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Where am I going?  I don't quite know. What does it matter where people
go?

— A. A. Milne, "Spring Morning"

Behold, I shew you a mystery; We shall not all sleep, but we shall all be changed, In a moment,
in the twinkling of an eye, at the last trump: for the trumpet shall sound, and the dead shall be

raised incorruptible, and we shall be changed.

I CORINTHIANS 15: 51,52



To Barbara
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OLD MAN
Aint none of us like we was.

(crawling into his tent for the night)
Better git used to it.

Addie Belle curls up under the broken palm tree, covering herself with some of the fronds.  The
troubadour strums his guitar softly.  A YOUNG WOMAN sings;

YOUNG WOMAN
0 little town of Bethlehem,
How still we see thee lie …

The facade of the house rises into the flies, revealing Baxter's kitchen.  The rabbits are bedding
down by the stove.  Baxter and Delores issue blankets and pillows.

YOUNG WOMAN
Above thy deep and dreamless sleep
The silent stars go by.

BAXTER
There now — everybody comfy?

The rabbits nod gratefully, nearly asleep already.  Delores lights a candle and Baxter closes the
blinds, shutting out the glowing 7-11 sign in the distance.

BAXTER
See you in the morning.  Sweet dreams.  And a very
merry Christmas.

He and Delores tip-toe out of the room.  In the yard, the young woman continues singing:

YOUNG WOMAN
Yet in thy dark streets shineth
The everlasting light;
The hopes and fears of all the

years
Are met in thee tonight.

Baxter and Delores re-enter.  Delores is wearing shortie pajamas, and Baxter has on a robe, a
night cap, and slippers.  Delores holds up the candle.  The rabbits are sound asleep.  Baxter
takes a pistol from his pocket and screws on a silencer.  As the woman continues singing,
Baxter approaches the rabbits stealthily ands begins shooting them in the head, one by one, the
sound of the pistol retorts no louder than the pop-top on a drink can.

YOUNG WOMAN
How silently, how silently,
The wondrous gift is giv'n!
So God imparts to human hearts
The blessings of his heav'n

The final victim, one of the rabbit children, sits up in alarm, clutching her blanket about her
fearfully.

BAXTER
Whatsa matter, child?  Havin' a bad dream?

(as the rabbit nods uncertainly)
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Well, you just lay back down, honeybunch — aint nothin'
gonna bother you here.

The rabbit lies back slowly.  Baxter kneels, gives her a kiss on the forehead, and puts the pillow
over her face suddenly, firing the gun into it.  He stands up, shivering a bit in spite of himself.
Feathers from the pillow drift about him like snow flakes.

BAXTER
(to Delores)

Git the pot.

Delores takes a large cooking pot from the cabinet.  Baxter lifts Junior's body up and drags him
to a chopping block by the sink, dumping him on his back. Junior's legs dangle from the block,
and his head hangs back in the sink.  All the while, the woman continues singing:

YOUNG WOMAN
No ear may hear his coming
But in this world of sin,
Where meek souls will
Receive Him, still
The dear Christ enters in.

Baxter grabs a meat cleaver from the rack and holds it poised over Junior's throat.  Slowly, he
lifts the gleaming edge up in the air.  Then, with a single, powerful stroke, he chops off Junior's
head, holding the dripping thing up by the ears.

BAXTER
Hope you come from good stock, rabbit, cause that's
where you're goin' — in the stock pot!

He tosses the head into the pot.  Delores reaches inside and removes the coonskin hat, making
a face as she tosses it aside.  Baxter bends over the body, chopping away with gusto.  The
facade of the house glides down, closing off the carnage.

Scene Two:  "I Bleeve They Call It the Shag "

Dawn.  The first rays of light touch the sky.  The birds begin chirping.  The 7-11 sign comes on
in the distance.  In the yard, the tenants are still asleep.  Junior and his family enter, standing
over Addie Belle.  The rabbits are wearing pink outfits now, spattered with dark bloodstains.
The costumes stop at the wrists, neck, and ankles, revealing the faces and hands and feet of
the actors themselves, whose pale, innocent features represent the departing spirits of the
rabbits.

JUNIOR
(nudging Addie Belle gently)

Addie Belle?  Time to get up, Addie Belle.

Addie Belle groans and pulls a palm frond back over her head.  Junior smiles, lifting the frond
away.

JUNIOR
Rise and shine!

Addie Belle wakes up.  She blinks in surprise and sits up slowly.
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JUNIOR
Morning.

ADDIE BELLE
Junior?  I didn't know you could talk — and you look so diff
'rent this morning, all of you, so rested
and fresh.  Isn't it a wonder what a good night's sleep will
do for a person?

JUNIOR
We'll have to hurry.  We don't have much time.  He'll be
waking up soon, and we've got to catch him by surprise.

ADDIE BELLE
Who?

JUNIOR
Your son, Baxter.  He killed us, Addie Belle.  Me, and
Marcilene and all the little ones.

ADDIE BELLE
You're … dead?  Oh, my.  Oh, no.  Baxter?  My Baxter?

JUNIOR
Yes.  And we'll have to leave shortly, but before we go …
I was hoping you'd invite us to his birthday party.  Bake
him a marble swirl devil's food delight.

 (locking eyes with her)
The children — they've never been to a party.  Be a real
treat, don't you think?

ADDIE BELLE
He won't let me in.

JUNIOR
He will if we get some kerosene from the 7-11 and clean
you up.

ADDIE BELLE
(struggling to her feet)

Time is it?

JUNIOR
Must be going on seven.  They turned the sign on already.

ADDIE BELLE
Hand me my walker.

One of the little ones gets it for her.
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ADDIE BELLE
Thank you, sugar.

(to Junior)
How we gonna buy kerosene  You have any money?  I
don't have a dime.

JUNIOR
Put it on the tab.

ADDIE BELLE
I can see you never been to the 7-11.

JUNIOR
No, ma’am.  But they never seen a rabbit try to pump
kerosene, either.  Trust me. They won't believe their eyes.
Think they come across a ghost or something.

(as the children giggle)
Whoose that got my little gold footsie?

The children hoot with laughter, jumping up and down excitedly.  Addie Belle grins and rolls her
eyes.  As the group moves out of the yard, Junior is already adding to their shopping list.

JUNIOR
Get the children some bubble gum, too, and Marcilene
wants to try one of those slurpies, and me — I'd like to
taste a Budweiser beer and smoke a real Marlboro
cigarette —

 (aside)
— hear they're a lot diff’rent from rabbit tobacco!

When they have left the stage, the front door of the house is flung open suddenly.  Baxter and
Delores come out onto the landing, carrying the pot of rabbit stew between them and setting it
down carefully at the top of the steps.  Baxter is still wearing his blood-stained robe, and
Delores remains in her shortie pajamas.  She holds out the triangle and Baxter clangs on it with
his metal rod, waking up the tenants.

BAXTER
Aw right, lissen up!  Got no news this morning but good
news — special Christmas breakfast!  Big
old pot a fresh rabbit stew, prepared in the cajun manner,
and guaranteed ta please the most discriminatin' palette!
Step right up, folks — cash customers on my right, credit
on my left.

A beat.  A lone cash customer steps forward — the same one as before.

CASH CUSTOMER
How much?

BAXTER
You again?  You got my rent money?

CASH CUSTOMER
(holding up a five)

No, but I got five dollars.
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BAXTER
(grabbing the bill)

Git this genulman a bowl a stew.

Delores ladles stew into a Styrofoam bowl and gives it to the customer.  Baxter turns to his
credit line:

BAXTER
Next!

CREDIT CUSTOMER
How much?

BAXTER
Be six dollars, my good man, and a dollar interest for
every day you don't pay.

An angry murmur from the crowd.  They close in on Baxter and Delores threateningly.

BAXTER
(a note of fear in his voice)

Aw right, aw right, no interest for ninety days!

The crowd presses closer.  Baxter gives up, backing toward the door and using Delores as a
shield.

BAXTER
Okay, what the hell, it's Christmas, right?  Enjoy!

He drags Delores inside, bolting the door behind them.  The facade rises into the flies again.  In
the kitchen, Addie Belle is seated at one end of the table, in the center of which we see a
freshly-baked marble-swirl devil's food delight, with the candles already lit.  All but a few
smudges of the body paint washed away, Addie Belle sings in a purring voice reminiscent of
Marilyn Monroe's performance at the famous Garden bash for JFK:

ADDIE BELLE
Happy birthday to you
Happy birthday to you
Happy birthday … dear Baxter
Happy birthday to you!

BAXTER
(stunned)

Mama?  Whata you doin' here?

ADDIE BELLE
I wouldn't miss your birthday for all the tea in China, you
know that.

BAXTER
But — aint you dead?

ADDIE BELLE
Why I never.  Who told you such a thing as that?
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BAXTER
Uhh.

(snaps his fingers, trying to remember)

DELORES
His seester Eunice.  Lef a message weeth me, personal.

ADDIE BELLE
And who might you be?

BAXTER
My fie-ancey, Miss Delores del Mucho.

ADDIE BELLE
Well, fie-ancey or not, missy, you are sadly mistaken.  And
I'll thank you not to put aspersions on my dorter.

DELORES
Hey, I don' geeve a sheet, honderstan'?  I don' care eef
jew ded or what.  And don' be cuttin' them eyes at me,
jew broke down old puta.

BAXTER
Delores.  That's enough, Delores.  I can't have you bad-
mouthin' my mama.

DELORES
Hey, folk jew too, beeg-chot.

BAXTER
That rips it.  Pack your bags and get out of here, and I
mean pronto, Miss Mucho.

A dumbfounded stare from Delores.

BAXTER
Go on, git.

(as Delores stalks off)
I'm sorry, mama.  I ought to consulted you before I ever got
involved with that person.

(hugs Addie Belle with exaggerated warmth)
Welcome home, mama.  It's so good to see you —

(sitting down at the table)
— and my fav'rit dessert.  I — I don't know what to say.

ADDIE BELLE
It's enough for me — just to see your sweet face again —

She kisses him on the forehead and steps back, trying to control her conflicting emotions.

ADDIE BELLE
Go on, now.  Blow out your candles, honey.  And close
your eyes.  And make a big wish.

Baxter takes a deep breath and blows out the candles.  As he shuts his eyes, the lights come
up behind a scrim wall, revealing Junior and his family, who look on silently.  Baxter completes
his wish and opens his eyes again, reaching for his fork.
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ADDIE BELLE
Don't be rude, Baxter.  Aren't you gonna ask your little
friends if they want some?

BAXTER
Friends?  I aint got no friends.

ADDIE BELLE
Your little furry friends, honey.  Don't tell me you forgot all
about 'em?

Baxter spins in his chair.  Seeing the rabbits, he tries to get up, but finds himself held back by
some invisible force.

ADDIE BELLE
All right, then, if that's the way you feel, I guess we'll just
have to teach you a lesson.  Eat your cake, Baxter.  Eat it
all.  Every last morsel.  And maybe then, once in a while,
you'll think about somebody besides your own self.

BAXTER
Lemme outa here.  What 're you doin' ta me?  Mama?  Don't
just stand there, mama — hep me!

ADDIE BELLE
No use strugglin', Baxter.  And I know you're hungry, I can
see it in your eyes.  Don't be bashful.  Eat.

BAXTER
No.  I won't.  You can't make me.

Against his will, the hand lifts up with the fork.  Baxter forces the hand back to the table, holding
it down with all his might.

BAXTER
Think I want your old cake?  Hah!  I hate your damn cakes,
hated 'em all my life!  But that's you,
mama — always so sure you know everything, and you're
blind as a damn bat!  Godamighty, don't you have any idea
the way you force your-

BAXTER (CONT’D)
self on people?  — always pushin' — tryin' ta weasel your
way into a person's mind — tryin' ta make the whole world
be like you!  Well, I'm not like you, hear me?  I'm like him —
like my daddy, bless his bones!

ADDIE BELLE
You don't have to shout.

BAXTER
(as the fork rises again)

Stop it!  Goddamn you, stop it!

The fork stabs him in the eye.  Blood gushes forth.  Baxter screams and tries to turn aside.  The
fork stabs him in the other eye.  With an agonizing effort, Baxter manages to fling the fork
away, putting his hands over his bleeding eyes.  The hands are jerked away.  They fall into the
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cake and begin grabbing at chunks of it, cramming them into Baxter's mouth.  He tries to push
himself away from the table, but suddenly, as if shoved from behind, he falls face-forward into
the cake, his arms thrust out behind him, and still he eats, snarling and protesting, his mouth
working uncontrollably as he snaps at the cake like a wild animal.  Finally, it's over.  The plate is
empty.  Baxter sobs in relief.

ADDIE BELLE
Did you clean your plate?

BAXTER
Yes, mama.

He picks the plate up with both hands, holding it out to Addie Belle in abject surrender.

BAXTER
Can I — may I please be excused, please?

ADDIE BELLE
Think you can behave yourself now?

BAXTER
Yes, ma’am.

ADDIE BELLE
And you won't forget the starving children in Europe?

BAXTER
No, mama.

(barely able to hold up under the pain)
Mama, please.

ADDIE BELLE
Give us a hug, then, before you go.

Baxter stands up, reaching blindly in the direction of her voice.  Addie Belle doesn't move,
resisting the impulse to help him.  Baxter finds her.  He touches her face.  Puts his arms around
her.  A pause.

ADDIE BELLE
Baxter, baby.  I loved you so much.  Where did I go
wrong?  Where?

Baxter pulls away, lurching toward the door.  He misses by several feet, crashing into the wall.
He feels his way along the wall, moving even further from the door.

ADDIE BELLE
Oh, honey — let me hep you.

BAXTER
Shut up!  Leave me alone!  Can't you ever leave me the hell
alone!

ADDIE BELLE
If that's … what you really want.
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Suddenly, Baxter doubles over in pain, clutching his stomach.  With a great effort, he
straightens up again, grunting in disbelief.

BAXTER
Bitch.  What did you do to me?  What was in that cake?

ADDIE BELLE
Rat poison.  From the 7-11.

BAXTER
But — why?  Why, mama, why?

ADDIE BELLE
It was the only place open.

Baxter sinks to his knees, lifting his face to the heavens, his voice almost a whisper:

BAXTER
Now I lay me … down to sleep … Pray the Lord … my
soul … to keep … And if I die before I wake … Pray the
Lord … my –

Suddenly, from the distance, we hear the strains of "Sixty Minute Man."

BAXTER
Whatzat?  Whatzat music?

ADDIE BELLE
I bleeve they call it the shag.

BAXTER
Beach music.

(getting to his feet with a grin)
I used to could do that.

(as he shags awkwardly)
See?  Yeah.  How'm I doin'?

(with more confidence, shrugging out of his robe)
Pretty fancy, huh?

He's still dancing as he’s lifted away.

BAXTER
(tugging on the line)

No, wait — whatsa big hurry? — I'm not finished here!

He disappears into the flies.  The music drifts away.  Silence.  Addie Belle kneels and picks up
Baxter's robe, gathering it to her breast and pressing her cheek to the fabric.

ADDIE BELLE
He aw ways was a good dancer.  Even when he was a
little boy.  Get out on the sidewalk and dance up a storm.
And every girl in the neigh-borhood was crazy about him.
Couldn't keep their
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hands off him.  Everybody loved him.  We all did.  We
loved him so.

(a tearful glance to Junior)
I can't just hate him, can I?  I'm his mama.  And what I don't
understand, is why don't they at least
fix it so you can visit with him once in a while.  Look in
through the fence or something?  How would that hurt
anything?  Wouldn't it still be hell, if all you could do is look
in on him, and never be able to touch his a sweet face?

JUNIOR
That was some trick, that thing with the fork.  How'd you
do that?

ADDIE BELLE
Me?  Oh, Junior, I thought it was you.

JUNIOR
Rabbits can't do magic, Addie Belle.  It's us they pull out of
the hat.

ADDIE BELLE
Well, it wasn't me, and I baked that cake the same way I
aw ways do, exactly.  You saw me, didn't you?  Stood
right beside me.  Marcilene?  How could I stab out my own
son's eyes and put rat poison in his cake?  What mother
could do such a thing?

JUNIOR
We got to go now, Addie Belle.

ADDIE BELLE
You not leaving me?  Where?

JUNIOR
It's 'spose to be kind of a secret.

ADDIE BELLE
Oh, please.  I won't breathe a word!  Cross my heart!

MARCILENE
We going home, Addie Belle.  You're welcome to come,
but you wouldn't like it.

ADDIE BELLE
I lived in the woods before.  I can do it again.  And we'd all
be together, wouldn't we?  And I could tell stories to the
little ones, and mind 'em when you went shopping, and
sweep and make up the beds.  I wouldn't be in the way, I
promise.

MARCILENE
It's not the woods, Addie Belle.  It's a briar patch.  Way off
in the sky.  Far as the eye can see.
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ADDIE BELLE
Oh.

(pause)
I could do it.  I'm stronger than you think.  If you was ever
at the Charlotte Memorial Hospital, you'd know what I
mean, and I was in that place a whole month.

MARCILENE
Have to get you a bunny outfit.  Don't know where you'd
find one on Christmas Day.

ADDIE BELLE
I could try the 7-11?

JUNIOR
We'll wait for you in the garden.

ADDIE BELLE
You promise?  This aint some kind of trick is it, Junior?

JUNIOR
Cross my heart.

Addie Belle shuffles across the room to get her walker.  The lights fade behind the scrim, and
the rabbits gradually disappear.  As Addie Belle turns back again, only the wall remains.
Leaning on the walker, Addie Belle makes her way to the door.  Suddenly, she spies something
and stoops to pick it up — Junior's coon-skin hat.  Addie Belle waves it in the air, calling out to
the void:

ADDIE BELLE
You forgot your hat!

No answer.  Addie Belle puts the hat on her head and opens the door.  The facade glides
away.  Addie Belle comes outside.  The joyful tenants lift their bowls to greet her, dancing and
singing:

TENANTS
Joy to the world!
The Lord is come;
Let earth receive her King!
Let every heart
Prepare Him room
And heav'n and nature sing
And heav'n and nature sing
And heav'n and heav'n and nature

sing!

A woman tilts her bowl, drinking it down.  A man stands by the pot, ladling it out as fast as he
can.  All over the yard, the tenants stumble about happily, dazed on soup and good cheer.
Addie Belle pushes her way through the crowd.  Someone offers her a bowl of soup.  Addie
Belle shoves the Samaritan out of the way.  Finally, at the edge of the yard, Addie Belle turns
back, shouting to the tenants vehemently:

ADDIE BELLE
Y'all ort to be ‘shamed of yourselves!
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No one pays her any mind.  A PREGNANT TEENAGER picks up a rock and heaves it through one
of the windows.  Two MEN try the front door.  Finding it locked, one of them buries an axe in it.
Someone pulls off a storm shutter.  A SINGLE MOTHER and her CHILDREN drag a surf board
across the yard, piled high with stolen goods.  An OLD MAN tries to climb a makeshift ladder to
the second floor of the house.  Another CHILD, all by himself on the porch roof, tap dances over
the terra-cotta tiles, wearing a top hat and tails and waving a cane.  As Addie Belle retreats to
the road, the last thing we see is someone spray-painting a graffito icon on the face of the
stone arch bearing the Redmond name.

Scene Three:  "You'll Always Be My Little Girl"

Inside the 7-11, a convenience store specializing in beer, cigarettes, and condoms.  On the
counter is a see-through dispenser for the slushy fountain drinks called "slurpies."  As Addie
Belle enters, a security buzzer sounds at the entrance, but the clerk is nowhere to be seen.

ADDIE BELLE
(calling out)

Hello!  Anybody home?  It’s me again!

The clerk straightens up behind the counter, grinning malevolently.  It's the nurse from Charlotte
Memorial — the creature who ordered the blacks to beat Addie Belle in Act I.  Over her starched
uniform, she wears a 7-11 apron and a Carolina Panthers jacket.

NURSE
Hi!  Welcome back!

Addie Belle gasps and tries to escape.  A black orderly appears at the door, menacing her with
his bamboo pole.  The other orderlies wheel in a hospital bed from the back room.

NURSE
Time to go beddy-bye!

The orderlies seize Addie Belle and force her to the bed.

NURSE
Tie her down, and I mean good!

Addie Belle gives a screechy little scream.  An orderly slaps duct tape over her mouth.  The
others tie her to the bed with strips of cloth torn from a sheet.  The nurse draws a slurpy and
approaches the bed.  Addie Belle struggles silently, her eyes wide with fear.  The nurse sucks
her slurpy.  The drink rattles through the straw like the close-up breathing of some predator in a
horror movie.

NURSE
Get her back to the room.

 (to Addie Belle)
And the next time you have to go tinkle, honey — you
better say please.

The orderlies wheel the bed back into the storeroom.  As the nurse follows them out, the 7-11
breaks away to reveal Addie Belle's hospital room at the Charlotte Memorial.  Over the intercom
in the adjacent corridor, we hear a litany of perfunctory announce-ments — doctors being
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paged, squadrons of personnel being dispatched hither and yon, and various other coded
activity, all of it delivered in a kind of garbled Ruritanian.

None too gently, the orderlies maneuver Addie Belle's bed down the corridor and into the room.
The nurse hooks up an IV and takes Addie Belle's temperature.  In a corner of the room, we see
a large basket-bouquet of flowers with a bunny-rabbit balloon suspended above, anchored to
the basket with a string.  The cartoon bunny holds a garish cartoon sign:  HAPPY EASTER! GET
WELL SOON!

In a chair by the window, Eunice is curled up under a blanket, fast asleep.  On the room TV,
another of the endless follow-up reports on the tragedy at Waco.  The nurse pulls the duct tape
from Addie Belle's mouth.

ADDIE BELLE
Ouch.

The nurse puts a finger to her lips, motioning for Addie Belle to keep quiet, Eunice stirs, but
doesn't wake up.  The nurse leads her entourage out of the room, closing the door behind them.

ADDIE BELLE
(softly)

Eunice?
(louder)

Eunice?
(yelling it out)

EUNICE!

Eunice leaps up, startled out of her wits.

EUNICE
Mama, what the hell!

ADDIE BELLE
How long have I been cooped up here?

EUNICE
(trying to settle down again)

Ten days.  Now go back to sleep, mama.  Try to get some
rest.

ADDIE BELLE
Oh, Lord.  They tied me down again.

(struggles a bit)
What if I had to go tinkle, what if I –

(another thought)
What time is it?

EUNICE
Four o’clock.  Mama, please.

ADDIE BELLE
Day or night?
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EUNICE
Morning, mama.  It’s Easter Morning.  Now, you want me to
move out in the hall or what?  Another hour, they’ll be here
for more lab work.  I have got to get some sleep.

ADDIE BELLE
Look at the pretty flowers.  Thank you, Eunice, that’s
sweet.

Eunice sits up, glaring at her.

EUNICE
Okay, okay — you wanna talk, we'll talk.  Me first, okay?
Number one, I didn't send the fucking

EUNICE (CONT’D)
flowers.  And if I had sent the fucking flowers, do you
think, in your wildest dreams, that I would ever, ever, in
my life pick out anything that goddamn putrid?

(angry sigh)
They're from Baxter.  Excuse me, Baxter's secretary, the
little slut.  Baxter don't even know you're here.  Can't
nobody find him.

(pause)
Don't look at me like that.  I been on the phone five hundred
times.  I'm sure as hell not shirking my duty here — got a
few things to tell the bastard myself.

ADDIE BELLE
Well, just be sure and let him know how much I 'preciate
the lovely bouquet.

(tearful)
I don't understand why you have to be so mean.  If I was
dead and gone you wouldn't talk to me like this.

(blows her nose)
And you ort not to be so hard on your brother.  Baxter's a
busy man, he is, and he knows the
value of a dollar, which is more than I can say for some
people.

On the TV, a choir is performing Handel's Messiah.

ADDIE BELLE
Turn it off.  Turn the damn thing off.

Eunice aims the remote at the TV.  The screen goes dead.

EUNICE
That's a new one on me.

ADDIE BELLE
What?

EUNICE
First time you ever wanted to skip something that had
Jesus in it.
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ADDIE BELLE
Aint no Jesus.  Jesus … died in Waco.

EUNICE
Yeah?  Well, it wasn’t on CNN.

ADDIE BELLE
(trying to sort things out)

ADDIE BELLE (CONT’D)
Oh my, what possessed me to say such a thing?.  You
reckon I been dreaming?

EUNICE
When would you have time to dream?  You stay awake
twenty-four hours a day.

ADDIE BELLE
Don’t pay me no mind, honey.  I'm just feeling … kindly
sicky like.

EUNICE
Want me to call the nurse?

ADDIE BELLE
No, no, just hand me that wet warsh-cloth

Eunice puts fresh water on the cloth, wrings it out, and hands it to her mother, who presses it
to her forehead.

ADDIE BELLE
Oh.  It feels like some midget got behind my eyeballs,
shooting at ‘em with a bow and arrow.

(a pause)
Eunice?

EUNICE
Hmmm?

ADDIE BELLE
You know how the colored people have these little
colored Jesus dolls, how they try to make him into their
own image?

(pause)
Would it — would it shock you to deaf if you was to learn
that God was not a white man?

EUNICE
I guess he can be what he wants to be.  Same for the
Devil.  Bible says they both a couple slam-bang wizards,
don't it?
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ADDIE BELLE
There's so much to consider in this world.  Takes more
brains than I got.  And who's gonna know,
anyways, what it's like to be dead, unless you're there in
person?

EUNICE
You want some breakfast?

ADDIE BELLE
No, but you could bring me a Goody powder and a coke.

EUNICE
Aint no wonder you in the hospital.  Didn't you ever read
about where they put a ten-penny nail in a co-cola and it
ate it all up?

ADDIE BELLE
'At aint true, if that was true, how come when a baby is
sick all he can hold down sometimes is a lil sip of coke?
You don't remember when Baxter used to suffer from the
colic?  I raised that boy on co-cola, and to this day he
won't touch coffee less it has cream in it.

EUNICE
Coke aint got cream either, what's cream got to do with it?
And I can do without baby-boy Baxter stories, okay?

ADDIE BELLE
Oh just — hush, Eunice.

(another rush of pain)
I don't have — the energy to argue with you.  I only hope,
when you get old and sicky like, you'll have a easier time
of it than I did.

Eunice stands up, reaching for her purse.

EUNICE
Cafeteria won't open till six.  I'll drive over to that little diner
near the Observer.  Sure you don't want a sausage and
egg or something?

ADDIE BELLE
(shakes her head)

Don't forget to put your — seatbelt on.

EUNICE
Mama, you are such a worry-wart.  If you knew anything
at all about my car, you'd understand — a seatbelt is the
about the least of my problems.
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ADDIE BELLE
I don't mean to nag.

(sniffles again)
Oh, Eunice.  Why can't we ever have a single solitary
conversation without fussing?

EUNICE
(pulling on her jacket)

Way it is in this world, mama.  You got your coffee people
and your co-cola people — and never the twain shall
meet.

She bends over to kiss Addie Belle on the forehead, and puts the call-buzzer where she can
reach it.

EUNICE
I won't be long.  You need anything, just press the buzzer
— they'll come running.

ADDIE BELLE
Hah.

EUNICE
(moving to the door)

They better.

ADDIE BELLE
Eunice?

(as Eunice turns back to her quizzically)
You'll always be my little girl.  And I love you.  And I
couldn't bear it to see you ever get hurt, not ever.

A pause.  Eunice struggles with her emotions, but makes no reply.  Turning away again, she
leaves the room, walking off down the hall.  In the distance. we hear the wail of an ambulance.
Addie Belle fidgets absently with her restraints, trying to undo a knot with one hand.  Lights up
behind the scrim wall, to reveal Junior.  He is fully costumed again, his face hidden behind the
rabbit headpiece.  Under one arm he carries a gift-wrapped box.  Addie Belle, staring at the
ceiling, doesn't see him.  Softly, her voice laden with remorse she sings:

ADDIE BELLE
Praise him … praise him
All the … little … children
God is … love
God is …

Her voice drifts away.  A single, audible sob rises in her throat.  Turning her face to the side,
she sees Junior.

ADDIE BELLE
Junior?

JUNIOR
Mornin', Addie Belle.  Gonna be a beautiful Easter.

ADDIE BELLE
I thought you forgot all about me.
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Junior walks through the wall, approaching the bed.

ADDIE BELLE
And you got your fur all back.  You look real handsome,
Junior.

(as Junior takes out a pocket knife and begins
cutting away the strips of cloth)

Where we going?

JUNIOR
Home, Addie Belle.  I'm taking you home.

ADDIE BELLE
But — but I aint got no proper clothes.  And my hair's a
mess.  I can't go nowhere looking like this.  And I got to tell
Eunice.  She comes back and I'm not here, she'll be
worried sick.

JUNIOR
Time you gave a little thought to yourself, Addie Belle.
Don't fret about Eunice, she'll be just fine.

He helps her up to a sitting position and puts the gift in her lap.

JUNIOR
Here.  From me and all the family.  Happy Easter.

ADDIE BELLE
(moved)

Oh, Junior.  I don't know when was the last time
somebody gave me a gift.

She pulls off the ribbon excitedly, but with great deliberation, folding the tissue carefully before
she lays it aside.

ADDIE BELLE
And I can't stand it — I didn't get y'all nothing.  I swear, I
don't know what it is nowadays, but I can't seem to keep
things straight in my mind anymore, and the days get so
mixed up, I can't tell some-times if I'm coming or going.

A gasp of wonder as she lifts a rabbit costume from the box.

ADDIE BELLE
Oh, Junior.  You shouldn't have.  It's so beautiful.  Thank
you.  But wasn't it awful expensive?

JUNIOR
Marcilene made it herself.

ADDIE BELLE
Well, that is the finest job of sewing I ever saw in my life.

(holds the fur to her cheek)
And it's so soft.  Just like a baby's bottom.
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JUNIOR
Go ahead, try it on.

ADDIE BELLE
We planning to just waltz out of here?  What if somebody
tries to stop us?

JUNIOR
I'd like to see 'em try.

He picks up the bouquet from Delores and dumps out the flowers, striking a pose with the
Easter basket in one hand, the string balloon in the other.

JUNIOR
Don't nobody rag the Easter Bunny.

Addie Belle grins and goes into the bathroom to change.  Junior sits on the edge of the bed.
holding the balloon rabbit on his knee.

JUNIOR
What's your name, kid?  Kinda resemble my cousin Wiggly.

Scene Four:  "Don't Anything Count For Anything?"

A rocky plateau, high above the fog-shrouded void.  Upstage, the mouth of a cave, with a large,
cast-iron cookpot standing nearby.  To the left, a path ascends from the plateau, meandering
through the padlocked gate of a chain-link fence to another precipice that hangs out
precariously over the orchestra pit.  On the fence, a hand-painted sign:  DAINDRUS LEGE.  NO
RABITS ALOUD.

Breathless from their climb, Addie Belle and Junior appear down right, crouching behind a bush.
Junior is wearing the coon-skin hat.  He motions for Addie Belle to be quiet, and picks up a rock,
tossing it at the pot.  The sound clangs in the stillness.  Cautiously, Junior throws another rock.
A pause.  Junior stands up slowly, relaxing a bit.

JUNIOR
Okay.  Looks like he's not here.

ADDIE BELLE
Who?

JUNIOR
Brer Fox.  Prolly gone fishing.

ADDIE BELLE
I ought to known it was a trick.

JUNIOR
(hopping out into the clearing)

Didn't want to scare you.  But we're almost there now —
just have to climb over that fence and up on that little piece
of rock.
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ADDIE BELLE
(with growing trepidation)

Then what?

JUNIOR
Close our eyes … and jump.  Piece a cake, huh?

ADDIE BELLE
Jump off that ledge?  Are you crazy?

She hops out to join him.  Unaccustomed to her new identity, she will walk a few steps, then
give a hop — a bit like Grandpappy Amos on The Real McCoys.

JUNIOR
Addie Belle, I done it a hundred times.  Nothing to it.  Just
float down through the clouds, and there it is — biggest,
most beautiful briar patch you ever seen.

ADDIE BELLE
It aint I don't bleeve you. Junior — it's just —

(wringing her paws)
— I'm scared.  All my life I been fearful a heights.  I won't
even get on a elevator!

JUNIOR
You just have to trust me, Addie Belle.  If there was some
other way, bleeve me. I'd take it.  I promise you, you won't
get hurt.  You won't feel a thing.  But we got to hurry,
before he gets back here.

He reaches for her paw.  Addie Belle pulls back, terrified.

JUNIOR
It's all in your mind.  Look how high we've climbed already,
and you dint hardly notice it.

ADDIE BELLE
That's diff'rent!  I'm on the ground, not hanging out on some
little rock in the middle a nowhere.

JUNIOR
This was meant to be, Addie Belle.  How do you think we
got this far?  You know you wanna go home.  You do.

(anxious pause)
Don't make me leave you.

ADDIE BELLE
(wringing her paws)

I — I can't do it!

JUNIOR
Okay, it's your funeral.

He hops off toward the fence.
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ADDIE BELLE
What's that spose to mean?

JUNIOR
(turning back)

You think going over the edge is hard, wait till Brer Fox
gets you in that cookpot and eats you for supper.  I been
there, Addie Belle — remember?  I wouldn't wish that on
nobody, especially you.

A beat.  Addie Belle hops over to join him.  Junior kneels by the fence and puts his paws
together, forming a step to lift Addie Belle up.  She struggles to the top of the fence.  As she's
about to go over, BRER FOX suddenly leaps out from the bushes.

BRER FOX
Aha!  What chall rabbits doing on my property?

A rather slow-witted animal despite his reputation, the fox wears bifocals and carries a fishing
pole, his overalls rolled up top the calf.  Junior turns to face him, pressing back against the
fence.  Addie Belle slides back down fearfully, huddling up to Junior's side.

JUNIOR
(mock fright)

Dint mean no harm, Brer Fox.  We just lookin' for Easter
eggs.

BRER FOX
Aint no eggs up here.  This is the middle a nowhere.

JUNIOR
Yes, sir — but these eggs is made out of gold.  Found a
secret map and it led us straight to your farm.

BRER FOX
Yeah?  Well, any gold on this land blongs to me.
Diamonds, rubies, Easter eggs, don't make no diff'rence —
they all mine.

JUNIOR
How 'bout we split fifty-fifty?

BRER FOX
How 'bout I just throw you in that pot and cook you for
supper?

JUNIOR
Nothin' I like better than a good hot bath.  Rejuvenates the
spirit — right, Addie Belle?

(hefting something in his palm)
But before I warsh up, think I'll just take this here gold egg
and chuck it over the side.

BRER FOX
You aint got no egg.
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JUNIOR
(holding out his cupped palms)

Sure have.
(peeking inside his paws)

Diamonds and rubies all over it.  Buy enough rabbits to
feed you till kingdom come.

BRER FOX
This better not be a trick, bunny.  Hold it out cheer.  Lemme
see it.

JUNIOR
You'll let us go?

BRER FOX
Think you're dealing with here, a buzzard?  Course I'll let
you go.  Fair's fair.  Hand it over.

Junior approaches the fox slowly, holding his cupped paws out in front of him.  Brer Fox leans
over to examine the egg.  Junior throws dirt in Brer Fox's eyes, running to the fence and
climbing it frantically.  Brer Fox stumbles about, yelling in rage and pain.  Junior reaches down to
give Addie Belle a lift up.  She struggles but can't make it.  Junior loses his balance and falls
over the fence to the other side.

ADDIE BELLE
Go on, Junior!  Leave me!  Save yourself!

Junior clings to the fence, staring through the links like a prisoner.

JUNIOR
I can't!  I can't do it!  I'm coming back!

ADDIE BELLE
(wrestling with the half-blind fox)

No!  Run, Junior!  Run!

BRER FOX
(as Junior scales the fence again)

At's right, bunny!  Come on back over here with your little
friend!  I'll cook you both!

ADDIE BELLE
(breaking loose momentarily)

No, listen.  Wait.  I'm not a rabbit. Brer Fox. Really, I'm not.
I'm just a little old woman.

(pulls off her headpiece)
See?

A shocked pause.  Brer Fox wipes his eyes again.  Peers at her in disbelief.

BRER FOX
You!

He pulls off his own headpiece, revealing the face of Addie Belle's husband, Marcus Eugene.
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ADDIE BELLE
You!  You touch my little girl again, you’ll regret it to your
dying days!

Through his stern, impassive mask, Eugene laughs, pulling Addie Belle into a close embrace.
She struggles, clawing at the mask, trying to rake his eyes.  As Eugene drags her toward the
cookpot, Addie Belle grabs him by the hair, pulling off another headpiece to reveal a mask of
Baxter's grinning face.

ADDIE BELLE
Baxter.  Baxter, no.  You wouldn't cook your own mama?

BAXTER
Why not?  It's all pink inside, aint it?

He giggles maniacally, bending her backwards over the edge of the cookpot.  Addie Belle
screams.  Baxter holds her by the throat with one hand, taking out his hunting knife with the
other and raising it over his head.  Suddenly, Junior leaps on Baxter from behind.  As they
scuffle, Baxter loses the knife.  Addie Belle picks it up

JUNIOR
Stick him, Addie Belle!  Stick him!

Addie Belle stands frozen, unable to move.  Baxter gains the upper hand, throwing Junior to the
ground and trying to strangle him.  Junior’s movements grow weaker.  Addie Belle stands up
slowly behind her son and puts an arm around him in a trance-like, almost loving gesture.
Baxter grabs her arm.  Swiftly, Addie Belle plunges the knife in his back and steps back in
horror.  Baxter, mortally wounded, gets to his feet awkwardly, reaching over his shoulder and
trying to get at the knife.  Junior rolls away, rising to a crouched position of readiness.  Baxter,
gasping for breath, pulls off the grinning headpiece to reveal yet another mask — a DOUBLE of
Addie Belle.  Staring impassively at Addie Belle herself, the double sinks to her knees, still
clawing at the knife, but in an absent fashion, as if the wound were no longer of any
importance.  Addie Belle kneels to face her, pulling at the headpiece with a terrible cry of
anguish:

ADDIE BELLE
No!  No, no!  No!

But it’s no use.  There are no more layers.  The dying double sinks to Addie Belle’s breast.
Glancing at Junior helplessly, Addie Belle holds the creature in her arms.

JUNIOR
We have to go.

ADDIE BELLE
We can’t just leave her like this.  Can’t you see she’s hurt?

JUNIOR
She’s dying.

ADDIE BELLE
I know that, you damn fool rabbit, don’t you think I know
that?

Frantic, having only the vaguest familiarity with CPR technique, she tries to breathe into the
double’s mouth, but to no avail.  She shakes the body violently.  Beats on its chest.



104

ADDIE BELLE
Live!  Live!  Oh, live!

Giving up, she falls silent, rocking the double in her arms.  Junior bends over and cuts the key
ring loose from the leather thong attached to Brer Fox’s belt.  He walks to the fence, chooses a
key, and opens the padlock.

ADDIE BELLE
I never meant to hurt nobody.  Not anyone on this whole
earthly plane.  If my cat caught a little mouse out in the
field? — I'd make him let it go.  If a baby bird fell out of its
nest.  If anybody needed me, didn't matter who it was, I
tried to be there.  Oh, Junior.  Don't anything count for
anything?

JUNIOR
One hop at a time, Addie Belle.  That's all I know.

Addie Belle lowers the double gently to the ground and stands up, staring at the body.

ADDIE BELLE
She wasn't a bad person, surely.  And anybody wants to
know, that's what I'll tell 'em.  Did what
she had to in this world, according to the Good Book, and
how her papa raised her.

 (a respectful pause)
She seems so peaceful, don't she?  Kinda resembles the
Mona Lisa.

Junior smiles softly and swings the gate open.  Addie Belle retrieves her headpiece and pulls it
on.

ADDIE BELLE
Do I look all right?

JUNIOR
You look just fine.

Addie Belle wiggles her whiskers and hops over to join him, putting her paw in his.  Together,
they move carefully up the winding incline to the precipice.

ADDIE BELLE
Is it a long ways down?

JUNIOR
Long or short, whichever way you want it.  Main thing is
to relax.  Just close your eyes and don't worry about a
thing.

They reach the precipice.  Addie Belle shudders, like someone getting on a Ferris Wheel for the
first time.

ADDIE BELLE
Well, all right.  But I may as well tell you, Junior, when
papa was teaching us kids how to dive off the diving
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board?  I never could do it without getting water up my
nose.

(closes her eyes, grimacing in anticipation)
I'll just play like I'm going down to the root cellar to fetch a
big old Vidalia to put on my beans.

A tense pause.  Addie Belle holds her nose.  She and Junior leap out into the void.  The lights
dim slowly.  In the distance, we hear the lonely harmonica, playing "Children of the Father."  The
large TV monitor appears overhead.  Onscreen, the Koresh compound in flames.  On the sound
track, a clear soprano voice singing:

VOICE
God his own doth tend and nourish
In his holy court they flourish
From all evil things he spares them
In his mighty arms he bears them

The voice falls silent.  The harmonica dies away.  The compound burns.

CURTAIN


