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CHARACTERS

BuppYy LAYMAN —an idiot-boy

JENNIE MAE LAyMAN —his sister

FERRIS LAYMAN — their father, a mechanic
C.C. SHOwERs—a backsliding preacher

NorMA HENsHAW — owner of the Hoosier Dry-Goods, a
true believer

DARLENE HENSHAW — her neice

GoLDIE SHORT— owner of the Dine-Away-Cafe
BasiL BENNETT—a farmer, the local doctor of sorts
LueLLA BENNETT - his wife, a doubter

MELVIN WILDER —a farmhand

DEWEY MAPLEs—a young farmhand



SETTING

The play takes place in the homes, fields, and public
gathering places of the mythical southern Indiana town
of Zion, population forty. A small and rural community
with a few houses and farms along the river.

The entire play takes place on one set without any
carry on tables or chairs, etc. The set should be raked
and smooth enough for an actor to pull himself over it
on his belly. The starting point for the design should be
the final scene.

LIGHTING

Lights should convey time, place and mood. A sky
would be nice.

All the night scenes, and there are several, happen
during full moon. So the night light can be fairly bright
and still believable.

The river light must be an absolutely solid swash of
color with a definite depth line. The well light, which at-
tunes us to the use of light as water, should probably be
a lighter shade of river-color.

PROPS

The Cafe can be dealt with by simply giving the pro-
prietor a tray with several coffee cups, etc. All the Dry-
Goods needs is a jar of jelly beans and a small sack of
healing salts. There’s no need for line on the fishing
poles.

Anything live, such as the birds, worms, etc., should
simply be assumed and seen in the eye of the actor.

STYLE

These are good and simple people. They have nothing
but the best of intentions.
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The Diviners

FIRST ELEGY

(A dulcimer plays “Amazing Grace” as the lights
rise. There are two pin spots: one isolating BAsIL
and the other on DEWEY. The farmer and farmhand
speak directly to the audience but not to each other;
they speak as if they know the people in the theatre
the way a man knows his neighbors. The dulcimer
fades into the story:)

BasiL. Now. Just before Buddy Layman passed
beyond us there was a storm to the sky like no other. I
was workin out to the back fields, down along the crick
there, when I first felt the air start to changin . I looked
at the clouds. I heard the wind blowin. And I says to
myself, “Basil,” I says, “Don’t stand out here like a fool
to the field. Get the tools to the barn fore the storm
hits!”

DEwWEY. And I run like the wind right after the boy
died. Callin all over town for his father. I fly by the
Dry-Goods and on through the Diner, lookin clean over
Zion to find him.

Basit. So I set the tools down and I turned my head to
see the air all in motion above me. I'm standin there,
near the barn there for shelter, and the clouds’re as dark
as the land is long —circlin and swirlin like a fire to the
sky!
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Dewegy. And I looked!

BasiL. And I seen it!

Dewey. And I hollered!

BasiL. And I knew!

DewEY. I says, “Ferris! Ferris! He’s dead now for cer-
tain.” (A moment. Then quietly:) Buddy Layman . . .
he’s passed on beyond us.

BasiL. (Softly.) And like a slate wiped clean or a fever
washed away where there was fire to the sky now there’s
nothin . Where there was clouds there’s just blue and the
sun.

DeweY. His only son gone and it’s me who brings the
word when Ferris comes to his door in the mornin. I
seen him there like he’s a wood stick carvin in the wood
frame door and they’re welded together in grievin. I
says, “Ferris . . . I'm sorry.” And he don’t move and
don’t speak. I says, “Yor son, he’s passed on beyond
us.” (DEWEY’s light fades. He exits. Moonlit night as
BasiL speaks:)

BasiL. The idiot boy is dead, don’t you see? Buddy
Layman’s gone. There’s no tellin the weather. When he
said it would rain we layed our fields in rows and we
knew it would be a good season. You see, a man works,
a man waits, and he hopes and he plans, but it was the
boy who told us the weather. And that boy . . . he was
somethin . Somethin else for a fact. He couldn’t talk for
two cents or take the time to tie his shoes, but he seemed
to know things you figured nobody knew. Without
drillin rigs or men with machines — without nothin but
a willow rod in his hands—Buddy Layman came onto
my land in late spring and he set himself to witchin a
well. Call it vein-findin , water-witchin , smellin , seekin
or divinin, . . . the boy had a touch and a feel for water.
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ACT ONE: THE EARTH AND THE WATER

(The boy searches for water with a long forked
stick. He overlaps and repeats the word “water”
three times whenever it is mentioned during the
dowsing. His head is turned up and his eyes are
nearly closed as he follows the sense of the stick.
DeEwEY, MELVIN, and LUELLA enter and are im-
mediately involved in the scene.)

Buppy. Water water water . .

BasiL. Come on, boy. You’ll find her.

DEWEY. (To MELVIN.) Would you look at him go?

MELVIN. Witchin ain’t nothin. It’s that stick there
that does all the work, Dew.

DewEY. Like hell it’s the stick.

MELvVIN. Like hell if it ain’t.

Dewey. Bud knows what he’s doin .

MELVIN. He knows next to nothin .

DEeEwEeY. Hell if he don’t.

MELvIN. Hell if he does.

BasiL. If you fellas keep up this ruckus you’ll throw
the boy off! Now how many times have I told you
tonight this dowsin’s a delicate business.

LuEeLLA. I doubt he’s gonna find any water.

BasiL. Luella, the signs’re all right on the money. It’s
a full moon, it’s May, not to mention a wind from the
east.

LueLLA. The signs don’t find water. You want water
you hire a drill rig.

Basn.. Luella.

LUEeLLA. We've been chasin around through the fields
half the night and there’s no sign of nothin at all.
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BasiL. Just give the boy time.

LueLLa. How’s he gonna find any water whin he
won’t even touch it? He don’t wash, he don’t bathe. The
boy’s dirt head to toe. I mean, Basil, he’s not even bap-
tized.

BasiL. That’s cause he feels it right to the bone, don’t
you see?

Buppy. (Sudden.) Water. He feels water!

Dewey. He’s on it now, Basil!

MELVIN. He’s on it but good!

Buppy. He’s on it!

Dewegy. You’ll find her!

Buppy. He'll find her!

MELVIN. Let the stick show you!

BasiL. Come on, boy!

DeEwEgY. Water!

Bubppby. Find water!

MELVIN. Water, boy!

Bubppy. Water!

LuEeLLA. Lord, Basil!

Buppy. Water!

BasiL. You’'ll find her!

(The WELL-DIGGERS coach the boy on, building on
the suggested lines for them below, as the stick
reaches higher and higher. BUDDY’s entire frame
tenses as he comes closer and closer:)

Buppy. Water! Find WELL-DIGGERS. Come
Water! Ground, you got on, Bud! You’ll find her!
to give water! Water, Dowse it, boy! Water!

ground! Water! He’s got
to find water! Now,
ground! Give water!
Water! Water, ground!
Now!
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(The stick suddenly begins to bend. Everyone falls
silent. The stick bends nearly in half:)

LuEeLLA. (Softly.) Sweet Jesus in Heaven would you
look at that?

(Buppy drops the stick and drops to his knees,
exhausted.:)

Bupbpy. He got you some water . . . he got you some.

BasiL. You done just fine, boy. You done fine by me.

Buppy. He’s a good guy, Basil?

BasiL. You're a good guy, Buddy Layman.

Bubppy. Wooboy!

MELVIN. (Shaking the boy’s hand.) You hit her right
on the money!

DEwWEY. (Shaking the other hand.) You done real
good, Bud.

MELvVIN. Done a damn fine job. Damn fine.

BasiL. (Partial overlap.) Let’s get to work —

DEWEY. I never saw such a job.

MELVIN. It’s a hell of a job.

BasiL. (Taking charge.) 'm not payin you boys to
stand around cussin and shakin hands half the night.
Now run up the barn and get the shovels.

(MELVIN and DEWEY run off. BUDDY starts to follow:)

Buppy. You want him to help you?

BasiL. (Stopping the boy.) You done your fair share,
Bud. Now you can tell your Dad I'll be sendin over a
dozen or so bushels a corn and wax beans come this fall.
You remember to tell him I thank you.

Buppby. You thank him?

BasiL. I thank you, my friend. (BAsIL exits to the
barn. LUELLA has the stick:)
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LueLLAa. Hey, honey? You wouldn’t want a show
Luella how to work thes thing would you?

Buppy. How to work it?

LueLLa. How to make her find water.

Buppy. (Demonstrates.) Well . . . he shuts his eyes.

LuUEeLLA. (Holds the stick out and does so.) Yeah?

Bupbpy. And he thinks on his Mama.

JENNIE MAE. (Calling from off-stage, as if the boy’s
in the distance.) Buddy—?

LUELLA. Your Mama?

JENNIE MAE. Buddy—?

LuEeLLA. You think a her whin you try to find water?

(BuDDY crosses to his sister as she enters. The two
scenes, one at the well and one at the Layman’s hap-
pen on opposite sides to the stage. The sun’s begin-
ning to rise:)

JENNIE MAE. I can’t take my eyes off you for two
seconds, little brother, without you’re runnin off all
over the fields.

Buppy. Well, he’s playin, Jennie Mae.

JENNIE MAE. (Holds the broom out.) And you're
supposed to be sweepin .

Buppy. What’re we gonna do with that boy? He can’t
do nothin right, Jennie Mae. See that broom right
there? He couldn’t make it get to workin . And you seen
how he done with his shoes.

JENNIE MAE. Buddy.

Buppy. (Pulling his shoes out from under the set.)
His sister says, “Buddy, you keep them shoes on your
dogs. Them feet ain’t supposed to get naked.” And
would you look how he does like he’s dumber than dirt?

(MELVIN and DEWEY enter with a post hole digger and
a shovel. There should be a trap where the boy
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divined water. As the farmworkers dig they step in-
to it, working their way deeper and deeper:)

JENNIE MAE. Don’t call yourself names.

Bupbpy. He can’t help it he’s daffy.

JENNIE MAE. Now Bud.

Buppy. He’s a looney litte coot for sure.

DEwWEY. Let’s get to workin.

JENNIE MAE. Let’s get your boots on.

Buppy. He don’t want to wear boots.

JENNIE MAE. Buddy.

MELVIN. Let’s get some dirt into it, Dewey.

DEewEY. (Referring to a shovelful.) It’s a good chunk
a diggin.

MELVIN. There ain’t enough dirt there to hide a worm,
Dewey.

DEwEY. Listen, Melvin. I'm at thes hole workin . I'm
standin here sweatin and you’re doin nothin but lean
on that post holer.

MELVIN. You tryin’ to say I don’t know how to dig,
huh? You tryin’ to tell me what’s what with a shovel?
Will listen, Dewey, I been through the best damn
trainin Uncle Sam’s got to offer. Got sent through basic
trainin two times in a row. Now I may not know much
nut I know what’s what with a shovel.

Dewey. Then why don’t you use it?

MELVIN. Why don’t you give me a little room, Dew?
Give me a little room, pal, I'll tear this hole up.

(BasiL enters with another shovel. He takes charge
immediately.)

BasiL. Would you fellas shut up and get diggin for
water?

LueLLa. You’re not gonna find us a well out her,
Basil. There’s nothin but mud in that hole.
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BasiL. Luella.

LukLLA. I tried this stick, Basil. I give her a shake and
it’s worth next to nothin. You’re wastin your time on
that hole.

JENNIE MAE. Take your time with those laces.

Bubppy. Well he can’t make ’em tie.

LueLLa. Buddy Layman’s not crazy. He’s just smart
enough to fool with you, Basil. Leave you diggin out
here after nothin . When a farm needs a well you got to
use a machine.

(DEWEY is in the trap. They pass him tools as if
in delicate surgery:)

DEWEY. Shovel.

MELVIN. Shovel.

LueLLA. Even a fool knows that folks need a drill-rig
for water. Sticks and shovels get you nowhere in this
land.

DEwEY. Post holer.

MELVIN. Post holer.

LueLLA. Indiana is nothin but rocks and mud, Basil.
Clean down to China it’s rocks and mud and mud and
rocks and it takes a full sized drill rig to dig down to
water.

BasiL. Put your back at it, Dew.

LueLLA. But no, you wouldn d listen. You won’t use a
machine. And there you all sit to your elbows in mud
and plain to see you're gettin nowhere but dirty.

BasiL. Lean into it, Dew. Heave some weight on it,
boy —

DEewEY. (Partial overlap.) Basil, hold it! Holdon . . .
(DEwWEY lowers himself completely into the well as
SHOWERS enters on the other side of the stage. He car-
ries two beat up old suitcases. He’s worn out.)
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BasiL. Water . . .?
SHOWERS. (Looking at the sky.) Lord God A’mighty.

(A light shines up from the well:)

DEWEY. (Amazed.) My feet’re gettin wet . . . !

BasiL. Water! Luella, there’s water!

LueLLA. Water.

Buppy. He did it! He tied em! (BupDY jumps up and
there is simultaneous celebration at the well and at the
Layman’s. SHOWERS remains where he is:)

BasiL. Water. I told Buppy. Tied his shoes
you he’d find it. by his self!
MELVIN. Waaaooo! JENNIE MAE. You're a
good boy.
BasiL. We hit the vein! Buppby. He tied em!
DeEwEeY. Water! JENNIE MAE. You sure
did!
MELVIN AND DEWEY. - Buppby. He’s a good
Waaaao0000! guy!

BasiL. Grab the shovels, boys! Let’s get a drunk on!

(The WELL-DIGGERS exit and BupDY grabs the broom.
He sweeps enthusiastically as SHOWERS crosses (o
the Layman’s:)

SHOWERS. Lord God in Heaven I’'m tired.

Buppy. Tied his shoes by his self, he’s gonna sweep
by his self! He’s sweepin and sweepin —

JENNIE MAE. Buddy, stay on the porch.

Bupby. He’s cleanin his yard, Jennie Mae.

JENNIE MAE. Buddy.
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Buppy. He’s sweepin and sweepin . . . (BuDDY
sweeps into SHOWERS.)

SHOWERs. Hi.

‘Buppy. Hi . ..

-JENNIE MAE. Can I help you with somethin ?

SHOWERS. Well, to tell you the truth, Ma’am, I’'m lost.

JJENNIE MAE. What you lookin for?

SHOWERS. I'm not lookin for nothin too special here,
Ma’am. I’'m just kinda curious where I am at the mo-
ment. (SHOWERS is a bit of a fast-talker:) I had me a fit-
ful night a dreamin, you see, got myself all turned
around in my sleep. And when I woke up this mornin I
looked at the road one way there and then I turned and
took a look up the other — and what do you think I said?

Buppy. What?

SHOWERS. I says, well, I'm fit to be tied if Indiana
don’t look all the same no matter which way you turn! I
says to myself, “C.C. Showers,” I says, “You’re about as
lost on this road as a small ball in tall grass. Just stuck
up like a boot in the mud.” Couldn’t tell comin from
goin or which end was up—till I seen my friend over
here givin the grass the once over. And I says, “Now
there’s a man who cares about the land that he stands
on.” I says, “Here’s a fella who can tell me where [ am.”

BuppY. (Proud.) You're at Buddy Layman’s house.

SHOWERS. I had a sneakin suspicion I might be.

Bubppy. Yeah. It’s his house alright. Them’s his win-
dows, his door, his porch. And this girl right here? She’s
his sister.

JENNIE MAE. Buddy.

Buppy. You gonna sweet talk her, Mr? You want
him to maybe get lost?

JENNIE MAE. You just get back to sweepin .

BubppY. Aw, he’s tired a sweepin .
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SHOWERS. You know you can’t be too clean, pal.

Buppy. Huh?

SHOWERS. I says a fine and upstandin young fella like
yourself ought to love keepin clean.

Bupby. You ain’t gonna wash him?

JENNIE MAE. Are you sellin soap or somethin.
Mister?

SHOWERS. No, Ma’am.

Buppy. You ain’t gonna put him in water?

SHOWERS. In water?

Buppy. Jennie Mae, don’t let that guy wash him!

JENNIE MAE. Now what do you want a go scarin him
for? He never done nothin to you!

SHOWERS. Now wait a minute —

JENNIE MAE. You just come walkin up here out of a
clear blue and go teasin folks you don’t hardly know!

SHowEeRs. Now hold the boat, Ma’am! I only stopped
cause I'm lookin to help folks!

JENNIE MAE. Are you one a them Mormons?

SHoweRs. To put it real plain, Ma’am — I’m in need of
a job.

JENNIE MAE. Well, we’re not givin handouts.

SHOWERS. I’'m not wantin a handout, I’'m wantin
to work! You name it, I'll do it. Yard work, house work,
cleanin or mowin . I'll milk the chickens, I'll pluck the
cows. (Pause.) I’'m willin to work the whole day for just
food. I’'m not a big eater. Little tiny portions. To look at
me eat you'd think I was raised by the birds. A crumb
here, a crumb there.

Buppy. (Concerned.) Ain’t you had you some
breakfast?

SHOwERs. Not lately, my friend . . .

JENNIE MAE. Maybe you better talk to my Daddy.

Suowers. If it wouldn’t put you to no trouble.

JENNIE MAE. ( Exiting.) S’no trouble at’all, Mister.
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Buppy. What’s your name, Mister?

JENNIE MAE. (Calling, on her way off-stage.) Dad-
dy?

Suowers. C.C.

BuppY. You think you’re maybe gonna stick around
awhile, C.C.?

SHowERs. It all depends, Bud.

Buppy. They’s lots a stuff here you know?

SHOWERS. There is, huh?

Bupbpy. Yeah! They’s lots a good stuff. You see the
woods over ther don’t you?

SHOwERS. Bud, I sure do.

Buppy. Well that’s where the birds live.

SHOWERS. Do they, now?

Buppy. Yeah! Way up the trees they do. Way up the
leafs.

SHOWERS. Now that’s a good thing to know.

Bupbpy. You see the ground right there don’t you?

SHOWERS. Mr. Layman, I do.

Buppy. Well that’s where the doddle bugs are.

SHOwWERs. Well, you’re just chock-full a knowledge,
my friend.

Buppy. He thunk he might be.

SHOWERS. (As if he didn’t hear right.) 1 beg your par-
don?

Buppy. He says he thunk he might be.

SHOWERS. (Unsure.) Now you’re talkin about you?

Buppy. Yeah. Can’t you hear him?

SHOWERS. Yeah. Yeah, pal, I hear you.

BupbpyY. You see the sky up there, pal?

SHOWERS. Bud, I'm lookin right at it.

Bupbpy. You know who lives up there?

SHOWERS. Who?

Buppy. (Amazed.) Jesus.
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SHOWERS. Way up there?

Buppy. Jesus Son a God does.

SHowEeRrs. What do you figure he does up there, Bud?

Bupby. ( Thinks this over.) Well . . . he’s maybe got
him a little house.

SHOWERS. ([Interested.) Yeah?

BubppY. Yeah. Maybe got him a runnin toilet inside.

SHowEeRs. Now that’s a good thing to have.

Buppy. He thunk it might be.

SHOWERS. Mr. Layman, it does my heart good to
meet a man who knows his way around the Church.

Buppy. We ain’t got no Church, C.C. Don’t you
know nothin ?

SHOWERs. Your Mama taught you the Gospel at
home, huh?

Buppy. His Mama?

SHOWERS. Yeah.

BubbDyY. (Concerned.) You ain’t seen her?

SHOWERS. No . . .

Buppy. He can’t find her nowhere, C.C.

SHOWERS. (Gentle concern.) How long she’s been
gone?

BupbpY. Well he ain’t sure no more. He looks in his
house and his yard and the woods and he can’t find her
nowhere.

SHOwERs. Well, I'd imagine she’ll be home before
long, don’t you think?

BupDY. Sometimes he hears her. Sometimes at night
he hears her right there . . . and her voice is right there
. . . like he can touch her almost, when he’s sleepin . . .

SHOWERS. ( Gentle.) You mean your Mama’s passed
away, Bud?

BupDpY. You know where she is?

SHOwERSs. Well . . . I’d imagine she’s livin in Heaven.
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You know what angels are, don’t you?

Buppy. What?

SHOWERS. Angels're what we call the people in
Heaven. The folks on beyond us, you see?

Bubppy. What’s angels do?

SHOWERs. For the most part they all tend to fly
around singin .

BasiL. (Likes this idea.) Angels can fly?

SHoweRs. That’s what they say.

Bupby. Like the birds?

Suowers. Like the birds.

(FERRIS enters. He’s a greasy mechanic. BUDDY runs
to him:)

Buppy. Hey, Dad, she’s up to the sky! His Mama’s
flyin with Jesus!

(FERRIS might swing his son around some. He enjoys
playing with the boy. Likes teasing him.)

FERrRris. You’re gonna be up to the sky like to never
come down, you don’t finish your chores before noon,
boy.

Buppy. Well he’s talkin to C.C.

FERrRris. You made you a friend, huh?

Buppy. (A secret.) That guy ain’t had nothin to eat,
Dad.

FERRIS. (Eyes him over.) So you’re the fella that’s
lookin to work, huh?

SHOWERS. (Crosses to FErRRIS, hand out to shake.)
C.C. Showers, sir.

FErRis. Ferris Layman, Mr. Showers. Chew tobacco?

SHOWERS. No, sir.
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FERRIs. (Taking a plug out.) Well, you oughta! A
man wants to work in a garage then he’s gotta chew
somethin . Can’t hire a fella that’s prissy.

SHOWERS. ( Takes the plug.) Thank you kindly.

Ferris. It’s a good tastin’ plug, huh?

SHOWERS. ([t tastes awful.) Real tasty.

Ferris. Don’t swaller it, Mister! Hell, the whole
point’s to spit!

SHOWERS. Beg your pardon.

FErris. Too late, huh? Can I get you some water?

SHOWERS. I’'m fine. Just fine.

FErris. I’d offer you more but with Hoover in office
there ain’t a lot more to be had, huh?

SHOWERS. I hear you.

FERRIS. (Making sure.) You’re a democrat, ain’t you?
Not votin for Hoover?

SHOWERS. Not by a long shot.

FERris. I don’t mean to be nosy but no man votin’ for
Hoover is workin for me.

SHowEeRs. Folks vote for Hoover there’ll be nobody
workin .

Ferris. Damn Hoover. Those government guys don’t
know shit from shine-ola.

SHOWERS. Nope.

FeErris. Here we sit with half the damn country
wound up as tight as a shock spring and Hoover won’t
let a man drink.

(BupDY has found his way to the two suitcases. He is
sitting between them.)

Bupbpy. Ain’t you figure they’s maybe somethin to
drink in these boxes?

SHOwERs. Well, they’re mainly full a nothin, my
friend.
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Bupbpy. Ain’t you figure they’s maybe a little rootbeer
down in em?

FERrRrIs. Don’t be so darn nosy.

Bubppy. He ain’t gonna hurt nothin , Dad. He’s gonna
haul em around some. Like he’s a helper, you know?
Like C.C.

SHOWERS. Make a deal, my friend?

Buppy. Word a Honor, C.C.?

SHOWERS. You can haul these cases around town for
awhile if you promise to bring ’em right back.

Buppy. (Serious.) Lick your hand, C.C. (BubpDY
licks his palm and holds it out. SHOWERS understands,
does the same, and they rub palms together in a solemn
vow of sorts. BUDDY then walks and talks his way off-
stage with the cases:) Ain’t gonna drop these boxes for
nothin . No sir. Ain’t gonna nose down inside em or
bang em up nohow. He knows they ain’t no rootbeer
down in em. He’s a good guy, that Buddy. Word a
honor, he is.

SHOWERS. (Smiles.) I'd imagine bein a Daddy gets to
be a full time business.

FERRIs. Hell, there ain’t nothin to it. I raise em like
weeds.

SHOWERS. Like weeds, Mr. Layman?

FERRIS. You can pull em or trim em or hedge em on
back some, but you’re best off to just leave em go. You
ever seen a weed that ain’t healthy?

SHOWERS. No.

FERRIs. Same way with kids. If a car breaks, you fix
it—if a tire’s flat, patch it. But kids’re just fine on their
own.

SHOWERS. Mr. Layman, I take it you like cars.

FErris. Mr. Showers, I love em. Nash, Buicks,
DeSotos—you name it. Plus there’s a whole world a
tractors. Your John Deere, Farm-All, Fords a course.
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SHOWERS. Yeah—

FerRris. Nothin like a good solid engine.

SHOWERS. No sir.

FERRIS. You ever tear down a six banger?

SHoweRs. That’s quite an engine.

Ferris. Hell of an engine. Course a flathead’ll put it
to shame.

SHOWERS. I'd imagine.

Ferris. Can you rebuild a flathead?

SHOWERS. Is that a car or a tractor? (Pause.)

FErRis. Never heard of a flatheaded tractor.

SHOWERS. It’s a car, huh?

FERRIs. (Suspicious.) Can you at least tear down a
carburator?

(SHOWERS shakes his head.)

FErris. Fuel pump? Ignition?
SHOWERS. Well—
FERRIS. Steerin or tires?

(SHOWERS shakes his head.)

FERRIS. You can’t patch a damn tire? Where the hell a
you been?

SHOWERS. I been walkin, Mr. Layman, for close to
three months. I hardly rode in a car, let alone try to fix
one. But I’'m needin a job awful bad, see? Just enough
work to feed me.

Ferris. If I knew what you did it might be I could
help you.

SHOWERs. Well there wasn’t much work back in
Hazard, Kentucky. I mean, I quit what I did, see?

FERRIS. Quit a good job for nothin ?

SHoweRs. I couldn’t do it no more.
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FERRIs. You walked off the job when there’s no work
for miles?

SHowERs. | had to leave.

FERRIS. (Pushing.) Did they fire you?

SHOWERS. No—

FerRIs. Did you run in the law?

SHOWERS. I just couldn’t keep workin.

FErris. What the hell’d you do?

SHOWERS. (Nearly angry.) It don’t matter no more!

FERRIS. (Starts to walk away.) 1 can’t hire a man
don’t know what he does.

SHOWERS. I’m lookin to start all again, don’t you see?
I been lookin to work the whole time I been walkin .

FERrRIS. You’re wastin my time, mister. (Starts to
exit.)

SHOWERS. Listen, Mr. Layman. To tell you the truth
. . . I’'s a preacher.

Ferris. Teacher?

SHOWERS. No. A Bible-totin preacher. (Pause. FER-
RIS smiles:)

FERRISs. Aw now, you’re full a shit.

SHOWERS. I ain’t preachin no more though—

Ferris. You full a shit, ain’t you?

SHOWERs. I quit! I give it up altogether! (FERRIS
smiles.) 1 ain’t preached for three months in a row, Mr.
Layman. Went close to twelve years then I quit, now I’'m
done.

FERRIS. You really a preacher?

(JENNIE MAE enters with her brother in tow. The boy
has both suitcases, but they’re significantly lighter:)

Snowers. 1 was! I ain’t preachin no more, though.
Bupby. (Protesting.) Word a honor, Jennie Mae!
Word a honor!
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FERRIs. A Bible bangin, Jesus jumpin, Heaven and
hellfire preacher!

JENNIE MAE. You tell Mr. Showers the truth Buddy
Layman!

Buppy. He ain’t done nothin wrong!

JENNIE MAE. (Gives her brother a whack on the tail.)
Just you tell him.

Bupbpy. (Demonstrating.) Well . . . He was just
walkin, see, C. ... C? Till his arms get to feelin kinda
lousy, see. So he says, maybe he’ll feel better, he gets
him some rootbeer. On account a them boxes’re heavy
and his arm’s hurtin somethin awful . . .

Ferris. You didn’t take somethin outta those cases
now, boy?

BasiL. (Innocent.) No siree, Dad. They ain’t nothin in
em.

Ferris. Nothin in em?

Buppy. Nope. Not no rootbeer nor nothin . ( He sets
the luggage by SHOWERS and holds up his hand in the
sign of the pledge.) Word a honor, C.C.

(SHOWERS opens the suitcases. They are empty.)

FERRIS. You mean the boy dumped all you stuff out?

SHoweRs. They’re a little easier to carry now, yeah.

FERRis. All your clothes?

JENNIE MAE. Your blankets —

SHOWERS. My bedroll —

Bupby. Your Bible—

SHOWERS. My Bible.

FERRis. Everything?

SHOWERS. Seems to be the case. (Slight pause.)

Bupbpy. (Innocently.) Well . . . he figures he better
take him a little walk for now, Dad.
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FERRIS. (Grabs the boy’s arm.) Hold still a minute,
Bud.

Buppy. He don’t want a sit still!

FErris. Well you're gonna sit still till you tell us what
you did with his things, boy.

SHOWERS. Now Mr. Layman.

FERrR1s. Now some things don’t irk me, Mr. Showers,
but stealin the clothes off the back of a preacher ain’t
quite on my list a sittin still for.

JENNIE MAE. A preacher!

FERrRris. A marryin-buryin, readin-revivin, devil and
damnation preacher, Jennier Mae. And your little
brother, who somebody was supposed to be watchin,
just stole everything the man owns!

JENNIE MAE. | can’t be watchin him all the time,
Daddy.

FERRIs. I can’t be watchin him either.

JENNIE MAE. I dress him, I feed him, I walk him all
over the place—

Buppy. He don’t want a sit still!

JENNIE MAE. I need time to spend with my friends,
damnit!

FeErris. Would you knock off the cussin? He’s a
preacher I told you.

JENNIE MAE. I don’t care if he preaches!

Buppy. Stop screamin!

JENNIE MAE. I’'m not screamin!

Ferris. This man’s a preacher!

SHOWERS. Now hold it! Hold the boat, will you? (A/
commotion stops. He preaches:) I was a preacher, but I
ain’t preachin now. I don’t do prayers or lead songs and
I give up on sermons. It’s no sin to change and I've
changed! (Slight pause.) 1 give it up. (SHOWERS picks
up his luggage and starts to exit:)



THE DIVINERS 27

BuppyY. Ain’t you gonna stick around here some?
SHOWERS. I come this far. I’ll get by just fine.
JENNIE MAE. With no clothes?

FERRIS. Without nothin?

Buppy. Aw, C.C., don’t leave him.

SHOWERS. (Sfops.) Aw now, Bud.

JENNIE MAE. He could sleep in the barn, Daddy.

SHOWERS. No, I don’t mean to burden.

FErRis. I don’t mean to take offense, but my barn
ought to be good enough for a good man to sleep in.

JENNIE MAE. (EXxiting.) I'll get you some blankets.

SHOWERS. (Crossing back to FERRIS and the boy.)
Now listen, Mr. Layman. I’m willin to work for my
keep, see?

Ferris. And ’'m willin to make you keep workin,
C.C. (FERRIs takes one of the suitcases and exits to the
barn. BUpDY starts to follow:)

Buppy. Come on, C.C.

SHoweRs. Hey, Bud. You don’t happen to have any
idea where you might a walked with my things do you?

Bupbpy. Nope. How bout you?

SHOWERS. You sure you don’t know?

Buppy. He knows where theys birds at though C.C.
Out the barn—way up the roofters. Theys big birds and
little birds, baby birds and mamma birds —theys flyin
all over like angels.

SHOWERS. (Exiting with the boy.) No, now the
angels’re way up in Heaven there, Bud, and the birds’re
here in Indiana.

(NORMA enters singing “Rock of Ages”. She mops the
floor in her store as she sings. LUELLA enters and
watches NORMA mop. NORMA should stop singing
abruptly as LUELLA finishes her speech;)
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SHOWERS. (Continued.) It’s a whole world a dif-
ference, my friend.

NORMA.

“Rock of Ages, cleft for me,

Let me hide myself in Thee;

Let the water and the blood,

From Thy wounded side which flowed
Be of sin the double cure,

Cleanse me from it’s guilt and power—”

LuEeLLA. (Overlapping.) 1 know why you’re singin,
Norma Henshaw. You’re singin and cleanin the whole
Dry-Goods top to bottom on account a that new slick-
talkin preacher.

NorMmA. Luella.

LuEeLLA. Now, Norma, for all we know this guy is a
smooth-talkin con man. We don’t know nothin about
him.

NorMA. We know he’s a preacher.

LuerLa. What Church is he with?

NorMma. Why Luella, he’s a Christian a course.

LuEeLia. Well that doesn’t mean you can trust him
you know.

NORMA. I been prayin for this for ten years in a row. I
don’t ask the Lord much, I don’t pester him, see? But I
have made a few small requests. The Lord knows how
the town needs a preacher, Luella.

LueLLA. But what kind a preacherd work in a
garage?

NorMa. Well we can’t afford to be picky.

LueLLA. Be picky!

NorMA. We been ten solid years without singin or
savin or baptizin, period. The lord’s answered our
prayers, don’t you see?

LueLLA. Well I don’t know, Norma.
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NorMA. Don’t be so darn doubtful, Luella. So down
in the mouth. Why, just look at Goldie next door. She’s
been spickin and spannin for days in a row just to let
that man know how he’s welcome.

(SHOWERS, BuDDY, and FERRIS enter:)

Gorpie. Why you fellas’re just as welcome as
welcome can be.

Bubppy. Got any rootbeer here, Goldie?

GoLpie. What kind a Diner’d I run without rootbeer?

Buppy. Pretty lousy.

GoLpie. (Handing him one.) Well it wouldn’t be the
Dine-Away-Cafe. Just made some fresh coffee, boys.

Ferris. Coffee sounds fine.

Gorpie. I’d expect you been showin our new friend
around town, huh?

FERRrIS. Ain’t much to see.

GoLpie. Why there’s the Dry-Goods and the Diner
and the view a the river. Not to mention the place where
the Church was. You seen the Church ain’t you?

SHOWERS. Guess it must a slipped by me.

FErrIs. Ain’t nothin left but the foundation, Goldie.

Goipie. (To SHOWERS.) Well before she burned
down, it was somethin I tell you. That Church had a
steeple so high it put the tree tops to shame. And peo-
ple? There was people all over. Those bells got to ringin
and the whole town was full. Did a real good business
on Sunday.

SHOWERS. You don’t say?

GoLpie. Fed more people on Sunday than the whole
week together. Those Church folks’re real big eaters.
You want some pie with that coffee.

SHowEeRs. No thanks, Ma’am. I'm fine.
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GoLpIE. Apple pie, peach pie, rhubarb and
cherry — whatever you wants on the house.

Ferris. Well I'd like a donut.

GoLbpIk. Plain donut’s a penny, Ferris. Glazed’re two
cents.

FERRIS. Plain, thank you.

Buppy. How bout you get him a rootbeer?

GoLDIE. (A little surprised.) You’re not done with
that last one?

Buppy. Ain’t no more down in it.

GoLDIE. You’re gonna throw off your whole constitu-
tion, you know that? You drink and drink and drink
and drink—you will make yourself irregular. (She
hands him a rootbeer.)

BubpDY. You regular, Dad?

FeRrris. Hell I'm fine.

GoLbpIE. (Crossing off to get a donut.) No cussin.

SHoweRs. That Goldie’s quite a woman.

FERRIs. Well she’s pretty but she’s pushy.

SHOWERS. I noticed.

FERRIS. Ain’t nothin worse’n a damn woman gets
pushy.

GoLDIE. (Entering with a donut.) You’re gonna cuss
you can eat this outside, Ferris.

FERris. It’s a awful good lookin donut.

GoLbpIE. Don’t you dare bite that donut.

FERrRIs. I'm gonna pay you.

GoLDIE. You know the rules just as well as I do “No
drinkin—"

FErRris AND GoLpie. “No Cussin” and “You Pray
Before You Eat—"

FERRIS. (To SHOWERs.) Keeps em posted right there
on the sign.

GoLpIE. Care to pray?
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SHOWERS. I beg pardon?

GouLbik. It’s only right for the guest to say grace over
meals.

SHowERs. Well, Ma’am, this ain’t exactly a meal.

GoLpie. Well you’re still the guest.

FERRIs. Just give her the grace, huh?

SHOWERS. You give her the grace.

FErRis. I'm no good at prayin.

SHOWERS. It’s your donut, Ferris.

GoLbIe. It’s my Diner. I’d like for our guest to say
grace.

SHOWERS. Ma’am, you don’t understand —

GoLDIE. You don’t pray, he don’t eat. (Slight pause.)

FERRis. Listen C.C. I’m really kind a hungry.

SHOWERS. I know.

FErris. Well just run off a quick one.

SHOWERS. Aw, Ferris—

FERRis. It’s just a donut, C.C.—won’t take you but a
second.

GoLpIE. Bow your heads. Shut your eyes, Buddy.
Pastor Showers? ( All heads are bowed but for Showers.
Buddy’s eyes are closed, no real semblance of prayer.
SHOWERS looks straight ahead, eyes open. After a mo-
ment he says quite simply.)

SHOWERS. Thanks for the donut.

FERRIS. Amen. (Slight pause. Suspiciously.)

GoLpie. What Church’re you with?

FErris. Goldie, the man means to give up on
preachin.

GoLbiE. Give it up?

SHOWERS. Yes, Ma’am.

GoLbpIE. You mean to quit?

SHOWERSs. I mean to stop altogether! (Slight pause.)

GoLbike. In that case the coffee’ll cost you a nickel.
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SHOWERS. It’s a good cup coffee.
FERRIs. I got her.
SHOWERS. (7o BuppY.) You bout ready to go, pal?

(BuDDY has taken one of his shoes off:)

Buppy. He ain’t goin nowheres till his dogs feel bet-
ter.

SHOWERs. What’s a matter?

Bupbpy. He’s itchin.

SHOWERS. (Looking at the boy’s foot.) Looks like a
touch a the ivy.

Bupbpy. Itchin like crazy, C.C.!

GoLbIE. All the boy needs is a tub a hot water. I been
sayin that much for years.

Buppy. Huh?

GoLbie. Fever weed, salts, and a hot tub a water.

Buppy. (Lying.) He ain’t itchin no more.

GoLbIE. You'll be itchin all over, you don’t soak those
feet.

FeRrRris. Hell, I'm dirt head to toe and I’'m fine.

GoLbIE. It ain’t right not to wash.

FERRis. Does he smell? Does he stink?

GoLbIt. That ain’t the point, Ferris.

Ferris. Half the world’s made a dirt and it ain’t hur-
tin nothin. The damn roads’re all dirt, the fields’re dirt.
Even Hoover’s got a mud pie for brains.

GoLbpIE. Don’t make fun a Mr. Hoover in my Diner,
Ferris. Badmouthin the president’s the same thing as
cussin. Same exact thing to a T.

SHowers. Kind a fond of him, are you?

GoLDIE. I couldn’t care less if Herb Hoover got hit by
a truck in his sleep. But he’s still the president and I
won’t have him badmouthed.
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Ferris. Now what’d I say that’s so awful, Goldie?

GoLDIE. I’'m not about to repeat it.

Buppy. Said hell, said damn, said Hoover —

GoLDIE. You see there! You see what it leads to?

FeRrRis. Bud can cuss if he wants.

GoLbIE. He’s just a boy, Ferris.

FERrRrIs. When I was his age I cussed all the time.

GoLpIE. He’s only 14.

Ferris. And I’ll tell you what else, I’'m a better man
for it.

GoLDpIE. You are the most bull headed man in the
world, Ferris Layman.

FERRIS. A man can’t cuss, he can’t hardly talk.

GoLpie. What would your wife say? (Pause. With
true concern:) The way you raise the boy, Ferris . . . it
ain’t right for him.

FERrris. (Softly.) Well Sara ain’t here no more,
Goldie.

Buppy. (Softly.) Dad?

FeERrRris. What you need, son?

Buppy. Dad? S’gonna rain.

FErris. (Gentle.) Change a the weather’d be nice,
Bud.

Bupbpy. They’s clouds up there, Dad. S’gonna rain
somethin awful.

SHOWERS. Bud, the sky’s awful blue.

Ferris. (Softly.) It'll rain.

Bupbpy. Can’t you feel the clouds? It’s gonna storm
somethin awful.

GoLpie. Lord knows we could use it.

(DEWEY and BASIL enter with hoes as the others exit.)
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SHOowERS. Not a cloud in the sky.

DEweY. Rain, Basil.

BasiL. Rain, huh?

Bubppy. Can’t you feel the clouds?

DEwEY. It’s what the boy says.

Bupbby. ( Exiting.) Gonna rain.

BasiL. How’d he look when he said it?

DeEwey. Well. He was scratchin his feet somethin

awful.

BasiL. Seemed pretty sure did he?
Dewey. I come walkin up the garage, I says, “How

you doin, Bud?” He says, “It’s gonna rain.”

BasiL. Well . . . the alfalfa’s in at least.

DEwEY. Yeah.

BasiL. But the rutabaga’s not near.

Dewey. It ain’t even close.

BasiL. Figure you boys can get that highland turned?
Dewey. S’awful rocky.

Basi. I know.

Dewey. Full a rocks.

BasiL. Get her turned before the rain comes, give you

eighty cents a day.

w

Dewgy. Damn.

BasiL. A little rain’ll be nice, huh?

DEwEY. I guess.

BasiL. Yeah.

Dewey. Hey, Basil. Look at the sky, will you?
BasiL. Pretty.

DEewEY. There’s no clouds for miles.

Basiv. It’ll rain soon enough, Dew. The boy knows.
DEeweY. How you figure that is?

hat’s that?

DewEY. I mean, you done your fair share a doctorin,

Basil.
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BasiL. ’'m no doctor, son. Most things’ll heal alone.

DEewEY. But how do you figure the boy knows like he
does?

BasiL. He just feels, I guess.

DEWEY. Feels the weather?

BasiL. Close as I can figure it, yeah.

DeweY. It’s that drownin, you figure? I mean, a fella
falls in the water so young like he did—

BasiL. Don’t take long underwater to change you.

DEwEY. I guess.

BasiL. He was under awhile, you know. The boy was
only three, maybe four, and he was under that water
some time.

DEWEY. Jesus.

BasiL. It was his mother that kept him from drownin,
you know . . . she died in the water. It’s a strange kind
a thing.

Dewey. It’s kind a scary almost. I mean, Basil, the
way the boy is now —

BasiL. Listen, Dewey, you can’t think like that, son.
Sometimes things happeii—there’s no way to stop em or
change em, nothin better for tryin. If a boy knows the
weather you got to call it a blessin. It’s a blessin.

DEWEY. Yeah. Yeah . . . the place’ll look awful nice, a
little rain on the fields.

BasiL. We get that highland seeded she will.

(JENNIE MAE, SHOWERS, and BuDDY enter.)

DEeEwWEY. It’s good land on the rise there.

BasiL. Yeah, the farm’s lookin fine.

SHOWERS. There’s nothin so fine as the woods in the
summer.

Buppy. You see all the birds?
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JENNIE MAE. Yeah, I see em.

Buppy. You see that one there?

SHoweRs. That’s a blue bird, my friend.

Buppy. How come he’s flyin?

SHOWERS. We scared him, I guess.

Buppy. Hey, bird. Where you goin? Don’t hide in
them trees.

SHOWERS. Whoa now —

(Buppy follows his bird off-stage:)

Buppy. Hey, you bird! Come on back here! Why you
flyin from Buddy?

SHowERs. Hey, Bud —

JENNIE MAE. Oh, Buddy’s alright.

SHOWERS. Bud—?

JENNIE MAE. Buddy gets in the woods he’s not about
to sit still.

SHoOwERS. Well . . . this old back a mine ain’t about to
go chase him.

JENNIE MAE. Oh, you’re not that old, Mr. Showers.

SHOWERS. I been feelin it lately.

JENNIE MAE. Well, come here. I'll rub your back
some.

SHOWERS. (A little embarrassed.) Oh . . .

JENNIE MAE. Now stop moanin and groanin and sit
yourself down. Come on. It’'ll do you some good to sit
still. (SHOWERS sits. She rubs his shoulders:) There you
go. How’s that now? A little better maybe?

SHOWERS. Oh . . . I'm dead and in Heaven.

JENNIE MAE. You just been workin too hard.

SHOWERS. Naw —

JENNIE MAE. Yeah, you have.

SHOWERS. Oh—
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JENNIE MAE. You're like to work all the time, Mr.
Showers.

SHowERs. (Softly, dismissing the idea.) Shit.

JENNIE MAE. What?

SHOwWERS. Little work never hurt nothin.

JENNIE MAE. I never heard you talk like you been to-
day.

SHowERs. Use those kind a words all the time when
I’m thinkin.

JENNIE MAE. You think in swear words?

SHoweRs. I think worse things’n that.

JENNIE MAE. Is that why you give up on preachin?

SHoweRs. That ain’t quite how I’d put it.

JENNIE MAE. Don’t you believe in the Bible?

SHOwERS. I was raised on the Bible, Miss Layman.
My Daddy’s a preacher and his Daddy before and his
Grandad and right down the line. Boy comes to be
seventeen or eighteen there’s no questions asked —hand
him a Bible, turn him loose on the world. He’ll make his
way fine. Be an awful fine preacher. (Slight pause. To
himself:) Be just like his Daddy I guess . . . (He begins
to preach as the memory builds:) My Daddy . . . now he
was a preacher. He had folks up on their feet and out a
their seats and singin and stompin and life was just fine.
Man took to a Bible like he was there just to shout it.
Gonna tell everybody! Everybody bout the wonder and
the miracle and the sweet love a Jesus! He’d say now
you there, Miss Layman, don’t you love that sweet
Jesus? Don’t you love him so much you could cry? Well
sure you do! I said sure you do! I said come on up front
here and tell us about it! Tell the whole Church how you
love that sweet story! Bring em all up front! Let em all
tell the story! No sin’s a great sin cause all men are sin-
ners! Yes, Ma’am! That’s all men! I said all men! I said
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every last man is a sinner! (He catches himself. Slight
pause:) Then there’s me . . . 'm up front the Church
and I’d shout somethin out and they’d “Amen!” right to
me. I'd shout and they’d shout and then alla sudden . . .
it’s dead quiet. I mean they’re lookin and waitin and all
ready to holler. And there’s me up there . . . thinkin!
Plain forgot 1 was preachin.

JENNIE MAE. No—

SHOWERS. Yeah! Plum forgot where [ was. Sometimes
two or three minutes at once. I tell you, Miss Layman, I
think too much.

JENNIE MAE. Think too much?

SHoweRs. I am all the time thinkin! And thinkin and
preachin don’t mix too well, Ma’am.

JENNIE MAE. Well I never read too much Bible, but
you surely can fire it up, Mr. Showers.

SHOWERS. I'm thirty years old, I never done nothin
else! All I'm good for is talkin, Miss Layman. Runnin
on at the mouth, just jawin away . . .

JENNIE MAE. I think you talk real nice.

SHOWERS. The whole time I was preachin you know
what I felt? Nothin.

JENNIE MAE. Mr. Showers—

SHoOwWERS. I felt nothin, you see?

JENNIE MAE. You still sound awful nice.

SHOWERS. Aw, I need to learn to shut up. (Pause.
Then quietly:) Well, damn it.

JENNIE MAE. What's a matter?

SHOWERS. I just can’t shut up! I guess you’re just too
nice to talk to.

JENNIE MAE. Now don’t tease me.

SHOWERS. Miss Laymarn —

JENNIE MAE. You make me feel likc an o!d maid
when you call me “Miss [.ayman.”
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SHowEeRs. Well you’re awful formal yourself, ain’t
you?

JENNIE MAE. I’m younger’n you. I’'m suppose to.

SHoWERS. Here we are in this day and age— with trac-
tors and light bulbs and Singer Sewin Machines—and
you’re talkin like any man older’n you’s automatic a
Mister right off the bat!

JENNIE MAE. Now don’t be rilin me up, Mr. Showers.
Girls sixteen years old can’t call men by first name.
Least not in Indiana they don’t.

SuoweRs. Then let’s just pretend it’s Kentucky.

JENNIE MAE. Mr. Showers, I can’t!

SHOWERS. We’'ll say that old beech tree down the
way’s the door to a mine shaft, and that gulley right
there’s an old coal train.

JENNIE MAE. Oh, Mr. Showers.

SHOWERs. Come on now.

JENNIE MAE. [ can’t.

SHOWERS. Sure you can.

JENNIE MAE. No I can’t.

SHoweRrs. Well, I don’t see why not. (Pause. She
looks in his eyes:)

JENNIE MAE. You want me to?

SHOwWERs. I want you to call me by name. (Light
sound of thunder:) Did you just feel somethin?

JENNIE MAE. Yeah. Yeah, I felt somethin . . .

SHOWERS. Was that a rain drop you figure?

JENNIE MAE. What’s that?

SHOwWERs. Would you look at those clouds, Jennie
Mae? Right up through the break in the trees there.

JENNIE MAE. Oh, my Lord.

SHOwERs. We best find your brother fore the sky
splits wide open.

JENNIE MAE. He’s on his way home.
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SHOWERS. (Calling Loudly.) Buddy—?

JENNIE MAE. He’s not gonna stay in the woods if it’s
stormin.

SHOWERS. Buddy—?

JENNIE MAE. C.C., come on! If he’s home alone he’ll
be scared half to death!

( They run off-stage as the thunder builds and the lights
change. The thunder grows louder and louder.
BUDDY enters calling frantically for his family:)

Bupbpy. It’s rainin! Hey, Dad, it’s rainin! Ain’t they
nobody here? Ain’t they nobody hear him? Dad? Jennie
Mae? It’s rainin outside! He can’t breathe right no
more. It’s rainin! (He wraps himself up in a blanket and
lies down, struggling for breath. He should be complete-
ly covered by the blanket:) It’s rainin it’s rainin it’s
rainin . .

(SHOWERS and JENNIE MAE run on as if coming in from
the storm.)

SHOWERS. Woooeee! Never saw such a storm! Like to
split the sky open!

JENNIE MAE. Buddy?

FERRIS. (Entering on the other side of the stage.) 1 tell
you, it’s wild out there!

JENNIE MAE. Buddy?

FERRIs. (70 SHOWERS.) Wind’s blowin like crazy.

JENNIE MAE. (Sees him and goes to him.) Buddy,
look at you. You must be scared half to death. It’s
alright. We’re here now.
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