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CHARACTERS

KITTEN LEGERE — About thirty-six, PhD. grad student, married to new
money. Dressed all in bonny blue, she wears a Laura Ashley ensemble a bit
tight in the waist and bust, and a hat. She carries a ribboned basket of sup-
plies and food. She is gorgeous like a china doll from Paris but sometimes
she stutters, especially when talking about her son.

JAMES BEAUREGARD (BEAU) ELLIS — About thirty-eight, professor of Eng-
lish Literature, he will inherit his family’s plantation and sugar business.
Right now, he is broke. He is dressed from toe to crown in Ivy League blue
and gray: an Oxford cloth shirt, the university club tie, Bally loafers. He
carries worn Gucci luggage, a London Fog raincoat, an umbrella, and a
briefcase.

BUNKY LEGERE - Kitten’s son, fifteen, small for his age. He is poured into
jean cut offs, tee-shirt, leather jacket, and boots. He carries a knapsack
with books, shoes, a bandanna, patches, and pins hanging from it, and a
fencing sword. He wears his hair over his face like a mask.

HETTY WILLIAMS — The porter, late twenties to early fifties, African-Amer-
ican. Her leg starts acting up whenever anybody criticizes her. A big strong
woman, from rural Louisiana, she wears a porter’s uniform with a name
tag and a rhinestone necklace, earrings. Perhaps a nose ring.

SETTING

The play takes place in a train depot in the Pearl River Swamp in Loui-
siana: an outpost not far from New Orleans. The waiting room of the
abandoned way station is filled with signs of decay: dirt, cobwebs, bugs,
and is near the train tracks.

WISHING ACES was first performed in June, 1996 at the Théatre du
Marais in Paris, France.



WISHING ACES

ACT ONE

Scene One
(Ninety degrees at nime a.m. m mid-September. BEAU ELLIS /eads KITTEN
protectively into the depot. Every now and then, she looks back hysterically
toward her son, on the train.)
KITTEN. Bunky. Get off the train. It’s broken down.
BEAU. Careful, sugar.
KITTEN. Don’t sugar me. (Calls) Come out here, son.

BEAU. You call this a train station? Whoa. We're on stilts in the water. Looks
like a ghost town that went under the marshes. Careful, darling.

KITTEN. Don’t call me darling.

BEAU. The floor’s broken through.

KITTEN. Where?

BEAU. Over there. Shh. A water moccasin.

KITTEN. That brown thing?

BEAU. A cottonmouth moccasin. It’s opening its mouth. Hand me that board.
KITTEN. That filthy wood?

BEAU. Hurry. BEAU grabs a piece of wood and smashes the snake.) 1 got it. It’s
dead. BEAU dumps the snake through the hole m the floor.)

KITTEN. I hate assisting you with these lectures. You wouldn’t fly.

BEAU. Aw, sugar. Warm water coaxes all the animals out. Alligators float up.
Crawfish tunnel over.

(Noise heard from offstage. KITTEN jumps up and crosses to the door.)
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BEAU. Come here.

KITTEN. My son’s at the door!

(The porter pokes her head in the door.)

KITTEN. How bad 1s the hurricane?

HETTY. We'll know at the next stop.

BEAU. Marvelous.

KITTEN. What’s that crying sound?

HETTY. Blind sheep dog. Beating against her cage!
KITTEN. Bring her inside.

BEAU. No. I'm allergic. Give her a Valium. Porter, I need an iced coffee.
KITTEN. Coftee has five hundred chemicals 1n it.

BEAU. That’s why I like it. Coftee increases sexual activity.
KITTEN. I prefer decalfeinated.

BEAU. It’s probably got a thousand chemicals—five hundred more to deactivate
those in the coffee. One tall coffee, porter.

HETTY. Hetty Williams, the name. (Exits)

BEAU. Lver heard of a porter with rhinestone earrings? A porteress?
KITTEN. (Removes his lecture notes) Nice. Have you revised this talk?
BEAU. There’s a gigantic cobweb—

KITTEN. What, lord?

BEAU. By your leg.

KITTEN. The Faulkner Conference, remember?
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BEAU. That web’s got moths stuck i it. See?
KITTEN. Your editor will be there.

BEAU. He’s canceling my contract. I'm not working unless you sit by me. I'm
depressed.

KITTEN. Why not open with a quote from Lillian Hellman?

BEAU. I'm not quoting marginal women because you like them.

KITTEN. This is our decade. “American Women in Popular Fiction.”

BEAU. Our department has its token feminist. The chair. Impeccable resume,
but she’s a pig. An aging breast feeder. She pops out her boob at the
commencement exercises and lets this little suckling hang from it. Everyone stares
at the floor.

KITTEN. There’s something sick about you.

BEAU. These breast feeders have these massive, pie-shaped kazoos. Those
piglets have gnawed them out of shape.

KITTEN. Don’t come so close.
BEAU. What 1s too close?
KITTEN. So I can feel your breath.
BEAU. This far?

KITTEN. Don’t talk about breasts. If you don’t make an impression, Tulane’s
going to fire you.

BEAU. Is that why you came, honey?

KITTEN. The university wants to pay somebody to doctor your paper; why
shouldn’t it be me?

BEAU. Sit by me.
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KITTEN. You resent waiting for tenure.

BEAU. No, I hate being broke at thirty-cight. A teacher is a hired slave. My
colleague Smith’s created a gadget to conserve on his electric bill—this stick with a
Styrofoam cup at the end for unscrewing his porch lights. This Fulbright scholar
goes around unscrewing light bulbs. Come here.

KITTEN. Shh. Start working. When I brag about your classes, I feel like I'm
stepping over land mines. The department chair says—

BEAU. That wench. To quote Faulkner, “I make it a point never to speak harshly
of females, but that woman has more ways like a bitch than any lady in these
sovereign states and dominions.”

KITTEN. You don’t like having a woman as the boss?

BEAU. No one survives that barbarian. She’s a Visigoth. But you're the antithesis
of her.

BUNKY pushes open the door, and runs. KITTEN jumps up.)
KITTEN. Oh, no. He follows me about—

BEAU. I don’t blame him, honey.

KITTEN. Damn it. Bunky was supposed to stay with my husband.
BEAU. Profanities are for people with limited vocabularies.
HETTY. (Enters, forcing the door against the wind) Delay an hour.
BEAU. Fabulous.

KITTEN. Where’s everyone?

HETTY. They got off at the Crawfish Festival in Hammond.
BEAU. The engineers have left?

HETTY. They hitched a ride on a patrol boat to the next station.

BEAU. We're by ourselves? Don’t forget the iced coftee.
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HETTY. Hard ass. (Exits)

BEAU. Did you hear that? Some feminist militant from...Who ever heard of a
female porter anyway?

KITTEN. (Removes a cellular phone) Should I call my husband, Beau?
BEAU. Sure, love. Maybe he’ll join us.

KITTEN. (Into the phone) Quint, the train’s stalled.

BEAU. My wife and I are expanding our sensations.

KITTEN. Oh, you’re back together again?

BEAU. I got Elsa something new—an exercise man named Scot.
KITTEN. (Into the phone) Bunky and I are fine.

BEAU. This blonde stud arrives at seven a.m. to work her out.
KITTEN. (Into the phone) Yes.

BEAU. I'm in bed—gossiping on the phone. Elsa greets him with, “I don’t like to
be pushed.”

KITTEN. (Into the phone) Yes.

BEAU. The first day, Elsa’s knees collapsed.

KITTEN. Not so close.

BEAU. The second, her eyes snapped.

KITTEN. Don’t touch.

BEAU. And she couldn’t see. Twenty thousand dollars later the hospital found
nothing wrong with her. She had a divine rest, and we both loved those fabulous
pills. Elsa and I have been getting along great. We just don’t speak.

KITTEN. Too bad. She 1s so rich. I mean, fragile.
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BEAU. Fragile. “I'm talking about cruel fate i eight yards of apricot and more
metal pound for pound than a galley slave.” Faulkner.

KITTEN. (Hanging up the phone) I miss you too. (Looks out) My son’s at the
window. (Screams) Bunky. Come in. Act normal, Beau. Nothing scares Bunky, I
swear. Last week when I grounded him, he shimmied from the attic on two king
size sheets. Start reading.

BEAU. Did I tell you about my editor’s lousy note? “About the only good thing
about your novel 1s the typing.” I'm writing about my grandmother, who died at
ninety, and my editor says her entire life lacks progression. Aw. (Ducks) Ooh. A
flying cockroach. Size of a bird.

KITTEN. Where?

BEAU. Must have come through the wood.

KITTEN. Don’t chase it.

BEAU. Give me your shoe. BEAU grabs KITTEN s shoe.)

KITTEN. You'll stir things up.

BEAU. Victory. (Kills the roach) Let me slide your slipper on.

KITTEN. Stop touching me. Don’t look around and find nasty things. Don’t
expose your limited view to these red-neck mtellectuals. Yeek, what’s that?

BEAU. A sac full of caterpillars.
KITTEN. Auowl ...

BEAU. (Holds up a sac) You got to burn these sacs to get rid of=Ever seen
something so disgusting?

KITTEN. Stop.
BEAU. If you kiss me.
KITTEN. Time to dictate. (7akes out a tape recorder) A birthday gift.

BEAU. From him?
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KITTEN. From Kitten to Kitten. Gifts to myself. Talk mto the speaker.
BEAU. I won’t work, if you won't sleep with me.

KITTEN. I'll type up a politically correct version later.

BEAU. I've lost the capacity for rejection. I grew up in a hick town on my
Mamma’s sugar plantation, St. Ursula. I was just hanging there like a bat with no
place to go.

KITTEN. (Drinks from a flask) Bourbon for breakfast?

BEAU. I collect jiggers like silver spoons [rom universities across the South. Line
them up on my armoire: Alabama, Baylor, Chattanooga State. I used to mount
the wings of birds which I'd shot: blackbirds, blue jays, cardinals, pigeons, even
robins. Chopped them off, stretched them out, and tacked them against my
bedroom wall.

KITTEN. A butcher?

BEAU. No, a champion. Bird wings were trophies.

KITTEN. Why can’t you fix this speech?

BEAU. Because I’'m roasting in a hot box—disconnected from the universe.

KITTEN. What else do angry boys do on St. Ursula?

BEAU. Besides shooting birds, and...pursuing bored wives? You order the
servants about. You become a drunkard. Like Faulkner. The South 1s an exile.

KITTEN. Why not talk about your life?

BEAU. This stranglehold. Philosophy without application 1s meaningless. I'm
trying to get lost iIn my past... to project a reality. I don’t want to see what’s
happening. Reality is an insecure place.

METTY limps m with a cup of hot black collee and two 1ce cubes.)

HETTY. Wind’s up to forty miles an hour.



WISHING ACES

BEAU. Fabulous. (Picks up the cup) What 1s this?
HETTY. Coftee with ice.

BEAU. I said iced coffee. It should come in a tall glass with ice. I don’t drink
from paper.

HETTY. You said a glass, doc.

BEAU. I meant a glass-glass.

HETTY. Hmph.

KITTEN. Please send my son out here.

HETTY. (Exiting) Iced collee. A glass.

BEAU. (Removes photo) Most men seem to have wives they love. I wonder what
it would be like to have that. I can’t even picture it. I accept a loveless marriage.
Most men have never gotten over it. I carry this photo, over my heart.
KITTEN. I'm almost nude n that picture. Tear it up.

BEAU. Wonder who else would like to see this?

KITTEN. Put it away.

BEAU. I want to feel you.

KITTEN. My son suspects something.

BEAU. I lie awake nights—longing for your—

KITTEN. He storms around.

BEAU. Your solft, soft skin.

KITTEN. Under that big black umbrella.

BEAU. You don’t even sleep with Quint.

KITTEN. I'm pregnant. Quint’s baby.
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(We hear a hghtming bolt hit the train.)
KITTEN. What’s that?

BEAU. A lightning bolt hit the train.

KITTEN. I must find my son.

BEAU. A baby?

KITTEN. I slipped. Three months ago. (Exiting)
BEAU. You said the relationship was shot.

METTY enters fighting oft BUNKY with a stick. BUNKY {flails back with the

sword.)

BUNKY. A trick sword in an umbrella. Ta DAH.
HETTY. Set it down.

BUNKY. En garde.

HETTY. Don't.

BUNKY. I'm here to save you.

KITTEN. Don’t hurt him.

BEAU. You like torturing your mother?
BUNKY. Shut up, prince.

HETTY. You going to jail.

BUNKY. Quict, bitch.

BEAU pins BUNKY down. HETTY tes his arms and wrists.)
KITTEN. Why are you tying him up?

HETTY. He hurt my leg—
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KITTEN. I'll get my first aid kat.

BUNKY. (Screams) Stop. I'd rather be a dog or cat. Or the meanest kind of ugly
rat.

HETTY. I gag him.

BUNKY. Than a great big man with a dog and a gun.
HETTY. (Twists kerchief as if to gag him) He shut up good.
BUNKY. That shoots the birdies just for fun.
KITTEN. Heavens.

BUNKY. Back off, whore.

BEAU. Watch your mouth.

BUNKY. Arrest me. Mother—Mother—

KITTEN. H-h-he didn’t mean that.

BUNKY. Kill me. Yeah!

KITTEN. You'll choke him.

HETTY. (Stufls away kerchiel. Pulls out a pad and pencil.) Cops can lock you

up. Name, age, and address.

BUNKY. Bunky Legere. Seventeen. 2626 Saint Charles Avenue.
BEAU. I'm sure the boy made some mustake.

BUNKY. Keep out.

HETTY. You got papers to prove you Bunky?

BUNKY. A license.

HETTY. (Squints at the license, as if it’s hard to read.) Probably stolen.
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BUNKY. I can’t apply for another license.
KITTEN. If it’s a matter of a fine, I have money.
HETTY. Next of kin? Your mamma or daddy.

BUNKY. Quint, no, Kitten, no. Hey, Mamma, who’s my next of kin? Quint
Legere.

HETTY. Occupation?
BUNKY. Con artist.
KITTEN. Lord. I feel dizzy. My stomach’s...

BEAU. You shouldn’t get excited in your condition. Let me help you. I'll be
outside.

KITTEN exits to the bathroom and BEAU exits to the tracks.)

BUNKY. That’s right, go. Hide. Pump some chemicals from your fucking shrink.
HETTY. Rains in February. Floods in May. HETTY slams the sword down.)
Amtrak don’t allow no swords. Now, I could stick it in your neck and say you hit
me first. Or jab it in your back.

BUNKY. It was a joke...(He puts on Walkman and hums along.) Da. Da.

HETTY. Some jokes put you in jal. HETTY puts the sword under BUNKY s

throat.) Why you make trouble, bad ass?

BUNKY. Ask my therapist.

HETTY. Mind doctorin’ 1s witches’ work.

BUNKY. (Hums) Hmm. Hmm. Hmm.

HETTY. You listen when I talk, boy. (She grabs the head phones)

BUNKY. Oh no.
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HETTY. You ain’t never going to bully me. (She takes rope and leads BUNKY
out.)

HETTY. One yard. No closer.

(They exit as KITTEN and BEAU enter.)

ANNOUNCER. BILLYBOP WITH YOUR HURRICANE UPDATE.
BEAU. That redneck again.

ANNOUNCER. AMTRAK TRAIN BROKE DOWN IN THE PEARL RIVER
SWAMP.

BEAU. How accurate is this?

ANNOUNCER. ROADS ROUND THAT SWAMP ARE UNDER WATER.
KITTEN. Where’s Bunky?

ANNOUNCER. BUT STATE POLICE BEEN NOTIFIED.

KITTEN. How will I talk to the Mississippi police? I don’t want to be strong.
BEAU. Why be strong, when you’re not in charge? Rain’s starting.

KITTEN. (She dials her phone.) I’'m phoning Quint.

BEAU. Don’t you want to work on my paper?

KITTEN. I can’t talk now. I've got to reach my husband. He’s got a law degree
and a lot of clout. I put him through law school. Lord, the line’s busy.

BEAU. You see yourself as the source of Quint’s success? Are you also causing
your son’s tragedy? (Holds up BUNKY s paper) I found Bunky’s F paper under
my lecture.

KITTEN. Give that here.

BEAU. Bunky suspects you don’t love Quint.

KITTEN. It’s not that I don’t love...don’t...God, the depot’s shaking.

16



WISHING ACES

BEAU. I wasn’t ga ga for Elsa. But I screwed her.
KITTEN. Making up for it.
BEAU. I didn’t get her pregnant.

KITTEN. (Dials again) When 1 talk to Quint, we fight. Bunky referees. Quint
treats me like you treat Hetty.

BEAU. The porter?
KITTEN. Always ordering her about. Yeek. The phone’s still busy.

BEAU. You feel guilty ‘cause your relationship with your husband is destroyin;
5 Y J Y p
your son?

KITTEN. Not particularly.
BEAU. Your son breaks the law?
KITTEN. Quint insults me in front of B-B-Bunky. Does he feel guilty?

BEAU. Quint rakes in a half million a year. Why should he respect your
opinion?

KITTEN. Because there are two parts to reality, a male and a female. Unless they
work together there’s no happiness. Lord. Rain’s pouring. (S/ams down the
phone.) Did you see a shadow pass the window? (Calls) Bunky.

BEAU. Just black birds. A raven’s throwing herself against the pane. I hate to say
this, sugar, but your son’s super spoilt. When solving a problem, never overlook

the obvious.

KITTEN. Quint gives Bunky anything he wants. Knives, swords, guns. He’s trying
to push, when the door reads, “pull.” Don’t look at me that soft way.

BEAU. You put Bunky in boarding school, he’ll blossom.
KITTEN. Boarding school won’t take him. When I tell Bunky to study, he

screeches, “Screw you, friggin bitch.” The school counselor advises counseling for
my mother, biofeedback for Quint, and group therapy for me. He says they will
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expel B-B-Bunky 1f he doesn’t learn limits. Beau, I'm not to react when he tells
me “to fuck myself” or when he farts in public?

BEAU. My daughter’s behavior isn’t exemplary.

KITTEN. Yes, but she doesn’t leave you a message at the office. “Bring a head of
lettuce and a sharp knife.” (KITTEN passes BEAU the phone.) Try Quint’s
phone number. My fingers are shaking so, I can’t dial. It's 835-4040. Don’t touch
my hand.

BEAU. Does Bunky like Quint?

KITTEN. No. Quint used to go in B-B-Bunky’s room at night for these d-d-
discussions about his future.

BEAU. Line’s busy.

KITTEN. Sometimes I would get jealous, Beau, especially on a Saturday night
after we had been out drinking together, and I was feeling amorous. Then he had
to first slip up to B-B-B-Bunky’s room, while I fell asleep on the couch. Now

Bunky’s like a monster. I don’t know what to do.

BEAU. Manic depression is a genetic imbalance. You don’t have self-control.
There are defects.

KITTEN. Why are you trying to rile me up? Bunky’s psychiatrist, whom I
recommended, tried to pick up on him. This adolescent psychiatrist 1s a
pedophile. He strips all the Country Park boys when they have colds.

BEAU. Stay clear of the window.

KITTEN. I wanted to ask the D.A. to press charges, but Quint doesn’t want the
firm to know we need psychiatric help.

BEAU. Let me massage your shoulders.
KITTEN. Find my son for me, Beau; I can’t take it.
BEAU. If I go, then will you sleep with me?

KITTEN. You're cackling for sex like an old rooster clucking and scratching.



