











injustice,

r-ning!
ement —

a rat’s ass
you were
e the two?
; an artist.

Juffer says
ng money

way, little
reen card.

JOT more

your mas-
Lets you
Jeaps onto

ger sound,

he sees it,

arms open,

better judg-

ment.)

SANDY. Right.

LESTER. (Cooing) An aaaangel.

SANDY. I'm not going south.

LESTER. Come on. It’s right up your alley. You're anti-gun, anti-
redneck, and I KNOW you don’t believe in a higher power,
SANDY. How would you know that?

LESTER. You're working here, aren’t you?

SANDY. Don’t remind me.

LESTER. And take Lumpy with you.

SANDY. His name is Lenny. And what for? He’s a photographer.
You think an angel wants its picture taken?

LESTER. Take some money. Pay it off.

SANDY. It doesn’t need money.

LESTER. Take the Platinum card.

SANDY. It’s an ANGEL!

LESTER. (4s if Sandy is pathetic and the game is over,) What the
hell’s the matter with you? There’s no angel. Take some money to
pay whatever rednecks cooked this up and get ’em to sell it to us
and not the Enquirer. Get some pictures, too, redneck hunters and
anything dressed in an angel costume.

SANDY. Why don't you just simulate it in the studio?

LESTER. Those arty-farts? They'll want to hire eight models and
a catering crew. Besides, this justifies the travel budget. Take my
“home boy” Lumpy.

SANDY. Lenny. I am not going south.

LESTER. You're going and that’s that.

SANDY. (Back to voice.) And that was that. (Exit Sandy and Lester.
Lights up on Duwell and Duane, in the swamp, sitting back-to-back,
holding rifles.) |

DUANE. (Forlornly) And that’s that.

DUWELL. I cain’t believe we shot it.

DUANE. T had so many plans.

DUWELL. I cain’t believe we shot it.

DUANE. I was gonna get a double-wide. For Christmas. For me
and Jo-leen. For Christmas. Not this Christmas, but, you know,
some Christmas.

DUWELL. I caint believe we shot i.

DUANE. (Annoyed.) Would you mind sayin’ something else, please?
DUWELL. (Thinks for a moment.) 1 caint believe you shot it.
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.. That’s ’cause

we're all different. And while I may be Black, I am not some ex-slave
visiting the plantation. 'm a photographer with a job to do. Even
my camera got room for black and white in it without a quarrel.
SANDY. Sorry. I dido’t mean to offend you with my openmind- -
edness.

LENNY. Now go in there and get us some food!

SANDY. You're not coming?

LENNY. Are you crazy? I'm a three-hundred-pound Black man in
Alabama! These crackers aint gonna talk to me!

SANDY. I thought you said —

LENNY. I was talkin’ to you! You one of the smart White people!
Now get inside before they shoots us for diluting the racial order!
(Sandy jumps out. He starts, stops, then turns back to Lenny, who can't
control his laughter.)

SANDY. You're messing with me.

LENNY (Laughing hard.) Sorry, man. You too easy. You got guilt
written all over you.

SANDY. TI'll go get some donuts, OK, Malcolm? You and the
nation of Islam just relax. (Lenny puts hands behind head, grinning.
Lights off on them, Lights up on Duane and Duwell, Duwell is cir-
cling around Duane nervously.)

DUANE. Just relax. Just relax.

DUWELL. (Almost hyperventilating.) How can we relax? First we
shot an angel, then it drown-ded, now it’s a missing person.
DUANE. (Raising hand.) Ooh! Ooh!I got an idea! We call Sheriff
Otis down at the fish and game office. We tell him, we tell-him,
we think-we-think-we-think-we-think we saw hunters shootin’
out of season — yeah! Shootin’ out of season — and he ought to
check it out.

DUWELL. What'll we say they was shootin’?

DUANE. Anything besides ducks. A deer. An elk. A Democrat. As
long as it'll get him to come out.

DUWELL. But if he comes out, then he might find the angel.
DUANE. Exactly. He'll find it, and we'll be long gone.
DUWELL. Then what?

DUANE. Then who cares? It’s the fish and game’s problem.
DUWELL. What if it tells?

DUANE. What if what tells?

DUWELL. The angel? What if it tells on us?

DUANE. (Mocking.) “What if it tells on us?” Who'’s it gonna tell?
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DUWELL. (Nodding.) And he’s Duane.

DUANE. Duwell!

DUWELL. Cmon, Duane.

SANDY. Mister, we mean you no harm. We received a phone call.
DUANE. Oh, really? (Staring at Duwell.) Which one of the twelve?
SANDY. We're with a newspaper.

DUANE. What newspaper?

SANDY. Actually, it’s a tabloid.

DUWELL. You can swallow it?

SANDY. A tabloid. The Weekly World and Globe.

DUWELL. (7Thrilled.) Holy sheet!

DUANE. You gotta be kiddin!

DUWELL. (Dancing around.) Holy sheet!

DUANE. Duwell’s a big fan.

DUWELL. The Weekly World and Globe! Here in our swamp!

- (Runs and embraces Sandy.)

SANDY. Yes. (Squirming. ) Miracles happen.

DUWELL. (7o Duane.) Miracles happen! (Grabs paper from pocket.)
Ob, look! Look! I got your latest one right here. Picked it up at the
Piggly Wiggly. Got the wolf-boy story, And that picture of Lot’s wife,
a big pillar of salt, and — Oh! Hey! Whatever happened to that half-
man-half-alligator? Did he ever avenge hisself?

SANDY. (Beat.) It’s an ongoing investigation.

DUWELL. Holy turd bird, Duane! The World and Globe!

DUANE. Its amazing, Duwell.

DUWELL. (Beat.) Hey. How come you call it the “weekly” Warld
and Globe but it comes out twice a week.

SANDY. It's a mystery.

DUWELL. Why not call it the bi-weekly World and Globe:
SANDY. Well ... (He looks at dumb expression on Duane and
Duwells faces.) ... they thought if we called it a “bi-weekly,” read-
ers might think it was a gay magazine. (4 pause.)

DUANE. Well that’s just silly.

DUWELL. Yeah. Bi ain’t gay. Bi is bi.

DUANE. Gay implies sexual activity between a single sex.
DUWELL. Bi-sexuals engage with both sexes.

DUANE. Men and women.

DUWELL. So your readership could go up.

DUANE. Men and women. _
DUWELL. Plus “bi-weekly” might attract homosexuals and lesbians.
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ACT TWO

Darkness. Sound of a song like Clyde McPhatters ‘A Lover’s
Question. ™ Lights up on Woman and Gator dancing together
to the music. After a short while, Gator Man exits and Woman
sits down, as if resting between dances. Enter Sand)y, watching
this. Woman, in dream mode, doesn't acknowledge him.

VOICE. What is it? |

SANDY. Sorry. Just that song.

VOICE. What about it?

SANDY. Nothing. One of those fond memory things.

VOICE. A girl?

SANDY. Isnt that where most fond memories begin?

VOICE. Who was she?

SANDY. Oh, along time ago. In Birmingham. A late night joint.
This was playing on a jukebox. “A Lover’s Question.” And she ...
(A chuckle.) she always had a lot of questions.

WOMAN. What was it like? Going to college?

SANDY. (Half to voice, half to her) She was so ... innocent, you
know?

WOMAN. What's it like, seeing your name in the newspaper?
SANDY. She made me feel special. They're the worst kind, aren’t
they? The ones that make you feel special?

WOMAN. What do your friends call you, Mister?

SANDY. (Turning.) Sandy.

WOMAN. Do you wanna dance, Sandy? (Music up. A slow roman-
tic song. They fall into a step. Sandy is awkward, steps on ber toes. He
breaks away, embarrassed, but she encourages him back. They smile
and rejoin. Clearly enjoying each other. They move in closer, then final-
by, he embraces her hard, as if holding onto a memory. Woman slowly
pulls away from him and departs. Music down. A saddened Sandy
turns back to the voice.) |

SANDY. Anyhow ... I left you hanging on that story, didn’t I?

* See Special Note on Songs and Recordings on copyright page.
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DUWELL. You seen a duck flinch?

- DUANE. Yeah. Offa MY bullet, not yours.

DUWELL. (Starting to try the angel wing on his shoulder,) How do
you know it was your bullet?

DUANE. ’Cause | know, OK?

DUWELL. How do you know it was a flinch? How do you know
it wasn't just scratchin’ itself, or rubbin’ its eye, or —

DUANE. DAMN YOU, DUWELL! (Slapping him across the belly,
the wing drops.) TAKE THAT WING OFF! WE AIN'T TRYIN’
OUT FOR NO CHRISTMAS PAGEANT HERE! NOW CON-
CENTRATE ON THE PROBLEM AT HAND!

DUWELL. Eternal damnation? -

DUANE. PRICE! This here angel-sightin’ business is just like the
flea market. There’s buyers and sellers.

DUWELL. Which one are we?

DUANE. What?

DUWELL. The buyers or the sellers?

DUANE. Duwell, if they turned Alabama upside down and shook
it until everyone with a brain fell out, you'd still be in your kitchen.
DUWELL. (Pause.) So are we the buyers or the sellers?

DUANE. We're the shooters, Duwell! That makes us a hot com-
modity.

DUWELL. (Glumly.) Yeah. Hot as the devil.

DUANE. Not that kinda hot. Hot like a fishin’ license When the
river’s high! Hot like a Hooters girl in a bar fulla truckers! Now
lookie here. Do we gotta deal with these two boys from the Warld
and Globe?

DUWELL. Whatchu mean?

DUANE. I mean maybe we can do better.

DUWELL. It's the Weekly World and Globe, Duane. It don't get no
better than that.

DUANE. What about them TV people? The ones sound like they
from the government?

DUWELL. What about em?

DUANE. Maybe they’ll double the offer for our story!
DUWELL. You said we're doomed.

DUANE. Well, being doomed is a hell of a story, aint it? Damn it,
Duwell, if I gotra spend the rest of my days in flames, can’t [ get
me a few toys before I go?

DUWELL. Duane, I don’t know.
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DUANE. Well, That's the difference between me and you,
Duwell. I know and you don'.

DUWELL. Maybe we should tell the world about her.

DUANE. Tell the world?

DUWELL. About the angel. And her goodness. And her purity.
Maybe that’s our calhng, Duane, Maybe that’s what we’re here on
earth for. Maybe we're like ... the two wise men. (Long pause as they
look to the heavens and comzder this.)

DUANE. Don be a fool, Duwell. That's only when a baby is
born. (Lights up on Kansas in store, as Sandy Enters.)

KANSAS. Baby been born yet?

SANDY. Excuse me?

KANSAS. Your significant other? In the car?

SANDY. Trust me. If thac significant other gives birth, the world
will know about it.

KANSAS. Will we read it in your newspaper?

SANDY. Ohhhh, yeah. My newspaper’s the perfect place.
KANSAS. So whatcha need this time? I'm gonna have to re-order
- donuts.

SANDY. I just need a few more staples. (He pulls beer off the shelf.
along with snack fbods ). And I need a favor.

KANSAS. A favor given is a favor promised in return.

SANDY. Sorry?

KANSAS. Somethin’ my mama always says. I think where you
come from it goes, “There’s no such thing as a free lunch.”
SANDY. (Impressed.) You're right. There isn’t. Your mama sounds
pretty smart.

KANSAS. And the apple doesnt fall far from the tree.

SANDY. You in school?

KANSAS. One more year of high school. I'm hopin’ to go to college.
SANDY. Around here?

KANSAS. Yup. Why?

SANDY. Oh, I dont know. I mean, there might be some better
colleges a little further ... north.

KANSAS. What makes ’em better? Shakespeare got a New York
accent?

SANDY. No, it’s just ... Never mind. 'm sure the colleges around
here are fine,

KANSAS. They are if they can make me smarter. Anyhow, thIS is
my home. Dont you have feelings for your home?
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SANDY. I never really had one.

KANSAS. A feeling?

SANDY. A home. I moved around a lot ... Anyhow, about that
favor. (He reaches for his money,) If some other folks from some
other news agencies come through here, asking about this silly
angel thing, could you just (Holds money out.) sort of forget you
ever heard anything about it?

KANSAS. (She studies the offer.) Forgettin’s easy. It dont require

- payment.

SANDY. (Embarrassed.) Sorry. 'm used to people holding me up.
(Exit Sandy and Kansas. Lights up on Dmm‘e, Duwell and Lenny, all
exhausted,)

LENNY. Hold up.

DUANE. What?

LENNY. Let’s stop for a minute. (They plop down. As Lenny does,
he sits on something.) Ow ... shit!

DUWELL. We're out of paper.

DUANE. Use a leaf. (Lenny reaches beneath him, finds a round
shiny tiara.)

LENNY. Whoa ... mama. I think our angel is a stripper.
DUANE. Whatcha got there? (He sniffs it.)

LENNY. (Staring at him.) What are you, a Golden Retriever?
DUWELL. (Stunned.) It’s bers.

DUANE. (Freaked.) Oh, no, oh, no ...
crown things ... a teerarium!

LENNY. A tiara, you nitwit. (Duwell takes the tiara and admires it,
tries it on his head.)

DUANE. Quick! Dig a hole and bury it

DUWELL. Duane’s afraid she might not be the forgivin’ kind.
DUANE. (Angry.) And Duwell thinks she’s gonna meet us at the
pearly gates with a medal for marksmanship.

DUWELL. I just said she might not be mad.

DUANE. She’s already missing a wing and a crown! How much
more has to fall off before she loses her temper?

LENNY. Let’s wait here till Sandy gets back.

DUANE. Suits me fine. (They assume relaxed positions. Duane senses
an opening.) And, uh ... while we have a moment ... My brother
and I have been re—c0n31der1ng our situation.

LENNY. Come again? (Duwell, uncomfortable, tries to /aold Duane
back, but can’.)

it's one of them holy
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I ain’t listenin’!

DUWELL. But you cant take money for pieces of an angel.
DUANE. And why not?

DUWELL. They ain’t ours to sell.

DUANE. Finders keepers.

DUWELL. I don’t think that applies to angels.

DUANE. They done fell off her, OK? Now where’s my waders? |
may have to float out into Mudder’s Lake and find us some more
riches, hee-hee! (He removes his pants to reveal ridiculous boxer shorts.
He crawls inside tent, bis rear end sticking out.) They're in here some-
where. (As he fusses, the glowing light comes up from bebind the tent.
Duwell is mesmerized,)

DUWELL. Duane ..

DUANE. Hang on, I gotta find my Wadcrs

DUWELL. The Lady’s smiling at me .

DUANE. Yep. Lady Luck’s gonna be smiling at me, too, once | get
that money.

DUWELL. Yes maam ...

DUANE. Yes what?

DUWELL. I understand ..

DUANE. Well, it’s about time, Duwell. We're gonna be rich.
DUWELL. I will do as you ask ..

DUANE. That’s music to my ears.

DUWELL. Take me.

DUANE. ... Say what?

DUWELL. Take me now.

- DUANE. Duwell...?
. DUWELL. Lift me up. Let me feel your goodness. (Duane spins

around, holding a gunny sack.)

DUANE. You gone queer on me, aintcha? I knew it. Too much
time in the woods. Like them Deliverance fellows. “Squeal like a
pig. Squeal like a pig!” (Angel light fades.)

DUWELL. No ...

DUANE. (Dressing fast.) You're damn right, no! A thousand times
no! Go find a farm animal like ever’body else.

DUWELL. I know what I must do.

DUANE. Hey! (Snapping fingers.) Duwell! Snap outa your home-
oromeo fantasy and gimme a hand with this thing.

DUWELL. I know what I must do.

DUANE. I know what you must do, too. You must help me get
the wing inside this gunny sack.
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SANDY. (1o Lenny,) Thanks a lot.

DUANE. (Grabbing paper.) 1 believe this means our price just
went up?

DUWELL. No deals, Duane. These things ain’t ours. They’re hers.
And she wants "em back.

DUANE. And how in fat farts name would you know that?
DUWELL. BECAUSE SHE TOLD ME! (Others freeze. Sandy
steps. away. Lights down on others.)

SANDY. (70 the Voice.) She told him. Apparently, Duwell and the
angel had some sort of psychic connection — which proves the
meek really will inherit the earth,

VOICE. Why him? |

SANDY. I don’t know. Maybe because he didn’t over think it.
VOICE. You mean because he believed? -

SANDY. Well, they’re the same thing, aren’t they? I mean, isnt
over thinking the death of belief?

VOICE. How do you mean?

SANDY. Remember all the stuff you were sure about as a kid?
Santa Claus? The Tooth Fairy?

VOICE. Yes.

SANDY. Once you started “thinking it through” they went away
right?

VgOICE. You're saying Duwell believed in the Tooth Fairy?
SANDY. (Thoughtfully,) Yeah. Pretty much.

VOICE. And the rest of you?

SANDY. Well, let’s just say we had our epiphanies. (Lights up on
others, now sitting around a small campfire, Duane and Duwell eat-
ing and drinking. Lenny sprawled as if exhausted. They are noticeably
messier. Sandy puts cell phone to his ear, steps to the side.)

LENNY. Three hours of swamp search and nothing.

DUANE. That’s how it is with the huntin’ business. Feast or
phantom.

DUWELL. (Nodding.) Feast or phantom.

LENNY. My cameras are ruined.

SANDY. (Flipping off phone.) Well, you boys are getting richer all
the time.

DUANE. Say that again?

SANDY. The Weekly World and Globe is now prepared to give you
eight thousand dollars for exclusive rights.

DUANE. You hear that Duwell! Eight grand for our rights!
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like “Lover’ Question” begin. Gator Man lowers his head. Puts down

- coffee cup. Stands. Looks both ways, then looks smzzg/at at audience.

. He removes his jacket, revealing two giant angels’ wings. Then be pulls

 off the Gator head, revealing Duwell. He smiles, turns his back,
'-t/mws his hands up into a beam of light from above. Black out.)

End of Play
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