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Cast of Characters

BETSY:    50's

HENRY:           50's

WILLARD:  20's

 

Place
Kitchen

Time
Evening 
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Setting: The play takes place inside a large but old fashioned styled 
country kitchen.  Things are old like the stove, countertops, 
refrigerator, table and chairs, curtains but all kept in excellent 
condition.

At Rise:  The play opens with Henry sitting down and Betsy moving 
about the kitchen pouring more liquor and ice into glasses.
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BETSY:  It's one of them hot and bothersome days; not enough spike in 
my whiskey to cool my heels.  For the life of me I just can't think 
straight. I realize I have to make a decision, but this one's tough. 
(beat)  He's been given every chance...such a burden that boy.  Ha! 
Boy!  He's a full grown man that one, with the mind of a troubled 
teen...it's no use, he's getting in the way of business.  Can't have 
that.  Can't have that little son of a bitch turning this place on 
its face.  Not after all my sacrifice.  (sighs)  He's honest.  That's 
his trouble.  Doesn't know when or even how to keep his mouth shut. 
Tried so many times to peel his baby blue eyes back, make him 
see...can't get in...mm...it's my fault..should have sent him away 
but;  ah...(sighs)  couldn't do that.  He'll be a headache removed 
but replaced with what?  Guilt?  He didn't ask to be born, mm, not 
the way he is, not the way we are...

HENRY:  Could always cut him off.

BETSY:  Off?

HENRY:  Out.

BETSY:  Impossible.

HENRY:  Get him out somewhere, doing less.

BETSY:  That boy needs to see me.

HENRY:  Keep him on the ranch, see you in the mornings.

BETSY:  I'm still wide awake in the mornings.

HENRY:  Supper time then.  When he's coming back and you're about to 
leave.

BETSY:  Supper.

HENRY:  M-hmm.

BETSY:  Supper time would work.  We'll have to get him a whole new 
schedule, make him feel important, make him feel as though being on 
the ranch is the most helpful thing he could do for me.  I don't 
know!

HENRY:  You could try it out, see what happens.

BETSY:  He's too set in his ways.

HENRY:  Betsy, it's worth a try.

BETSY:  I know it is but still, he may not go for it.

HENRY:  You know the alternative.
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BETSY:  Yes, yes I do.

HENRY:  Try it out, see how he takes it.

BETSY:  All that drinking, smoking, gambling and women! He'll never 
leave the parlor.  What the hell was I thinking?!

HENRY:  You did the best you could.

BETSY:  Did I??

HENRY:  You didn't ask for his life to be in your hands.

BETSY:  It's not that he hasn't been good for me.  Not everything is 
anxious.

HENRY:  That I can agree on.  (chuckles)

BETSY:  My sister'll be turning in her grave.  Some nights I swear I 
could hear her whisper in my ears.  We just buying time, ain't we? 
But them police are moving in.  It's getting harder and harder to 
keep them at bay.

HENRY:  Betsy, slow down.  Everything is in your control.

BETSY:  Not for long!  I feel them coming for me!

HENRY:  When's the last time you went off somewhere..took a break?

BETSY:  Off somewhere?  Don't you know, I don't go off anywhere!

HENRY:  Maybe it's time you did.

BETSY:  And do what?  Step on lantern flies?

HENRY:  Betsy, you need not worry about anything here.

BETSY:  No?

HENRY:  I'll take the reins while you're away.

BETSY:  Henry, I trust ya, you know that, but if I step away from the 
wheel for longer than a day, things'll come tumbling down.

HENRY:  That ain't so.

BETSY:  My presence is needed!  I can't go off on some break when all 
my worry stays here.

HENRY:  Betsy Sue, you are one stubborn woman.  You think I can't 
handle things while you're gone?
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BETSY:  ...You could...it would be different..here..without me, mm.

HENRY:  Everything is safe with me.

BETSY:  The thought of leaving doesn't sit right with me.

HENRY:  That's cause you've never stepped out of your comfort zone. 
I'm telling you, it'll be good for you.  Remember that time I left to 
go up north?

Betsy nods.

HENRY:  How was I when I came back?

BETSY:  You smiled.

HENRY:  And I never smile.

BETSY:  You don't.

HENRY:  Take a leave of absence.  Leave Willard here with me and 
you'll be stress free.

BETSY:  Where'd you expect me to go?

HENRY:  ...Florida, don't everybody go to Florida eventually?

BETSY:  Expect me to go to Disneyland?

HENRY:  Why not?

BETSY:  I always wanted to go to Disneyland.  They got that 'It's a 
small small world' ride there.  I always wanted to be on that ride, 
mm, I do love Mickey Mouse...don't be a donkey Henry!  I'm too old 
for all them rides!

HENRY:  Disneyland is a magical place for any age.  It's the only 
time I ever..how should I say it; it's the closest thing I ever 
experienced that I would imagine childhood was like.

BETSY:  Don't you be so daft!

HENRY:  Made me feel like I had an idea of what being a kid could 
have been like..honest to God.

BETSY:  That's a tall order.

HENRY:  I ain't ever told that to anyone before.

BETSY:  You saying Disneyland is gonna turn me into a five year old 
girl again?
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HENRY:  I'm saying, it could!

BETSY:  Now I know for sure you're full of horse radish.

Henry laughs.

HENRY:  You'll be eating cotton candy whilst you watch them fireworks 
and you'll be running around the great water fountain and goin' on 
all the fastest roller coaster rides, all those water rides too, with 
hot dogs and pretzels and ice cream and soda fountains and you will 
never wish to come back.

Betsy turns with a revolver and blasts Henry
in the back of the head.

Henry's head and lifeless body fall forward 
on the kitchen table.

BETSY:  Ain't nobody goin' to Disneyland.  You think I'm stupid? 
What in the hell is wrong with you?

Betsy sits beside Henry and lights a cigarette.

Disneyland...yeah.  While I'm out there being a little girl you'll be 
here taking over, making sure everything that's mine is taken away. 
I know you long enough to know what you were planning.  How'd that 
work out for ya?  

(calling)  Willard?!  

Betsy gets up from her chair and goes
toward the front window. 

BETSY:  WILLARD?!  Get yourself in here!

She goes back to sitting, puffing her cigarette.

Enter Willard.

Willard notices Henry and screams.

BETSY:  Listen up son, it's getting dark outside and at full 
nightfall, you are going to bury Henry.

WILLARD:  Why Henry?

BETSY:  Cause he's dead.

WILLARD:  Why's he dead?

BETSY: Cause I shot him in the head.
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WILLARD:  Why'd you go and do a thing like that for?

BETSY:  Because Henry wanted me to go to Disneyland.

WILLARD:  What's wrong with Disneyland?

BETSY:  Ain't nothin' wrong with Disneyland son.

WILLARD:  I like Disneyland.

BETSY:  Willard, don't start.

WILLARD:  Can we go to Disneyland?

BETSY:  Son of a bitch.

WILLARD:  I wanna go to Disneyland!

BETSY:  Here's the deal – 

WILLARD:  I WANNA GO TO DISNEYLAND!

BETSY:  Shut your trap and listen!!!  (pause.)  You bury Henry 
exactly as I say...and, and I'll take you to Disneyland.

Willard hugs Betsy.

BETSY:  Come on now, you're all sweaty like a wet dog.  Stop it, stop 
it!

Willard backs off.

BETSY:  Go get me some towels upstairs in the closet.  We gotta soak 
up all this blood before it gets too overwhelming.

Willard runs upstairs.

BETSY:  (to Henry)  I gave you my time, Henry.  We coulda had 
something genuine but you waited too long.  And as you can see, I'm 
not a woman who likes to wait forever.

Betsy searches through Henry's pockets.
She pulls out cash, cigarettes and then
a sparkling diamond ring.

Betsy gives Henry a blank stare.

Willard comes bulldozing down the stairs
with towels.

WILLARD:  TOWELS!
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BETSY:  Why are you so – damnit boy! Why are you so LOUD all the 
time?  Can't you go up and down them stairs quietly?  

WILLARD:  Sorry.

BETSY:  What's wrong with you boy?

WILARD:  Sorry.

BETSY:  Boom, boom, boom, boom, BOOM!  Like roaring thunder in this 
house day and night and it's all likely to come crashing down on us 
one day on account of you!

WILLARD:  Sorry.

BETSY:  Stop being sorry and use your mind!  (beat)  Go get a shovel 
in the basement, QUIETLY.  

Willard tippy toes exaggeratedly out of 
the kitchen and downstairs.

BETSY:  Who's this ring for Henry?  Hmm?  One of your whores?  Mm..
(staring at the ring)  (she puts it on)  Perfect fit...the exact 
setting I always wanted...you were – ...?  (she downs her drink) 
(she downs Henry's drink) 

Willard comes tippy toeing back into the 
kitchen.

WILLARD:  Shovel.

BETSY:  When ah...okay...when ah, it's completely dark, I want you to 
ah, to dig a hole see, I want you to dig a hole to put Hennn (Betsy 
falls into a chair) (clears her throat)  Put Henry in the hole and 
bury him...got it you stupid son of a bitch?

WILLARD:  Then we going to Disneyland?

BETSY: (solemnly looks ahead) Then we'll go to Disneyland...

END OF PLAY


