOE ED

You would…






BOOKER

Here eat some fish, it’ll help take the smell away.






JOE ED

I told you I don’t want it. I wanna take a walk!






BOOKER

Do we haff to go over that again?






JOE ED

No we don’t cuz I’m leaving!




(JOE ED starts for the door)






BOOKER

You’re not gonna go anywheres.






JOE ED

You gonna stop me Booker?






BOOKER

If I have to, I certainly will.






JOE ED

Goddamn it!




(JOE ED picks up a chair and




throws it across the room.)






BOOKER

That’s not very nice, not nice atoll!






JOE ED

I’m not nice Booker! Goddamn it! I wanna leave!






BOOKER

Why?






JOE ED

I got a sneaky suspicion that if I stay here any longer something very bad’s gonna happen! Like we’re being set up for a trap!





BOOKER

Well you might be right about that, then you might also be wrong…so… cuz we can’t see which is true, we’re gonna sit right here and keep to the plan…




(BOOKER offers him a hushpuppy)
Hush puppy?




(JOE ED spits in disgust and




wipes his mouth, then he grabs




the hush puppy and throws it 




across the room.)






JOE ED

No thank you.






BOOKER

I could of eaten that!




(JOE ED goes back to the window and 




opens it. BOOKER continues to gorge




himself on the banquet.)






JOE ED

This is just my luck…






BOOKER

What?






JOE ED

I’m out of smokes.






BOOKER

You can have some of my Chesterfields.






JOE ED

Not my brand.






BOOKER

They’ll smoke won’t they?






JOE ED

Whadda’ I care, they’re all coffin-nails anyway.




(JOE ED gets one of the cigarettes




and lights it and starts smoking it.



JOE ED stands over BOOKER looking at




him menacingly he reaches into his 

back pocket. BOOKER realizes this but doesn’t look around.)






BOOKER

Joe Ed?






JOE ED

Yeah?






BOOKER

What cha doin?




(Pause)






JOE ED

Nothing…




(JOE ED turns in disgust and returns




to the window.)
SCENE TWO



(As JOE ED crosses back to the




window, lights flash through like




a car pulling up into a drive way.

JOE ED runs to the window)






JOE ED

Booker someone’s here!






BOOKER

It’s probly them!






JOE ED

That’s Cotton’s car alright.





BOOKER




(laughing to himself)

Told you my brother wouldn’t leave us hanging high and dry!






JOE ED

I don’t see Mr. Valentine?




(the sound of a car door opening




and closing is heard. JOE ED paces




back and forth anxiously as BOOKER




continues eating unconcerned with the




new visitor. After a moment, COTTON



enters through the upstage door. He 




is a stout man with a wild look in 




his eyes. He has a green military 

jacket draped over his shoulders.

The jacket is splattered with what




could be blood. Other than the green




jacket, he is dressed in all black.




With black cowboy boots that have




silver toe tips. He shuts the door




tightly behind him and looks through




the window to if he was followed. 




JOE ED moves to him immediately.)






JOE ED
What took so long huh?




(COTTON turns his head and sizes




up JOE ED with contempt.)






COTTON

I’m glad to see you too Joe Ed.




(COTTON satisfied that he wasn’t




followed moves towards his brother)






JOE ED

Where the hell is Mr. Valentine?!






COTTON

Can’t I have a moment to say hello to my brother before I’m interrogated.






BOOKER

He’s been up tight since we got here Cotton.






COTTON

Stand up brother.




(BOOKER stands facing COTTON.)






BOOKER

I’m glad you made it back, he kept trying to leave but…






COTTON

Shh…




(COTTON silences BOOKER soothingly, then




after a moment he strikes him across the




face. BOOKER doesn’t drop but screams in




fear. The slap knocks off the green




military jacket and COTTON grabs in 




pain at his left arm which reveals a




bloody left shoulder, COTTON staggers




to a chair and sits down.)






BOOKER

What was that for brother?






COTTON

That’s for failing!






JOE ED

You’ve been shot Cotton!






COTTON

Yeah I guess I have, hell you would know wouldn’t you?






JOE ED

What are talking about?






COTTON

Neither of you did what you were supposed to do! You both failed!





JOE ED

Bullshit!






COTTON

I tell ya what’s bullshit! Those diversion bombs never went off!





JOE ED

Like hell they didn’t, I planted those bombs myself!






COTTON

How come they didn’t go off then!






BOOKER

What do ya mean Cotton?






COTTON

The whole heist got botched, there was no diversion!






JOE ED

You mean you didn’t make it out with the money?






COTTON

No we got the money! But the Goddamn police were waiting outside for us. I almost didn’t make it out alive, what do you think I’ve been doing for the last three hours?!






BOOKER

He said you were gonna screw us over.






JOE ED

I never said ‘screw’…






COTTON
I bet you didn’t…Booker, find a first aid kit.





BOOKER

Yes sir brother.




(BOOKER goes off behind the counter




and makes a lot of noise as he looks




for the kit.)






COTTON

Joe Ed hand me that bottle of whiskey.




(JOE ED grabs a bottle of whiskey off




the counter and hands it to COTTON.)






JOE ED

Those bombs went off Cotton. I know they did. Booker and I watched them go off and watched the cops and fire department swarm around it.




(COTTON just stares at him and drinks 




from the bottle. He then pours the 




bottle on his wound. He reacts violently)






COTTON

Goddamn it!






BOOKER

All that’s in the kit is cotton balls Cotton and an anti-septic called ‘Chlore-lay-foam.’





COTTON

‘Chlore-lay-foam?’ You mean Chloroform?






BOOKER

I guess that’s how ya say it.






COTTON

Keep that shit away from me! See if you can find some tape or gauss.



(BOOKER puts the bottle on the




counter and continues to search.)






JOE ED

Where’s the money Cotton?






COTTON

It’s safe don’t worry about it.






JOE ED

Does Mr. Valentine have it?






COTTON

If he doesn’t, he’s on his way to get it.






JOE ED

You mean you don’t know.






COTTON

Wasn’t that the plan?! I’d take the money to the drop off and then Mr. Valentine would bring it here when the heat died down.




(BOOKER crosses to COTTON with 




the cotton balls and a thing of




Duct Tape.)






BOOKER

You’re not wearing your Stetson Cotton.






COTTON

Guess I lost it.






BOOKER

It was a birthday gift.






COTTON




(Raising his voice)

I know it was, but I don’t got no more, and if you don’t mind I gotta big ass hole in my shoulder that needs to be closed up!






BOOKER

I’m sorry Cotton.






COTTON

Just fix me up, brother. We’re bout to have enough money to buy a whole ranch full a Stetsons!



(BOOKER puts cotton balls over the wound




then wraps the duct tape over it. He goes




over and rips part of the checkered table




cloth and begins to make a sling.)






JOE ED

Cotton, is the money safe?






COTTON

I told you it was didn’t I?!






JOE ED

Just making sure that’s all, you leave us waiting here for three hours…a man’s mind starts gettin’ the better of him.





COTTON

Don’t you think I was trying to make it here sooner, had the fuzz chase me through six counties.






JOE ED

How did you lose ‘em?






COTTON

I just did.






JOE ED

How can you be sure?






COTTON

Do you think I’m lying?






JOE ED

I didn’t say that!






BOOKER

He’s lying Cotton, he’s telling a big fat lie!






COTTON

What’s the lie bout, Booker?




(comes over and starts putting




the checkered sling on COTTON’S




arm and begins whispering in COTTON’S




ear.)






COTTON

Is that a fact?






BOOKER

Uh-huh.






COTTON

What’s the big idea Joe Ed, keeping the robbery plan in your pocket?






JOE ED

I just wanted to make sure I’d remember the plan.






COTTON

We went over it backwards and forwards for three weeks, and you couldn’t remember it?






JOE ED

I burned it up didn’t I?! Let’s just drop it.






COTTON

It may not be the only thing that gets dropped.





JOE ED

You threatening me Cotton?






COTTON

I don’t threaten. I see a problem, I take care of it.






JOE ED

I’m not a problem Cotton, I stuck with the plan, I just got nervous.






COTTON

Nervous? What were you gonna do, turn that plan over to the cops as well as everybody’s names.






JOE ED

You said it I didn’t.






COTTON

But that’s what you were gonna do, wasn’t it?






JOE ED

I never said that.






COTTON

Your actions speak louder than your words Joe Ed.






JOE ED

I stuck around didn’t I? I’ve got debts to pay.





COTTON

The diversions didn’t go off, you leave a paper trail, don’t know if you deserve any of the money.






JOE ED

I did my part! I deserve my share!






COTTON

What do you think Booker?






BOOKER

I think…what ever you think Cotton.






COTTON

That’s right.






JOE ED
You guys better not hold out on me. I did my part I gave you my word, that’s the only thing I got.






COTTON

That’s right too.






JOE ED

Come on, Cotton…I was nervous, thought you were gonna pull something, but I’d never kiss and tell, never ever. Why should I? I got as much to lose as everybody else. We’re in this together to the bitter end ain’t that right Booker?






BOOKER

He’s got a point Cotton.




(Pause)






COTTON

Did the explosives go off as planned?






JOE ED

Certainly!






COTTON

I didn’t ask you!






BOOKER

Yeah, Cotton it was real pretty fireworks! Had to draw up to ten squad cars.






COTTON

Ten squad cars? Well…that is a lot isn’t it?






BOOKER

I guess so. They were all pretty pissed off.






COTTON

Yeah…Booker hand me one of those Catfish fillets.




(BOOKER does as he’s told. COTTON 




takes a bite and spits it out.)






COTTON

This shits cold!






BOOKER

It still taste pretty good to me.





COTTON

You know I hate cold food!






JOE ED

It was hot three hours ago.






COTTON

Joe Ed…you still want your share of the spread, I’d keep my big nervous mouth shut.






JOE ED

Can I ask one question?




(Pause, COTTON stares at him.)







JOE ED

Fine!




(JOE ED sits on a table staring out 




the window with his back to them.)





COTTON

The way I figure it, there’s no telling how long we’re gonna have to wait here, so I brought along a little entertainment.





BOOKER

Is it the surprise you promised me?






COTTON

I brought us all a little surprise, to perk up our spirits. Of course I did promise you somethin’, but I don’t think anyone will mind if you enjoy her first. Ain’t that right Joe Ed.




(JOE ED turns around unsure of what




he means.)






BOOKER

Where is she Cotton?! Where is she?!






COTTON

Trunk of my car.




(BOOKER begins to beg on his knees)






BOOKER

I can have her first, you mean it?






COTTON

Sure I do, it’s your surprise, all you got to do is go an fetch her from the trunk.




(BOOKER shoots up and goes to the door.)






COTTON

Booker you damned fool, you gonna open that trunk with your dick?!






BOOKER

Where the keys Cotton?





COTTON

They’re in my jacket pocket.




(BOOKER goes and grabs up the jacket 

and finds the keys and starts to

exits out the door.)


COTTON

Booker remember not a word about it yet, it’s more fun to explain it to ‘em.




(BOOKER exits.)






JOE ED

Cotton what are you talking bout, entertainment?






COTTON

My brother, don’t know much but what I tell him, but he’s good at knowing that.






JOE ED

Cotton, what are you talking about?






COTTON

When the heat came down on us, I had to take a female hostage.






JOE ED

Female hostage? That wasn’t part of the plan.






COTTON

Neither was me getting shot, but I tell ya, you’d’ve done the same if’n you’d seen her standing there..





JOE ED

I don’t understand.






COTTON

Come on, you know what I’m mean…you a man ain’t ya?






JOE ED

I’m a bank robber not a kidnapping rapist!






COTTON

It ain’t rape if she consents to it.






JOE ED

Why would she?






COTTON

She’ll consent, I can be real persuasive. 





JOE ED

I don’t think…





COTTON

That’s right you don’t, just…





JOE ED

Keep the money I don’t want any part of this.



(JOE ED starts for the door)






COTTON

You gonna lose more than the money if’n you try to leave.






JOE ED

You threatening me again?



(Pause. COTTON pulls out a gun and 




points it at JOE ED.)






COTTON

No, I’m telling you…this ain’t how it’s gotta be, this is how it is. You might as well as give me that hog-leg of yours.



(JOE ED reaches into his jacket.)





COTTON

Slowly Joe Ed. Like you, I can get nervous too.




(JOE ED drops the gun on the ground.)






JOE ED
You’re a degenerate redneck!




(COTTON kicks the gun away from JOE ED)






COTTON

You got me wrong boy, I’m a red blooded Metropolitan. You’ll see.

SCENE THREE



(BOOKER re-enters carrying a black




woman over his shoulder who has been




tied up and gagged. She is wearing a 



red power suit. She only has one matching




red pump left on her foot. BOOKER comes




in squealing and guffawing.)






BOOKER

She’s a nigger woman, I ain’t never had no nigger woman, afore.





COTTON

I guess you like your surprise.




(BOOKER lays her down on the floor.)





COTTON
Booker! Don’t put her on the floor, you can’t treat a woman like that!






BOOKER

I’m sorry Cotton.




(BOOKER picks her up and sits her in 




the chair where he sat earlier.)





COTTON

Now listen lady, be calm and stay quiet and everythin’ gonna be okay.






BOOKER

Completely okay!





COTTON

Calm down Booker.






BOOKER

Sorry brother.






COTTON

Ma’am, I’d like to introduce myself, I’m Cotton Jarrow and this is my brother Booker.






BOOKER

Howdy ma’am.






COTTON

Now your name’s gonna be…Booker what should we call her?






BOOKER




(shouting)

A name! Name! Name!




  

COTTON
Calm down Booker, calm down…this is serious we gotta call her something.






BOOKER

Yeah we do, she’s gotta have a name.





COTTON

What do ya think her name should be Joe ed?




(Pause)






JOE ED

Why don’t ya ask her what her name is?




(COTTON moves toward JOE ED,




and gets right in his face.)






COTTON

That’s not how you play the naming game, sissy boy!






BOOKER

It’s the naming game!




(COTTON grabs JOE ED and pulls him 




over to the woman.)






COTTON

I’d also like to introduce you to our associate a Mr. Joe Ed Bath. 




(BOOKER grabs JOE ED and restrains him)






COTTON

Joe Ed, don’t lose your manners in front of the lady.






JOE ED




(BOOKER twists JOE ED’s arm behind him)

Howdy ma’am, nice to make your acquaintance. 






COTTON

Make your acquaintance, well you’re a real gentleman ain’t ya…




(JOE ED remains silent, COTTON




gets back in JOE ED’S face.)






COTTON




(shouting)

Ain’t ya!






JOE ED

You better believe it.






COTTON

All right Mr. Gentleman Bath, what’s her name gonna be?




(Pause)






JOE ED

I don’t know, Sarah!






COTTON




(Hitting JOE ED in the stomach)

That’s our mother’s name! You want for me to name this nigger after our mother?






JOE ED




(regaining his breath from the hit)

I didn’t know.






COTTON

Come on now, give her name.






JOE ED

I don’t know.






COTTON

That’s not a name! Booker he dun’t wanna play, do he?






BOOKER

I guess not brother.






COTTON

Tie him up!




(BOOKER begins laughing and guffawing




as he sits JOE ED down in a chair and begins




wrapping the duct tape around him and 




the chair. COTTON has regained his 




composure and is more genteel than before.)






COTTON

I got it, we’re gonna call you…Daisy. 






BOOKER

She looks like a Daisy.






COTTON

Don’t she though.






BOOKER

She sure do.






COTTON

I know it, I know it…




(To DAISY)

Do you like your name?



 
(DAISY tries to talk but the Gag stops




her.)






COTTON

What was that, I can’t hear a word your saying…if I take off this mouth piece you won’t scream or holler or nothin’, will ya?




(DAISY shakes her head no.)






COTTON

Good girl.




(COTTON removes the gag.)





COTTON

Whaddaya think bout that name, Daisy, ya like it?




(Pause)






COTTON

Ya like it or not?






DAISY




(timidly)

Yeah, it’s fine with me.





COTTON

I like it too.






JOE ED

Stop it please Cotton!






COTTON

Will you shut up, you’re makin’ the lady nervous.




(Pause)






COTTON

Maybe I should explain myself, don’t want you to get the wrong idea or nothin’ bout me and my brother…We’re not misogynist…hell no, we’re both feminist. That’s right, we love the ladies and we both think, that’s right we both feel the same way about this, don’t we booker?






BOOKER

That’s right brother.






COTTON

We both feel that women have earned everything they got now, especially you nigger women, hell the lord knows what you had to go through, and you deserve the same rights and privileges that us men have. 






BOOKER

Amen brother.






COTTON

Hell as far as I’m concerned you ladies have the real power in the world. You ever thought bout that?






DAISY




(She shakes her head no)





COTTON

Oh, come on now, sure you have. I mean being a woman, you practically have to know about the power you’re possessed with. For starters, women have the power to bring new life into the world, men don’t have that, do we Booker?






BOOKER

No we surely don’t.






COTTON

That’s right we surely don’t have that power. We’d like to think we do, but that’s a completely different subject. Secondly, women have the power of comfort. Many a child has scraped their knee and been real unhappy bout it, until they mother comes along, and one kiss from a mama on a boo boo makes everythin all right with that child. Daisy do you have children?





DAISY




(trying to hold it together)

Yes.






COTTON

Well then you know all about the power of comfort. But out of all those powers, the main power a woman possesses is the power over men, period. That’s probably the most important one. Just the sheer power to drop a man in his tracks no matter what he’s doin’. He could be buildin’ a house, running for office or even robbing the First National, like I was doing.






BOOKER

That’s right brother.






DAISY

You’re not gonna hurt me are you?






COTTON

No ma’am, never crossed my mind. My brother and I don’t do violence against women. Do we?






BOOKER

No ma’am, we couldn’t consider ourselves gentlemen then.






COTTON

That’s right, we’re both kind, respectful, human beings. You’re probably wonderin’ why you’re here, is that right Daisy?






DAISY

Yes.






COTTON

We’ll we’re bank robbers ma’am and we’re gonna be hole’d up for a while till the heat blows over and to be honest with you. If you get a group of men together in one spot for too long, they start acting crazy towards each other, like our associate Mr. Bath over there. You see, men need the power of women. They don’t like to admit of course, but most men wouldn’t call they-selves feminist neither. You catchin’ what I’m throwin’ at ya Daisy?




(Pause)






DAISY




(under her breath)

I think so.






COTTON

I’m sorry Daisy, I didn’t quite hear that.






DAISY

Yes, I know what you’re talking about.






COTTON

You are a great specimen of womanhood then, cuz most of the ladies that come our way, seemed to need it drilled in to ‘em. Since we understand each other, I guess there’s no more need for these ropes. Booker help Daisy get more comfortable.




(Booker goes over and unties DAISY’S




bonds. COTTON goes over to the juke-




box and picks out a song.)






COTTON

How about a little music to set the mood.




(The twang of a country waltz begins




to fill the space.)






BOOKER

Daisy may I have this dance?




(DAISY nods her head yes as BOOKER




takes her into his arms and begins




to sloppily dance around. Without any



reservations DAISY seems to go along 
with it at first. COTTON keeps time

with the beat.)



COTTON

(Whooping it up)

Go on brother! Show her the Jarrows know how!




(The Dance becomes more erratic




as the music begins to speed up.)






COTTON

Cut a rug Booker!






BOOKER

I-ma cuttin’, I-ma cuttin’!

(BOOKER begins to laugh 

maliciously as DAISY goes 

limp in his arms. They begin
spinning around. When the song

stops they stop. They stand there

looking at each other.)

SCENE FOUR

(DAISY’S demeanor has changed,

and she looks deeply at BOOKER.)



BOOKER

You like how I dance, Daisy?






DAISY




(slyly)

Yeah, you just about danced me out of my clothes…what was your name again?





BOOKER

I’m Booker.






DAISY

Well Booker, I’ve danced with a lot a fellas, none could dance as good as you.






COTTON

I think she’s sweet on you Booker!






BOOKER

I’m sweet on her too.




(BOOKER leans in and begins kissing




her neck. DAISY pulls away slightly)






DAISY
Now Booker, that’s not very gentlemanly of you.






BOOKER

What you mean?






DAISY

I mean that not every lady likes it when a fella is too forward. You want me to like you don’t you?






BOOKER

Yeah I certainly do.






DAISY

Don’t be in such a hurry then.






BOOKER

I don’t understand.






COTTON

We’ve got ourselves a real lady, Booker, you gonna have to treat this one right. 






BOOKER

What does that mean, I’m doin’ all that you taught me to do.






COTTON

Well you’re gonna have to play it cool with this one.






DAISY

You’re brother’s right. You want me don’t you?






BOOKER




(desperately)

Yes ma’am.







DAISY

Well then...




(DAISY moves gently away from him




to which BOOKER grabs her and pulls




her back violently.)






BOOKER

Well what? Don’t you try and run!





DAISY

I wouldn’t think of it, Booker. 






BOOKER

I don’t wanna hurt you.






DAISY

I never thought you did.






BOOKER

I want you close, don’t pull away again!






DAISY

You like to be in control don’t you?






BOOKER

I reckon.






DAISY

I guess all them other girls, let you take it, didn’t they?






BOOKER

Most of ‘em would fight it, at first. 






DAISY

They would?






BOOKER

Yes ma’am, but we always get it in the end.






DAISY

Ain’t that a shame.






BOOKER

What’s a shame?






DAISY

That you ain’t never really had it.






BOOKER



(looking at his brother)

Cotton what’s she talkin’ bout?






COTTON

I’m not sure, Daisy, you’d better not be tryin’ somethin’!




(Pause)






DAISY

I’m not tryin’ nothin’! I know what you want and well…






COTTON

Well what?






DAISY

I want you to know, that I don’t mind.






COTTON




(Suspicious)

You don’t, huh.




(Pause. DAISY looks from one brother




to the other.)






DAISY

No, but…






COTTON

But what?






DAISY

I want it to be good for all of us, you know make it fun.






COTTON

Fun?






BOOKER




(to COTTON)

What does she mean by fun?






COTTON

Calm down brother, go on Daisy, we’re all ears.






DAISY

You were right, you know, about women. About Power. Some would disagree with how you went about saying it but, sometimes you just have to go ahead and say it like it is.





COTTON

Interestin’.






DAISY

If this is what you boys are after, it’s not gonna be like you ever had it before.




(She begins to move her hands up




BOOKER’S body to his shoulders slowly.




BOOKER grabs her closer and tries to 




kiss her. She pulls away and slaps him.

BOOKER stands there wide eyed.)






COTTON

What’s the big idea!






DAISY

Like I told ya, it’s gonna be different. I’m gonna do things to you and your brother here, that have never ever been done. And ya’ll are gonna love it.





BOOKER

You promise?




(DAISY runs her hands through his




hair and pulls his head back, 




exposing his neck, she comes close



to it breathing heavy on it. 




BOOKER let’s out a nervous moan.)






COTTON

Damn lady, I think we met our match Booker.






DAISY
Give up control and you’ll never regret it. Is that okay with you Boo.






BOOKER 

Yes ma’am.






DAISY

Where can we go?






COTTON

Nowhere, you can do whatever you gonna do right there.






DAISY

Out here in the open?






COTTON

Yep.






DAISY

So you can watch?






COTTON

Somethin’ like that.






DAISY

A lady needs privacy, for these kinds of things. 






COTTON

Too bad.






DAISY

I don’t know if I’m in the mood for an audience.






COTTON

I think you are.




(COTTON pulls out his gun)






DAISY




(To BOOKER)

You’re brother sure is kinky ain’t he?






BOOKER

I guess. But it’s the way we always do it.





DAISY

It’s too bad…






BOOKER

Why’s that?






DAISY

I’m shy. Don’t know if I’d like it with people watchin’.





BOOKER

You don’t?





DAISY

I wanna to give it to you like you never had it before.






BOOKER

And I want it.




(DAISY pulls BOOKER’S head close 
to hers and whispers something 
in his ear.)






COTTON

No secrets… 




(BOOKER starts giggling from what



DAISY is telling him.)






COTTON




(growing angrier)

I said no secrets!




(COTTON goes over and pulls BOOKER




away from her.)






COTTON

Goddamn it! Don’t be trying to put things in my brother’s head!





DAISY

I wasn’t!






BOOKER

She wasn’t, she was telling me what she’d do if we were alone together.






COTTON

Whadda she say!






BOOKER

She said…






DAISY

Don’t!






COTTON

Be quiet!






JOE ED

Cotton!






COTTON

Shut up!






JOE ED

I gotta go to the john!






BOOKER

Brother please!






COTTON

Everybody shut the hell up!






BOOKER

But…






COTTON

Booker I’m talkin’ here!






BOOKER

Brother…






COTTON

If it’s gonna happen it’s gonna happen in here!






DAISY

Fine! You want to fuck me! Go ahead and Fuck me!






COTTON

That’s the plan!






BOOKER

No, not this way!






COTTON

Booker she’s plannin’ somethin’.






BOOKER

She’s not, she’s likes me, she told me so.






COTTON

She’s gonna get you alone and pull something on us.






BOOKER

She wouldn’t she’s a lady.






COTTON

Bullshit.




(Pause.)






DAISY

I’m willin’ to oblige you fellas…but you’re gonna have to let me do it my way.






COTTON

Like hell.






BOOKER

Brother please, we always do it the same, can’t we try something different.






COTTON

I don’t like different.






DAISY

You afraid to try new things?





COTTON

Shut up!






BOOKER

Cotton we always do it you’re way, this is my surprise ain’t it?




(Pause. COTTON stares blankly at



BOOKER who looks pleadingly back 



at him.)






COTTON

Sure it is brother…it surely is.






BOOKER

It’s all mine.





COTTON

However, I don’t want anymore surprises. 






BOOKER

There won’t be any.






COTTON

I’m not talkin’ to you. Daisy.






DAISY

There won’t be any unpleasant surprises. Come on Booker, we’ll go over here where we can have some privacy.





BOOKER

Okay.




(They move towards the Ammo room.




When they pass by COTTON he grabs




her arm and pulls her towards him.)






COTTON

You hurt him, I’m gonna make you wish you hadn’t.




(DAISY pulls her hand away.)






DAISY

Why don’t you put on some music, to help set the mood.




(DAISY and BOOKER retire behind the 




door of the Ammunition room. COTTON




looks after them and goes to the juke




and puts on a slow song. The sound of




BOOKER’S stupid laughter can’t be faintly




heard through the door.)

SCENE FIVE



(COTTON stands and lights a cigarette,



JOE ED is still strapped into the heavy




chair he looks out the window.)






JOE ED

Cotton?




(Pause)

Cotton?




(COTTON begins to stagger around the




space. COTTON walks toward the whiskey




bottle, but grips his stomach in pain 



and drops to his knees in pain. He 




reels around while on his knees. He 




is losing equilibrium. JOE ED of course




is oblivious to all this activity.)






JOE ED

Cotton…I gotta go to the john. Cotton?






COTTON

Will ya shut up with ya problems!






JOE ED

Cotton I seriously gotta go…






COTTON

Goddamn it! I got problems of my own over here.






JOE ED

What are you talking about?




(Sound of rolling thunder.)






COTTON

My insides are all on fire! I’m feelin’ kinda queer!






JOE ED

Come on Cotton I don’t think I can hold it much longer!






COTTON

Everythin’s gettin’…dark.




(Sound of thunder, louder than before)






JOE ED

Please Cotton! Please!




(The sound of rain fills the space.)






COTTON

I think there’s a storm comin’.




(There is a flash of lighting outside,




and a deafening sound of Thunder that




comes quickly on it’s heels. COTTON




begins to tilt over and collapse on




the floor. As soon as he hits, the 




lights go out. The music cuts off.

The stage is now completely dark.)






JOE ED

Cotton? Cotton?!




(There is screaming coming from BOOKER



somewhere on the stage.)





BOOKER

Awww! She bit me! She bit me! Cotton! Who turned out the lights?




(The sound of BOOKER running into 




a table is heard and he lets out




a yelp!)






BOOKER

I’m scared of the dark! Cotton help me! Where’d you go?






JOE ED

Booker the power went out it’s okay!





BOOKER

Joe ed? Is that you?






JOE ED

Yeah, Booker it’s me!






BOOKER

Joe Ed where’s my brother?!






JOE ED

I don’t know damn it!






BOOKER

That black bitch bit me! So I hit her and now she ain’t moving!






JOE ED
Calm down Booker! 



(BOOKER runs into something else,




and screams the sound of something




crashing to the ground is heard.)






JOE ED

You damn fool stop moving around in the dark you’re gonna hurt yourself!




(Lighting crashes outside which 




briefly illuminates the Lodge 




then goes back to dark. In the 




flash we see Booker standing 




over the body of his brother.




BOOKER is wearing only his




dirty torn whitey tighties, 




his back is turned to his




brother’s crumpled body. In




the flash we see that several 




tables have been knocked over.)






BOOKER

It’s so dark Joe Ed! It’s so dark!






JOE ED

It’s all right Booker!






BOOKER




(on the verge of tears)

I want my brother! 






JOE ED
I don’t know what to tell ya!






BOOKER

He’s gonna be so mad at me if’n I killed her!






JOE ED

I can’t help ya, I’m still tied up!






BOOKER

He’s gonna be so mad!






JOE ED

Booker, you can hear me can’t ya?






BOOKER




(Whimpering)

Yeah…







JOE ED

Follow the sound of my voice!






BOOKER

Why?






JOE ED

I gotta use the facilities Booker, I can’t hold it much longer.






BOOKER

What does that have to do with my brother?!






JOE ED

Goddamn it ya dummy! If’n ya get me outta this here chair, and let me hit the john I’ll help ya find your brother!






BOOKER

You mean it Joe Ed? You’ll help me find him!






JOE ED
That’s what I said ain’t it?





BOOKER

Yeah, where are you?






JOE ED

I’m over here where ya left me by the window!






BOOKER

I’m coming!






JOE ED

Just follow the sound of my voice!




(BOOKER runs into something and




screams.)






BOOKER

Oww! I think I just busted my sheen!






JOE ED
You’re okay boy! Just keep on coming towards my voice!





BOOKER

Think I’m bleeding!






JOE ED

Goddamn it! I’m gonna piss my pants if’n you don’t hurry up!






BOOKER




(whimpering)

I’m a-coming…my leg just stings!




(Lighting flashes and thunder rolls)






JOE ED

I saw you Booker you’re almost here buddy.




(Lighting flashes and thunder sounds)






BOOKER

Is this you Joe Ed?






JOE ED

Yeah it’s me Booker, now get this duct tape off me!






BOOKER

All right.




(Lighting Flashes and Thunder sounds,




the rain noise getting louder.)






JOE ED

Now take it easy with that duct tape and pull slowly…Oww!




(The sound of Tape ripping goes 




JOE ED’S scream of pain.)






BOOKER

I’m sorry Joe Ed.






JOE ED

Goddamn it Booker it’s only skin, keep tearing!




(The sound of tape ripping again




is heard. We also hear the sound of




JOE ED getting up out of the chair.)






JOE ED

Thank God, I gotta go!






BOOKER

Where’s my brother Joe Ed?






JOE ED

I don’t know!






BOOKER

I thought you said you did!






JOE ED

He’s gotta be in here somewhere!






BOOKER

When is the lights comin’ on again?






JOE ED

I don’t know Booker I guess when the storm passes! 






BOOKER

When’s that gonna be?






JOE ED

Goddamn it Booker, if’n you don’t get out of my way I’m gonna mess all over the floor!






BOOKER

I’m scared of the dark and the lighting!






JOE ED

Booker take my lighter! Wait here I’ll be right back!






BOOKER

You comin’ right back?






JOE ED

That’s what I said now move out my way!




(We can hear furniture being




moved as JOE ED makes his way




to the front door. BOOKER flicks




the zippo lighter on and stands




there in it’s glow. Lighting 




flashes and thunder sounds and




we see JOE ED open the front door




and stand there relieving himself. 




When it goes back dark we hear the 




gratifying noise coming from JOE ED.)






BOOKER
Where do ya think my brother went?






JOE ED




(Still standing at the door)

He’s still here damn it.






BOOKER

Why ain’t he answering me then?






JOE ED

Some-bitch probably passed out from loss of blood!






BOOKER

Did you do something to him?






JOE ED

How the hell was gonna do somethin’ to him you big gorilla, I was tied up! Besides gunshot wounds and whiskey are never a good combination.






BOOKER

He’s just lying around here somewhere?






JOE ED

That’s probably right.






BOOKER

We gotta get rid of her body afore he wakes up then.






JOE ED

Why we gotta do that then?






BOOKER

Cause I kilt her, I knows I did. Kilt her deader than the grave.






JOE ED

How do ya know ya killed her?






BOOKER

She ain’t moving no more.






JOE ED
That don’t mean she dead.




(Softer sound of Thunder and lighter




flash of lighting.)






BOOKER

I hope she ain’t dead, I hope I didn’t kill her!






JOE ED

What was she doin’ to make ya hit her?






BOOKER

She bit me Joe Ed, and I couldn’t hep myself, I just started hitting her in the face and throat. Then the lights went out. I got scared, she weren’t moving no more!






JOE ED
That’s not what I mean Booker, what was she doin’ to ya before she bit ya!





BOOKER

A gentleman never tells.





JOE ED

Oh come on Book! That girl talked like she’d satisfy a large militia.






BOOKER

Ya shouldn’t talk that way about Daisy, her bein’ dead and all.






JOE ED

That weren’t her real name, besides she ain’t dead!






BOOKER

How do ya know!






JOE ED

I don’t!






BOOKER

It wouldn’t be the first time!






JOE ED

What do ya mean Booker?




(loud thunder)






BOOKER

We always dispose of the lady, after we done.






JOE ED

Always?






BOOKER

Always. Cotton says it for they own good. They wasn’t really ladies, they was just whores that had it comin’. Cotton calls it doin’ ‘em a favor.




(Flash of lighting and thunder. 




JOE ED shuts the front door.)






JOE ED

What do ya do with ‘em after ya done?






BOOKER

Sometimes we bury ‘em. A couple of times we toss ‘em out into a body of water with a stone tied to ‘em.




(JOE ED has approached BOOKER




and he takes the lighter out of




his hand and lights a cigarette.




He then closes the lighter.)






BOOKER

I gotta find my brother Joe Ed, he must be hurt pretty 

bad.



(Lighting flashes and this time




we see that someone is in the room




with them.)






JOE ED
All right Booker let’s see if we can find him.






BOOKER

Okay Joe Ed.




(The sound of a firearm cocking 




is heard then there is a flash




of fire and a loud succession of




gunshots. BOOKER screams.

Followed by the thud of a body 

hitting the floor.)



JOE ED

Please don’t shoot anymore!






DAISY

Where did ya fall you sons of bitches!






JOE ED

Please don’t shoot me!






DAISY

Flick your lighter on so I know where ya are!






JOE ED

Okay ma’am, whatever ya say just don’t shoot.




(Rain noise stops. As JOE ED




flicks his lighter on.)






JOE ED

Now you know where I am, I’m unarmed.






DAISY

Yeah, so says you.






JOE ED
I promise!




(The lighter starts to move)






DAISY

Don’t you dare move!






JOE ED

Okay, okay I’m not moving I’m staying right here!






DAISY

Where’s ya friend?






JOE ED

What friend, ma’am?






DAISY

The one you were gonna help that fat bastard find!






JOE ED

I don’t rightly know, I guess he passed out when the power went off!






DAISY

You guess! Didn’t he get you out of that chair?!






JOE ED

No ma’am, Booker did it so I could go…






DAISY

Go what?






JOE ED

You know use the bathroom.





DAISY

Okay you just stay right there, if you move I swear to Christ I’ll…






JOE ED

Don’t worry about me, ma’am. I got nowhere I want to be more than right here.






DAISY

Why’d the lights go out?






JOE ED
I guess it’s cause of the storm.




(Pause)






DAISY

How much do ya think they stole from that bank?






JOE ED

What?






DAISY

You heard me! How much?






JOE ED

I don’t have any idea, all I know is that I have fifty grand comin’ to me for my part of the robbery.






DAISY

And what was your part?






JOE ED

I caused a distraction, ma’am, supposed to get the cops away from downtown.






DAISY

You didn’t do too good a job, did you?






JOE ED

From what I here, no ma’am.






DAISY

That son of a bitch, Cotton pulled me out that bank at gun point right into a hail bullets.






JOE ED
I’m sorry to hear that, I surely am. 






DAISY

I bet you are!





JOE ED

Well at least you didn’t get hit.






DAISY

No…I had to ride around in that hot, airless trunk for God knows how long!





JOE ED

I think it was about three hours.






DAISY

Shut up!




(Pause)






JOE ED

Ma’am, can I ask you a question?






DAISY

What?






JOE ED
What do ya plan on doin’ with me?




(Pause)






JOE ED

Ma’am…






DAISY

I gotta pretty good idea.





JOE ED
Your not planning on killing me are you?






DAISY

If I was, I wouldn’t tell ya!

JOE ED

Well if it makes any difference, I had no idea that they were planning on taking a hostage.






DAISY

I bet you didn’t…






JOE ED

I didn’t ma’am, honest to God. I’m a thief not a kidnapper.






DAISY

Shut up! 
SCENE SIX



(Suddenly the lights come back on,




with the music coming back on. 




DAISY is standing in a black bra




still wearing her red power skirt.




She is holding a gun out in front
The restaurant is in complete 

disarray, with tables and chairs

knocked over. BOOKER’S legs are sticking

out from behind an overturned table.

JOE ED is on his knees somewhere in

the middle between DAISY and the prostrated

COTTON. JOE ED starts to turn around.)






DAISY

Don’t look at me!






JOE ED




(averting his eyes)

I’m sorry!






DAISY

How does this make you feel, Mr. Big Bad bank robber?






JOE ED

I never claimed that I was big or bad, in fact I’m pretty mediocre.






DAISY

Don’t be a cracker smart ass!






JOE ED

Sorry.




(DAISY moves towards COTTON’S body.)






DAISY

This one looks dead.






JOE ED

He might be, but then again he might not.






DAISY

Check his brother.






JOE ED

Okay.




(JOE ED moves towards BOOKER’S




Body.)






JOE ED

Shit!






DAISY

What is it?






JOE ED

The back of his head is missin’!




(Pause. DAISY is uncomfortable with




this revelation.)






DAISY




(awkwardly and broken)

Serves him right!






JOE ED

I didn’t think Booker had that many brains!






DAISY

Where’s all the money ya’ll stole?






JOE ED

Don’t know.






DAISY

What do ya mean?






JOE ED

Exactly what I said.






DAISY

What kind of bank robbers are you?






JOE ED

Apparently not very good ones.



(DAISY moves confused)






DAISY

That don’t make no sense, why don’t ya’ll have the money you stole? 





JOE ED

It’s kind of a long story.






DAISY




(re-aiming the gun at him)

Well you ain’t goin’ anywhere.






JOE ED

Still I’ll give you shorter version. Cotton dropped it off somewhere and Mr. Valentine is supposed to pick it up and bring it here.





DAISY

Mr. Valentine? You mean that dirty spic with the moustache!






JOE ED

I guess.






DAISY

When’s he supposed to do this?






JOE ED

Don’t know…Cotton wouldn’t tell me.






DAISY

How much you think they got?






JOE ED

No telling.




(Pause. DAISY lets the gun drop



to her side for a minute. She is




formulating something. Then she




raises the gun and aims it at 




JOE ED.)





DAISY

Come over here!




(JOE ED looks up at here and 




gets up and moves slowly towards her.)






JOE ED

Yes ma’am.






DAISY

I got a proposition for you.




(Pause)






DAISY

Didn’t you hear me? I want to make a deal with you.






JOE ED




(cautiously)

I heard ya, what kind of deal?






DAISY

How about you and I split the money fifty-fifty?



(Pause)






JOE ED

You’re crazy.




(Pause)






DAISY

I guess you’re not interested then.






JOE ED

I didn’t say that.






DAISY

Well then what are you sayin’?






JOE ED

I don’t know…I’m just a little confused.






DAISY

You got nothin’ to be confused about, I’m offering you a bigger cut of the deal.






JOE ED

What? 





DAISY

I speaking English ain’t I?






JOE ED

It’s not even your deal, how can you offer me a bigger piece of it?





DAISY

I’m makin’ it my deal. 



(Pause)






DAISY

I could use your help but I don’t need it.




(Pause)






JOE ED

Now hold on, hold on! That’s where your wrong, you do need my help.






DAISY

I don’t need anything but information and you gave it up for free.






JOE ED

What about these bodies huh? Mr. Valentine is not gonna be apt to just hand over money when you got two bodies lying around.




(Pause)






DAISY




(Reasoning)

We need to get rid of ‘em.






JOE ED

Yeah, how you figure on doin’ that?




(Pause)






DAISY

You’re gonna help me.





JOE ED

I never said I was, I don’t make it a habit to double cross anybody, especially with somebody I know nothin’ bout.






DAISY

What do you wanna know?






JOE ED

How about your real name for starters?




(Pause)






DAISY

Just call me Daisy.






JOE ED

That ain’t your real name, is it?





DAISY

No…






JOE ED

Well then what is it?






DAISY

Does it matter, I’m fine with Daisy you should be too.






JOE ED

Okay fine, Daisy, what were you doin’ in the bank?






DAISY

Making a deposit.






JOE ED

Okay. A deposit of what?





DAISY

My piggy bank! What do you think?






JOE ED

I’m not sure, that’s why I’m askin’.






DAISY
From my job!






JOE ED

Where do you work?






DAISY

Like I said, my work.




(Pause)






DAISY

You satisfied?






JOE ED

Not really.






DAISY
What does it matter?






JOE ED

I don’t know if it does, but I’ll tell ya one thing, you talk like you done somethin’ like this before.






DAISY

What makes you think that?






JOE ED

You didn’t have no problem shootin’ Booker!






DAISY

I had no choice, they were gonna rape and kill me!






JOE ED

Apparently.




(COTTON begins to move and writhe




on the floor. DAISY and JOE ED 




approach his body. DAISY steadies




the gun at COTTON’S writhing body.)






JOE ED

Don’t shoot him!






DAISY

Why not?!






JOE ED

If you want this deal to go over smooth, we’re gonna need him!






DAISY

Bullshit!






JOE ED

It’s not bullshit it’s the truth! Mr. Valentine is gonna wanna see Cotton before he even shows us the money!




(Pause. DAISY cocks the gun.)






DAISY

This fucker is gonna die!






JOE ED

That’s fine, just not right now!






DAISY

Right in the back of the head!






JOE ED

Daisy you’re gonna have to trust me about this.




(DAISY pushes the gun forward towards




COTTON’S head. JOE ED grabs her wrist.)






JOE ED

There’s another way.






DAISY

I’m listening.






JOE ED

You don’t have to…I’ll show you.




(JOE ED goes over to the counter




and grabs the Chloroform bottle. He

turns COTTON over onto his back. He




begins to pour the bottle over 




COTTON’S head. COTTON stops moving.
He then empties the whiskey bottle

all over him.)





DAISY

You didn’t want me to shoot him, so you could drown him?






JOE ED
He ain’t drowned he’s just asleep! Chloroform. When he wake up, he’ll figure he’s been passed out drunk. That’s all he knows and that’s all you know. You got it?






DAISY

I guess.






JOE ED

No you know it or we don’t have a deal, and if we don’t have a deal we might as well walk away right now




(Pause.)






DAISY

Well then we have a deal, partner.




(DAISY pulls the gun back, and 




extends her hand to shake. JOE ED




tentively shakes it.)






JOE ED

Good…now we gotta put him somewhere out of sight.





DAISY

Where?






JOE ED

I don’t know…How ‘bout, back there in that room.




(JOE ED acknowledges the ammunition




station.)






DAISY

Here I’ll give you a hand.




(Together they drag COTTON’S limp 




body behind the counter and drops him.)






DAISY

Now what?






JOE ED

We gotta get rid of his brother.






DAISY

Easy we throw him in the canal!






JOE ED

What if he floats back up? Or goes down stream and is discovered by a fisherman? Can’t risk it. 






DAISY

What do you suggest?




(Pause. JOE ED paces.)






JOE ED

I got it…We bury him.






DAISY

Bury him?






JOE ED

Yeah, the rain’s made the ground soft enough, it’d be easy to dig a hole. 






DAISY

How deep do we dig?





JOE ED

Deep enough.




(Thunder and Lighting)






DAISY

We’ll need a shovel.






JOE ED

What about that room?






DAISY

Nothing in there but the john.




(JOE ED paces around the room and 




stops at an overturned table.)





JOE ED

We could…






DAISY

What?






JOE ED

We could use a table leg.






DAISY

You gotta be kiddin’.






JOE ED

Why wouldn’t it work? It’s just mud out there!






DAISY

It won’t, we need something else.




(She goes over to the bowl where




the food was she dumps the food on 




the floor.)






DAISY

Something like this.




(JOE ED crosses to DAISY and grabs




the one full of hush puppies.)






JOE ED

Your right! We could dig to China.






DAISY

We?






JOE ED

Yeah, we, can’t do it by myself. Partner.






DAISY

I can’t go out there like this.






JOE ED

Why not?






DAISY

I can’t get my clothes dirty.






JOE ED

Just like a woman, worryin’ bout what they look like, when there is more pertinent things goin’ on.




(Pause.)






DAISY

The only thing I’m worried about is that bastard waking up and getting wise to what’s happened.



(Pause)






JOE ED
Well…go put on Booker’s clothes.






DAISY

They smell like a fish and sweat.






JOE ED




(Reasoning)

If you wanna make an omelet…






DAISY

All right fine.




(DAISY shimmeys out of her skirt and




lets it drop to the floor. She runs




into the room in nothing but her panties




and bra. JOE ED looks after her, then 




remembers what he has to do and goes




about it. Taking off a table cloth he




wraps BOOKER’S naked body in it. 




Outside, the storm picks back up, the




rain and thunder returns. JOE ED 




continues his work using table cloths




to wrap his body. He begins to whistle




to himself. DAISY returns wearing BOOKER’S




Large overalls and his boots, she is

pulling his dirty shirt over her head
as she re-enters.)



DAISY

Sounds like the storm is picking back up.






JOE ED

We’d better hurry then.






DAISY
I’m ready.






JOE ED

Grab his ankles.




(DAISY does as she is told. They try to 



lift his large body with no avail.)






JOE ED

Damn this bastard’s heavy.




(DAISY stands there holding up his




legs with no problem.)






DAISY

Come on just lift.






JOE ED

Easy for you to say you don’t have to lift his fat shoulders.






DAISY

Okay we’ll do it with a count of three.






JOE ED

Fine with me.






DAISY

Ready?





 
JOE ED

Whenever you are?






DAISY

One…Two…Three!




(They lift him together but he slips




out of JOE ED’S hands and crashes to 




the ground.)






JOE ED

Damn!






DAISY

Come on, you’re not lifting with your legs!




(JOE ED stares at her.)






DAISY

You’re the one that said we needed to hurry!






JOE ED

We do! Come over here and take one of his arms, we’ll just drag this bastard out of here.




(DAISY does what she is told.)





JOE ED
Al right! Pull!




(With grunts and exertions that drag




BOOKER to the door.)






JOE ED

Open the door!




(DAISY opens it and lighting and thunder




are heard. The lights inside Tall Pines 




Lodge flicker quickly.)






DAISY

The power’s gonna go off again!






JOE ED

Let it! If he wakes up it’d be better if there weren’t no lights on.






DAISY 

That gives me an idea, hold on.






JOE ED

What?




(DAISY runs over and unplugs the




Juke box. Then she runs over and 




unplugs all the neon beer signs.)






JOE ED

That is a good idea.




(DAISY finishes and comes back over




to the door and turns off the light.




Lighting and thunder roars as they




pulled the body out the door and shut




it behind them. The lighting and Thunder




continues for several minutes.)

SCENE SEVEN



(Lighting and thunder continue as the 




front door comes on. JOE ED and DAISY 




enter and turn on the lights. They are




covered in mud from head to toe. They 




are wet.)






DAISY

How long do ya think we were out there?






JOE ED

Too long.




(JOE ED moves to the counter and looks




over.)






JOE ED

Still there…hadn’t even moved.






DAISY

Check to see if he’s still alive.






JOE ED

No thank you.






DAISY

Why not?






JOE ED

I hope he’s dead, and don’t feel like learnin’ anythin’ to the contrary.






DAISY

We have to know.






JOE ED

You have to know. I don’t care, as long as he ain’t movin’ he ain’t our problem.






DAISY

Guess you’re right.




(Lighting and Thunder. JOE ED 
gets a beer and opens it.)






JOE ED
You wanna beer?






DAISY

Is it cold?






JOE ED

It’s wet.






DAISY

I think you’re wet enough already.





JOE ED

What’s that supposed to mean?






DAISY

You’re soaked.






JOE ED

So I am…so are you.




(DAISY moves uncomfortably around




the space.)






JOE ED

You should try and relax.






DAISY

We need a plan.






JOE ED

I agree.




(Lighting and thunder)






DAISY

Well what’s it gonna be then?






JOE ED

I thought this was your deal?






DAISY

It is, but we’re partners.






JOE ED

That we are, to the bitter end.






DAISY

What’s that supposed to mean?






JOE ED

Just a figure of speech.






DAISY

We are in this together but we need a plan to get out.






JOE ED

Well I guess…




(Pause)






DAISY

What?






JOE ED

I’m thinkin’.






DAISY

Maybe you shouldn’t be drinkin’.






JOE ED

It helps me think.






DAISY

Sure it does.





JOE ED

Look…at this point I need all the help I can get.




(JOE ED pulls out a cigarette.)






JOE ED

You wanna cigarette?






DAISY

Don’t smoke.






JOE ED

You shouldn’t it’s a disgusting habit.




(JOE ED lights his cigarette.)



(Thunder and Lighting)






DAISY

What’s it gonna be then?






JOE ED

I’m thinkin’, I’m thinkin’.






DAISY

We gotta have something to tell Valentine.






JOE ED




(Thinking to himself)

A plan?...






DAISY

Yeah…?






JOE ED

I don’t see ya tryin’ too hard to help, partner.






DAISY

I’m just a little shaken up at the moment.






JOE ED

That’s strange.






DAISY

What is?






JOE ED

You were full tilt boogie over an hour ago, what gives?




(Pause)






DAISY

I’ve never buried somebody before.






JOE ED

You think I have?






DAISY

I don’t know.






JOE ED

You gotta keep a clear head.





DAISY

So that’s why you’re drinking then, huh?






JOE ED

Well let’s think together here.






DAISY

Sure, two minds better than one?





JOE ED

Glad we’re on the same page. Okay, what are the facts?






DAISY

Why’s Booker gone?




(Pause, lower lighting and softer

thunder.)






JOE ED

I got it!






DAISY

Okay what?






JOE ED

Cotton’s shot right?






DAISY

Yeah.






JOE ED

So he and his brother went to the store to get something for it?






DAISY

Like what?






JOE ED

I don’t know.






DAISY

It’s a gun wound, you can’t just put a band aid on it.






JOE ED

Alright, alright. It was a clean wound, cleanest I ever saw. 





DAISY

It went straight through. 






JOE ED

That’s right big hole in his shoulder.






DAISY

Cotton needed painkillers. 





JOE ED

That’s why he went with his brother and left us here, he needed ‘em fast.






DAISY

He couldn’t wait for Booker to get back, the pain was unbearable.






JOE ED

So we’re waiting on them to get back, they’ve been gone for awhile so they should be back at anytime. 





DAISY

Sounds good.




(soft thunder and lighting)






JOE ED

It’ll never work.






DAISY

Why not?






JOE ED

He’s already here.






DAISY

So?






JOE ED

We can’t just produce him later if he’s already here.






DAISY

Why do we need to produce him at all?






JOE ED

So Mr. Valentine can see he’s okay.






DAISY




(Laughing)

We don’t have to do that.






JOE ED

That’s part of the plan.






DAISY

New plan.





JOE ED

What?






DAISY

When he shows up, we just kill him and take the money.






JOE ED

No.






DAISY

Why not?






JOE ED

I don’t wanna kill anybody.






DAISY

We’ve already killed one. What’s two more?






JOE ED

Two more?






DAISY

If Cotton never wakes up, Mr. Valentine never has to see him then.






JOE ED

It won’t work either.






DAISY

Yes it will.






JOE ED

No it won’t.






DAISY

Why not?






JOE ED




(rolling thunder)

It just won’t. Mr. Valentine is a career criminal, if he shows up and finds two accomplices gone and some strange broad he’ll know somethin’s wrong. The deal won’t go down, it just doesn’t work that way. 






DAISY

He’s supposed to come here with the money right?






JOE ED

Yeah.






DAISY

Then what’s the problem?




(Pause)






JOE ED

Cotton is our insurance to get the money. I wish ya could see that.






DAISY

I don’t think so at all.






JOE ED

I know.






DAISY

I think the first idea’ll work.






JOE ED

I bet you do.






DAISY

We just gotta get rid of him, and it’ll work fine.






JOE ED

We should really get rid of their car first.






DAISY

Why are you so against killin’ Cotton? Are you plannin’ somethin’?






JOE ED

No.






DAISY

Then what is it?




(Rolling thunder)





DAISY

What is it?

JOE ED




(Wheeling around on her)

I ain’t no double crosser! 






DAISY

Too late for that isn’t it?




(Pause)






JOE ED

Look, I’m gonna go move the car.






DAISY

You’re coming back right?






JOE ED

We’re in this together, aren’t we?





DAISY

That’s right, partners.






JOE ED

Fifty-fifty.






DAISY

Right down the line.




(JOE ED gets up and moves to the door




but stops and turns around.)






DAISY

You forget somethin’?






JOE ED

Yeah, I need the keys.






DAISY

I don’t see ‘em.






JOE ED

Check your pockets. 




(DAISY fishes around BOOKER’S clothes




for the keys, finally finding them.)






DAISY

Found ‘em.






JOE ED

While I’m gone, get that blood cleaned up.








DAISY

Why? There’s not much.





JOE ED

It’s evidence, gotta get rid of it!



(Pause)






DAISY

I guess I need outta of these clothes too?





JOE ED

It would probably help.




(She starts to get undressed.)






DAISY

You just gonna stand there?




(JOE ED turns around, and DAISY




drops the muddy close to the floor.




She hands them to JOE ED who doesn’t




turn around. Soft thunder and lighting)






DAISY

You’re not even gonna look, just a little?






JOE ED

Is that an invitation?






DAISY

Maybe.




(JOE ED turns around and looks at her,




She moves in closer to him.)






JOE ED

If we’re gonna be partners, I just wanna make one thing clear. We’re gonna keep it professional.

(He exits.) 

SCENE EIGHT



(Thunder and Lighting continue to

sporadically continues through this.

DAISY stands there for a moment,




she almost seems upset about JOE 

ED’S refusal of her. She turns 

around, still in her underwear,

taking another table cloth off a 

table and begins to methodically

spot clean the area. She goes about

this business, having some remorse, 
cleaning and moving tables back to 
where they are loosely supposed to 
be. She takes the bloody tablecloth 
and wads it and walks it over to the counter, where a trash can is sitting. 

She drops the bloody wad of cloth 

into the trashcan. DAISY wipes her

forehead with the back of her hand,

she then realizes that she has mud

on her face then she realizes that

there is blood on her hands. She

takes a moment staring down at her

hands. She grabs the tablecloth out

of the trash can and looks at it.

She looks around the room, somewhere

to hide the evidence. She then makes

her move towards the only other door
in the place, the Ammunition room.

We hear a faucet come on. The sound

of rushing water and scrubbing is

heard coming through out the space.

As this goes on, COTTON’S body begins

to twitch. He’s hand moves and a loud

groan comes out of him. With a single

thrust of his hand he pushes himself up 

on his knees. COTTON struggles to come

to standing from behind the counter. 

His bandage has gotten redder, from 

the bleeding that has continued. 

COTTON is wide-eyed and dazed, he is

trying to get to grips with his feet.

Once he comes finally to his feet 

he stumbles from around the counter
resting himself briefly on whatever

he can find. COTTON bounces up and

stumbles forward, falling down on

the floor. COTTON groans as he

tries to pick himself back up.)



COTTON




(a low moan)

Booker?!...Booker?!



(The water is still heard running




in the back. Thunder rolls, lighting




flashes. COTTON pulls himself




up to the long table where the food



had been earlier. There COTTON




keeps calling for his brother. 




His shoulder is paining him so 



he grips uncomfortably.)






COTTON




(straining with pain)

Goddamn it…! Booker!

(COTTON now searches for his gun, 

finding it over on the counter.)






COTTON




(mumbling)

There ya are.




(COTTON moves slowly towards the




counter, with a sort of limp. With




one snatch of his good hand he 




grabs the pistol that’s been sitting




on the counter. This action causes



COTTON lose his footing and he 




braces himself against the counter.)






COTTON




(strained mumbling)

Where’d ya go brother? Didn’t even tell me…




(COTTON stands and moves sloppily



towards center stage. He checks




to see if it is loaded. Reeling




around on his feet. He snaps the




gun closed.)






COTTON




(broken mumbling)

Damn storm ain’t comin’, it’s already here. Gotta keep the powder dry. 




(Thunder, lighting and rain 

intensifies. The sound of the 

sink water cuts off. COTTON 

doesn’t hear it as he slumps 

down on the chair and puts his

head on the long table. He 

bounces it up and down on his

good arm that lays under it,

mumbling incoherently. DAISY
enters through the door, she is

holding her red power suit and

looking down at it as she enters.

DAISY looks down and sees that 

COTTON is no longer there. 

DAISY looks up and sees him at

the table. She gasps loudly and

drops down below the counter.

COTTON hears this, and whirls
around pointing his gun.)



COTTON

Who’s there?! I heard that! Come on out!




(Pause)






COTTON

I can hear ya breathe!




(Pause)





DAISY

It’s just little ole me, Daisy.






COTTON

Daisy? Come out where I can see ya!



(DAISY stands from behind the




counter.)






DAISY

I’m here darling.






COTTON

What the hell are ya doin’ back there?






DAISY

I dropped my clothes.






COTTON

Goin’ somewhere?






DAISY

Just to check in on you.






COTTON

Where’s my brother?




(Pause)






COTTON




(pointing the gun at her)

Why ain’t ya answerin’ me?






DAISY

I’m just happy you’re okay.






COTTON

You still ain’t answered me yet.





DAISY

Your brother and Joe Ed went to find a pharmacy.





COTTON

A pharmacy? What the hell for?






DAISY

Your brother was very upset when you passed out. 




(Pause)






COTTON

Passed out?






DAISY

Yeah.





COTTON

Why’d I pass out?






DAISY

We don’t know.






COTTON

Don’t know?






DAISY

They went for smelling salts, is your arm feeling better?






COTTON

Shut up!




(COTTON tries to stand but crashes




back down on his chair. He puts his




head forward trying to summon the 




strength to stand up.)






DAISY




(timidly)

Do you want a glass of water…?






COTTON




(cutting her dialogue off)

…Has the package come yet?






DAISY

What package?






COTTON




(mocking her)

What package?! Like you don’t know.






DAISY

I don’t.






COTTON

Shut! Up!




(Pause)






COTTON

You know what I’m talkin’ bout.




(Pause)






COTTON

Don’t ya? 




(Pause)






COTTON

Don’t ya? Three hundred thousand big ones.






DAISY

I didn’t know.




(Pause. COTTON sizes her up. She




has been shielding herself with 




her dress.)






COTTON

Drop them clothes!




(DAISY drops them to the ground.




She stands there in her underwear.)






COTTON

Goddamn Daisy. You were built for lovin’.





DAISY

I’m glad you think so.




(Pause. COTTON has found the strength

to stand up and he does so finding

a new found stability)






COTTON

How was he?






DAISY

Who?






COTTON

Must not have been that good.






DAISY

Booker?






COTTON

Ofcourse Booker! Did ya think I was talkin’ bout that faggot Joe Ed?!






DAISY

No…






COTTON

Unless ya fucked him too?!




(Pause)






DAISY

I didn’t, he’s not my type.






COTTON

What’s your type?




(Pause, DAISY moves from around the



counter. Thunder and Lighting)






DAISY
Strong…viril…you know, a real man.



(DAISY begins to drop down to her 




hands and knees during this line.)






COTTON

So how was he?




(Pause. DAISY begins to slowly crawl




towards COTTON who is still aiming




the gun towards her. DAISY’S mood has

changed back to a seductress. She 

moves in a way that accentuates her

sexuality.)






DAISY

Your brother did just fine.






COTTON

Did ya keep all your promises?






DAISY

A lady never tells.






COTTON

You’re no lady…don’t kid yourself.




(Pause. Thunder and Lighting)






DAISY

I can be whatever you want me to be.






COTTON

I know you can.






DAISY

Your brother’s one hell of a lover.






COTTON

Taught him everythin’ he knows.




(DAISY is now directly in front




of COTTON. She is still on her




hands and knees. She lowers her




head and begins to kiss COTTON’S




shoes.)






DAISY

What did I do to get so lucky?





COTTON

Some are just born that way.




(Pause)






DAISY

Are you as big as brother?




(Pause)






COTTON

Like I said, some are just born lucky. I ain’t never had complaints though.




(Thunder and Lighting)






DAISY
Size ain’t everything.






COTTON

It sure ain’t.




(DAISY runs her hands from his feet




up his legs to his waist. COTTON




still holds the revolver pointed at




her.)






DAISY

Are you sure you still need that thing?






COTTON




(calmly)

Don’t worry bout it.




(DAISY begins to kiss his legs. 




COTTON’S face shows that he is




unsure of this, but unable to 




refuse.)






DAISY

I still got your brother inside me.





COTTON

You think I like hearin’ you talk like that?






DAISY

I know ya do.






COTTON

You’re wrong.






DAISY

Am I?






COTTON

Yeah, you wanna turn me off?!




(Pause)






DAISY

No, I don’t.






COTTON

Talk bout me.




(DAISY runs her hands over COTTON’S




stomach and then down over his arm




that is holding the gun on her.)






DAISY

That’s a large weapon you got there.






COTTON

The biggest.






DAISY

May I taste it?




(COTTON nods his head yes. DAISY




begins kissing his wrist. She moves




kissing his fingers that are holding




the grip. She moves down the gun




towards the barrel kissing it 

delicately.)



DAISY

You got a full load?






COTTON

All six.




(She kisses around the barrel of




the gun.)






COTTON




(menacingly soft.)

Hey…put it in your mouth.




(DAISY shakes her head no.)






COTTON

You heard me!




(Thunder and lighting. DAISY shakes




her head no again.)






COTTON




(menacingly direct)

I’m not asking ya.




(COTTON pulls the hammer back on 




the revolver. DAISY puts the 




barrel of the gun in her mouth.)






COTTON

Good girl.




(DAISY does this for a beat. The




tension mounts. After a beat, 




COTTON suddenly jerks.)






COTTON

Bang!




(DAISY pulls away in fear. COTTON




begins to laugh violently outloud.




THUNDER AND LIGHTING.)






COTTON

I wasn’t goin’ hurt ya gal, just messin’…




(The front door burst open and




JOE ED enters drenched with rain.




His line of dialogue comes as he




enters not realizing what is 




happening.)






JOE ED

I saw headlights coming, remember the plan…!



(Pause. There is a moment between 




the two men. They look at each other.




JOE ED tentatively raises his hands up




then lowers them indecisively.




Then COTTON looks down at DAISY.)






COTTON




(putting the pieces together)

Plan?




(COTTON looks at her then moves




his glance over to JOE ED. Without




saying a word he points the gun at




JOE ED.)






COTTON




(Filling with rage.)

Plan?!




(COTTON fires the gun at JOE ED.




JOE ED drops below a table.)






DAISY




(screaming bloody murder)

No!!




(She jumps at COTTON, putting




her arms around his wounded




shoulder.)






COTTON




(screaming in pain.)

Damn it woman!




(COTTON fires the gun again




wildly, as DAISY tries to get




the gun out of his hand. JOE 




ED gets up off the floor and




runs towards COTTON holding




a chair over his head. COTTON




knocks DAISY off of him and




wheels around to shoot her just 




as JOE ED hits him with the chair




breaking it over his head. As




the pieces fall all around COTTON




drops the gun and collapses onto 




the floor. JOE ED continues to




beat COTTON with the remaining 




shards of chair. JOE ED finishes




this and drops the shards to the




ground. JOE ED looks down at them,




at what he has done and he begins




to pull DAISY out from under COTTON’S




body.)

SCENE NINE





JOE ED

Are you all right?






DAISY




(Dazed)

I…I…?






JOE ED

You son-of-a-bitch!



(JOE ED begins kicking COTTON’S




body. COTTON doesn’t react.)









DAISY

Stop it! He’s dead!






JOE ED

(still kicking)

I just want to make sure!






DAISY

Is Valentine here?




(JOE ED snaps out of it.)






JOE ED

I saw his headlights comin’!





DAISY

How do ya know it was him?






JOE ED

Nobody else’d be comin’ this way at this time in the mornin’!






DAISY

What’re we gonna do?






JOE ED
Help me prop him up!






DAISY

Where?






JOE ED

Follow my lead!




(They begin putting him up in the




chair where he was sitting.)





DAISY

You’ve been shot!






JOE ED
Don’t worry bout it!



     (JOE ED lays COTTON’S head down on the



table.)






JOE ED

Does he look like he’s asleep?






DAISY

He looks like he’s dead.






JOE ED

Damn it!




(JOE ED tries to prop his head




up. As the sound of a car pulling




up is heard outside.)






DAISY

What are we gonna do?






JOE ED
Hide behind the counter, when I distract him, shoot him!





DAISY

Why do I have to do it?






JOE ED

Cause I don’t kill people!





DAISY

You didn’t have any problem killing him!






JOE ED
I had to or he’d’ve kill ya!






DAISY

Fine! 




(DAISY takes off towards the counter.)






JOE ED




(Heavy whisper)

Daisy wait!






DAISY




(stopping)

What?






JOE ED

You’ll need this.




(JOE ED kicks the gun over to DAISY




who stoops and picks it up and drops




behind the counter. JOE ED slides 




behind a table as the front door




opens. There is no one in the doorway




at first. Just the sound of rain, 




followed by lighting and thunder. 




Then MR. VALENTINE fills the doorway.




He then enters he is in a trenchcoat




that is soaked from the rain. He has




a thick mustache and graying temples.




He holds a green suitcase in his left




hand and a revolver in his right. He




stands there for a beat.)






MR. VALENTINE

Hey Cotton!




(Pause)






MR. VALENTINE

Where’s that idiot brother of yours?



(Pause)






MR. VALENTINE




(calling out)

Booker! Joe Ed!




(Pause)






MR. VALENTINE

Looks like we’re alone, and you got to be sleeping.




(MR.VALNETINE moves around the space




looking around quietly. He moves up




behind COTTON and points the gun at




him.)






MR. VALENTINE

If there’s anybody here ya better come out now!




(Pause)






MR. VALENTINE

Fine with me. I guess ya took care of ‘em like you said you would, but...there’s been a change in plans.




(MR. VALENTINE opens fire into




COTTON who’s body reacts violently




to the bullets and collapses to 




the floor. MR. VALENTINE stands




over his body.)






MR. VALENTINE

Like shooting fish in a barrel.




(MR. VALENTINE moves towards the door.

DAISY peaks up over the counter. As

JOE ED stands up.)






JOE ED
Freeze Valentine!




(Valentine stops.)






MR. VALENTINE

Joe Ed is that you?






JOE ED

Yes it is.






MR. VALENTINE

That’s too bad.




(VALENTINE whirls around and




fires at JOE ED who gets hit




and drops to the ground. DAISY




proceeds to unload the four




last rounds into VALENTINE’S




back, he drops to the floor




and fires off one last round




before he collapses.)




(Beat)






DAISY

Joe Ed you okay?






JOE ED

I’ve been shot! Again!






DAISY

I’m coming.

(DAISY begins to get dressed into




her red power suit.)






DAISY

Where did he hit ya?






JOE ED

The shoulder.






DAISY

You gonna be okay?




(JOE ED has come to standing)






JOE ED

I’ll be better when I see that money!






DAISY

Sure ya not hurt?




(Pause. JOE ED looks at her.)






JOE ED

No I definitely am.






DAISY

What can I do?





JOE ED

Get the keys out of my pocket.




(DAISY retrieves the car keys.)






JOE ED

Is that the case?






DAISY

Yeah, Cotton said it had 300 grand in it.






JOE ED




(realizing)

300 grand! Hot damn! Open that case up, I wanna look at it!






DAISY

You got it partner.




(DAISY opens the case. Her face




changes. JOE ED doesn’t understand)






DAISY

Joe Ed?






JOE ED

What is it?






DAISY

We’ve been double crossed.




(DAISY holds up shredded news paper)






JOE ED

No way…no way!




(JOE ED rushes towards the case)






JOE ED

No.




(JOE ED grabs the case and dumps




it on to the floor. The newspaper




comes falling out. JOE ED drops 




to his knees, beside it, staring 




blankly at it. THUNDER and LIGHTING)





DAISY

What happened? Where’s all the money?






JOE ED




(exasperated)

Nothing but a brief case full of headlines!





DAISY

Where could it be?






JOE ED




(turning on her)

I don’t know!






DAISY

Maybe it’s in his car!




(THUNDER and LIGHTING)






JOE ED
It wouldn’t be…not part of his plan. 






DAISY

Why not?






JOE ED

You still don’t get it, do ya? It was a set up! All along! 
The money was his insurance policy. If he couldn’t collect, we wouldn’t either.




(Pause)






DAISY

We should get you to a hospital.






JOE ED

Don’t bother.






DAISY

Come on, you’ve been shot!




(Pause. JOE ED turns and looks at




her.)






JOE ED

I’m dead already.






DAISY

No you’re not, we can make a run for it.






JOE ED

They’d find me…






DAISY

…No they wouldn’t.




(Pause, THUNDER and LIGHTING)






JOE ED

You’d better leave.






DAISY

I’m not leaving you.






JOE ED

Take Valentine’s car and go.






DAISY

We can make it.






JOE ED

Where?






DAISY

Anywhere.






JOE ED
(cynically)

I got nowhere I want to be more than here. What can I say I like this place.






DAISY

You’re not coming with me?




(Pause)






JOE ED

Goodbye Daisy.




(DAISY goes and gets the keys out




of VALENTINE’S pocket. She makes




her way to the door. THUNDER and 

LIGHTING. She turns around.)



DAISY

Joe Ed?




(Pause)






DAISY

Don’t you want to know my real name?




(Pause)






JOE ED




(he lights a cigarette)

No…




(Thunder and lighting. DAISY




leaves through the door. The




lights begin to fade as the




sound of rain and thunder fill




the space. After the lights go




out. There are three flashes 




of lighting.)

THE END
