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VIRGIL WINS THE LOTTERY

VIRGIL WINS THE LOTTERY
By Eddie McPherson

SYNOPSIS: Everyone dreams of striking it rich by winning the lottery
except Virgil’s wife, Margaret. Margaret thinks it’s a waste of money until
Virgil wins the $10,000 Lickskillit lottery. As soon as Margaret and Virgil
get the news, Virgil quits his job, they join the posh (w

v andilcarn that life
tithe biggest surprise

posh for

is good, with or without the winnings, and then they g¢
of all.

CAST OF CHA RSt
(7 MEN, 13 WOMENj13-20 T L)

BERTHA MAE SLUDGE ..~ RGIL’S sister and Margaret’s best

riend. (93 lines)

MAMA SLUDGE....... 8e.veecn.... VIRGIL’S mother. (93 lines)
PAPA SLUDGE.................. ... VIRGIL’S father. (49 lines)
MAMA HOOPERegme.......nrveeennn. MARGARET’S mother. (55 lines)

PAPA HOOPER........ oo, MARGARET’S father. (35 lines)

® PLAY THE FOLLOWING ROLES MAY DOUBLE IF DESIRED

HERMAN R A7 Lickskillit’s sign painter. (21 lines)

DJ. WOLF.... oo Lickskillit’s radio announcer. (23 lines)

BURMA THANG.......ccevverennnee. Answers the phone at the radio station.
(4 lines)

ISABELLE.......coceoceeiiiiiiienennne. A friend of the family who becomes
their “maid.” (11 lines)

GRANDMA ......coiriirinireeieenen VIRGIL’S grandmother. (32 lines)
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EUNICE......cccooioieieieieeeeeiea Grandma’s best friend. (14 lines)

SUE ANN DRAKE........cccccevueiennne Visits MARGARET and VIRGIL to
“check them out.” (26 lines)

JOHN DRAKE........ccceevviiiiinnne. SUE ANN’S husband.  Henpecked.
(11 lines)

FREDA FOUNTAIN ......cccevveneene. Founder of the exclusive W.O.R.L.D.
Club. (19 lines)

DELPHIE RHODES...................... Calls MARGARET up to askior money.
(17 lines)

MONA GRAVES. ... Visits to con the SL out ome
of their winnings. (

PATSY CLINE RHODES .............. MONA'’S daug a little more
honest than yould like.
(6 lines
SET

The play takes place in the living ropom of Virgil and Margaret’s modest
home. It’s a pretty drab-looking I&OOT Paint is peeling off the walls
in some places. The sofa that sits er e is well worn, as well as any
other furniture you choose tofa he stage. An old baby’s crib is

somewhere in the room.

The front door is sta e door leading to the kitchen is stage left.

A small table sits somew in the room for Papa Hooper to set his CB

radio on.

YNOPSIS OF SCENES
ACTQ] 1: Sludge’s living room
ACT ON 2: Sludge’s living room
INTERMISSION

ACT TWO, SCENE 1:  Sludge’s living room
ACT TWO, SCENE 2:  Sludge’s living room
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PRODUCTION NOTES

BALLOONS: In order for the balloons to lift the “baby” from its crib, the
baby must be very light. One suggestion is for the baby itself to be made
from a couple of large, round balloons wrapped in something light, such as
brown tissue paper made to look like a blanket. It may need to be anchored

with fishing line so it will float to a certain height making it eagy for Ellard

to retrieve it.

PAPA SLUDGE’S HAMMERING: When Papa Hoope he flogx with
his hammer during the lottery drawing, have a piece off @ ncealed for
him to hit.

LOPSIDED CAKE: The lopsided cake e cardboard with
real or fake icing covering it.

FALLING THROUGH THE FLOOR: pa Sludge and Herman
fall through the floor behind the sofa,
authentic and doesn’t look as if t

ractice this carefully so the fall looks

e simply ducking behind the sofa
(which, of course, is what the

It is in the opinion of the

@ d CRACK followed by the fall and
mask the fact they’re merely quickly

playwright that the sound effec
the actors screaming wi
ducking.
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PROPS
ACT ONE
A “baby” wrapped in a blanket
Another small blanket
Lopsided “cake”
Hot wheel cars
Horn-rimmed glasses (Baby)
Pile of clothes
Men’s boxers with designs on them
Large pair of bloomers
Helium balloons on strings
Cotton balls

Wad of fake bills
Watch on a chain (Or wris )

Bandanna
Radio
Lottery ticket

Telephone
Coffee cup ice

Piece of paper

00Oo0ODO0ooooooDoooooooooooooooooao

Two large checks
Fake microphone

O
O
O
O
O

Box for the remote broadcast

Tool belt

Hammer

CB radio (Real or homemade)
Jar of baby food

Spoon
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ACT TWO

o Piece of paper for IOUs
Cowbell (Or regular bell)
Bag of pork rinds
magazine
Cane (Virgil)

Cheap portable sound device
Small writing pad (Sue)
Bag of popcorn
White glove
Tootsie rolls
Paper napkins
Telephone receivers
Broom
Purse (Grandma)
Candy dishes
Rope
Basket of “muffins”
Rug \

SO E@ AND MUSIC

Banjo musi

0O0Oo0o0ooooooooooooaoao

Baby laughing
Baby burping

O
]
O
]
O
O
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CHARACTERIZATION
Lickskillit is a small rural community in the middle of nowhere. The people
who live there are simple country people but aren’t hillbillies. Though their
qualities are exaggerated, they still need to be played somewhat down to
earth and not so much like a melodrama.

COSTUMES

They need to dress tacky and silly, especially on the dg

Virgil wears black-framed, horn-rimmed glasses (and4so
The latest fashion magazines hardly ever make theigway

% »ok and act
s thefrest of Lickskillit.

limits of this humble hamlet. Sue Ann and Fred
highbrow when, in reality, they’re just as “t ck

AUTHOR’SINOTE

This is a farce. The action should ;,move quickly to be effective. Slow

moments and long blackouts b n scenes will be annoying and
distracting. Keep it moving and n!
DICATION
To Levie.
A dges winning the lottery was your idea.
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ACT ONE, SCENE 1

AT RISE:
VIRGIL sits on the sofa playing with his new born baby. The baby
lies in VIRGIL'S lap wrapped inside a blanket as VIRGIL plays
peekaboo behind another small blanket. He holds the blanket up in
front of his face.

VIRGIL: Where did Daddy go? (Drops the blanket4
(Sound of baby laughing as VIRGIL puts the b
Where did Daddy go? (Drops blanket.) There he
You sure are an easy audience, little man.

MARGARET runs in wearing an apron.
she’s grinning ear to ear. She is holdi

MARGARET: Hey, Virgil, what cha do

VIRGIL: Spendin’ quality tim ith my first borned son. (To the
baby.) Want me to tie you tomin? fan again?

MARGARET: Virgil Sludge, 0 re. And what do you mean,
again?

VIRGIL: Don’t worry,
approaching her with t
back?

MARGARET: A secr She presents her lopsided cake which
resembles a chocolate ramp.) And here it is. | made it with my
own two hag

VIRGIL:

d it on medium. (Rising and
aby.) What you hidin’ behind your

ot Wheel collection.
MARGARET: Virgil Sludge, it ain’t no Hot Wheel ramp.
VIRGIL: [fit ain’t, it shore should be.
MARGARET: It's a chocolate cake that took me hours to make from
scratch.
VIRGIL: (Big smile since he knows he’s in trouble.) Of course it's a
chocolate cake. | just couldn’t see it good without my glasses.
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MARGARET: You'’re wearin’ your glasses.

VIRGIL: (Quickly to the baby.) Look at that, son, your mama made
me a delicious chocolate...lopsided cake. Wasn’t that neighborly
of her?

MARGARET: (Plops down still holding the cake.) | can’t do nothin’
right.

VIRGIL: Honey pie, that there cake is a work of art. Why, Leonardo
Divinity couldn’t do any better. But can | ask you jushone tiny
question?

MARGARET: What?

VIRGIL: (Tilts his head.) Why’s it crooked?

MARGARET: Because the floor in the kitchen is,cro , that’'s why.
The floor is crooked which means the o crooked which
means my food always comes out—

VIRGIL: Crooked?

MARGARET: CROOKED! You beef\promisin’me for months you'd
get floor fixed. | laid the baby down t the other day and he
rolled out the back door.

VIRGIL: (Baby talk to the babywt was fun.

MARGARET: It was NOT fupgVirgil“WIf a stray dog hadn’t drug him

@ e was kidnapped. Virgil, you

just can’t afford it right now. But as
e first thing | will do is jack up that

back in, | would have t
promised.

VIRGIL: Honey bumpkins
soon as | get
kitchen floor.

MARGARET: No, Virgil. It needs a whole new floor. Look at this
place. Plaster comin’ off the walls. Cold draft blowin’ through the
windows. @ the house we should be raisin’ a little baby in.

)
bunch, don’t cry. (He places the baby in the crib.)

at raise, we will fix this place up like we always

MARGARET: My mama tried to tell me | should have married— (She
stops herself.)

VIRGIL: Your mama said you should have married who?

MARGARET: Nobody.

VIRGIL: Nobody, huh?

MARGARET: Now, Virgil.
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VIRGIL: Your mama wished you would have married somebody else.
Who was it, Margaret, Leroy Hudgins?

MARGARET: Law, Virgil, Leroy Hudgins makes you look like a
movie star.

VIRGIL: Was it that skinny kid from school with the buck teeth?

MARGARET: That was you.

VIRGIL: Who then?

MARGARET: If you insist. You remember that feller whotasked me
to the barn dance that time?

VIRGIL: Barn dance. (Furrowed brow.) You mean ’

MARGARET: Mama liked him ‘cause he went tg school and
become a successful mechanic.

VIRGIL: Sam Jones was ugly.

MARGARET: He was not.

VIRGIL: Margaret, Sam Jones co
mirror.

MARGARET: (Scolding.) Virgil Sludge

VIRGIL: So, are you sayin’ youre,sorry you marrled me?

MARGARET: (Feeling bad nowlth VIRGIL'S ear.) Of course

not, Virgil. | couldn’t have 4 m Jones. Too much grease

under his fingernails. @ > baby while | load the clothes
dryer. (She exits to hep’as ELLARD and BERTHA MAE
enter through the front d

BERTHA MAE: m sick and tired hearin’ ‘bout your Hot
Wheel cars.

ELLARD: (Rushes to VIRGIL and shows him a Hot Wheel car.)
Virgil, look what

VIRGIL:
Ellard

ELLZ 970 Chevelle. It's what they call a collector.
BERTF (Picking up the baby.) Good mornin’, you little rascal
It's me, yaur most favorite aunt in the whole world.

VIRGIL: (Shouting over to the baby.) Don’t let her fool you, she’s
your ONLY aunt in the world.

BERTHA MAE: (Looking at the baby.) His features change ever
day. That little nose is beginnin’ to look just like Margaret’s.

VIRGIL: Maybe so, but he’s got MY eyes.

10
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BERTHA MAE: You can say THAT again. (Holds it up so the
audience can see the baby is wearin’ horn-rimmed glasses like
VIRGIL. ELLARD sits on the floor and plays with his car as
BERTHA MAE sings.) Rock a bye baby in the tree tops. (Speaks
to ELLARD.) Ellard, does seein’ Margaret and Virgil livin’ their lives
together with a newborn baby put any ideals in your head?
(ELLARD, pushing his car, makes the motor sound with his
mouth.) Ellard!

ELLARD: Yeah, honey?

BERTHA MAE: Are you listenin’ to me?

ELLARD: (He shakes his head.) Yes, ma’am.

BERTHA MAE: You love that Hot Wheel more tha

ELLARD: That ain’t true, | love you exactly t

BERTHA MAE: I'm ignorin’ you. (Singi
her arms.) Rockabye baby in the tgge tops.

ELLARD: Virgil, you got any cotton

VIRGIL: To polish up your Hot Wheel"

ELLARD: To stuffin my ears. JLhat singin’s killin’ me.

BERTHA MAE: (Bends down %D'S ear and sings loudly.) IF
THE BOW BREAKS THE CRAP ILL FAAAAAAAL!

VIRGIL: I'll get both of us so @ exits to the kitchen.)

MARGARET enters with a of clothes in her arms and throws
them on the sofa a gins folding them.

MARGARET: Hey y’all. Where we eatin’ tonight?
BERTHA MA don’t matter. Gollee, Margaret, you doin’ laundry
on a Friday %

ows the clothes on the sofa.) It's a never endin’

cyc! Nope that old washin’ machine holds up.
BERTHAy! I'll help you. Ellard, come play with the baby.
ELLARD: me park my Chevelle. (Making car noises with his

mouth, he parks the car.) I'll be right back! (He exits through the
front door.)

BERTHA MAE: He’s bringin’ in a present.

MARGARET: Another present? He’s goin’ to spoil him rotten.

ELLARD: (Reenters holding several helium balloons on strings.)
Look what Uncle Ellard got for you.

11
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MARGARET: (Smiling.) Balloons, Ellard?

ELLARD: They're for his birthday. He's three months old today.

MARGARET: That's sweet that you remembered.

BERTHA MAE: Now if | can get him to remember MY birthday. Set
‘em back there and come get the baby.

ELLARD: (Crosses and takes the baby.) Come ‘ere you little
buzzard. Want to play a game with Uncle Ellard?

BERTHA MAE: Stop sayin’ you're his uncle. There’s got t@,be some
aisle walkin’ ‘fore you can claim THAT title if you ca i

MARGARET: (Pointing to a pile.) Bertha Mae, you
Virgil is funny about people lookin’ at his draw

During the girls’ conversation, ELLARD plays
an idea and puts the baby in the crib, ¢

up, the balloons lift the baby up out of nto mid-air unseen by

the girls. *Check PRODUCTI OTES. ELLARD can't reach the

baby so he quickly grabs a ch d retrieves him, puts him in the
I

crib, and goes back to his Hot

BERTHA MAE: Spea s, has Virgil fixed your crooked
floor yet?

MARGARET: Ho underwear make you think of my kitchen
floor?

BERTHA MAE: ‘Cause we was talkin’ about drawers.

MARGARET: RigrF

BERTHA MAE 2 do you keep your silverware?

X silverware drawers.

And where is your silverware drawers?

the kitchen. Ohhhhhhhhhh, okay. Well, to answer
your question, no he ain’t fixed that kitchen floor. There’s the
proof right there. (Points to the cake.) You know what that is?

BERTHA MAE: Shore | do. It's a ramp for Virgil's Hot Wheels. | told
Ellard I'd make him one.

MARGARET: It ain’t a ramp, Bertha Mae, it's a cake. | just baked it
in my lopsided oven.

12
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BERTHA MAE: (Taps the cake.) That's solid alright. Make a good
paper weight.

MARGARET: | know it ain’t pretty, but it's all | got.

BERTHA MAE: [ thought Virgil was goin’ to fix this place up.

MARGARET: He says he is as soon as he gets his raise at the
hardware store.

BERTHA MAE: When will that be?

MARGARET: Never. They have been promisin’ him a faise ever
since we've been married. (ELLARD should hav back
in the crib by now. VIRGIL enters with cotton ba

VIRGIL: Here you go, Ellard.

the floor and polishes his Hot Wheel.
balloons.)

VIRGIL: What are these for?

MARGARET: Ellard brung ‘em for the\baby.

VIRGIL: That was nice of you, buddy: L ties the balloons to
the back of a chair and noticgs his underwear and snatches them.)
Margaret Hooper Sludge, Nnderwear is a sacred and
personal thing. (MARGA n ERTHA MAE look at one
another and laugh.)

MARGARET: (Sarcas
your drawers, Virgil. The

't know why you’re ashamed of
a work of art. (She holds up boxers

with hearts or s aces on them.)
VIRGIL: (Holds up a air of bloomers.) Look, everbody. Look
at Margaret's underwear. See her private bloomers?

houting back through the front door.) Harley

nailbox don’t need fixin'! Get in here!

ing to her.) Look, Mama. Look at Margaret's

m showin’ the whole world.

MAMA SLUDGE: (Grabbing them and holding them up.) Whoo wee,
Margaret. You put on some serious weight with that baby.

MARGARET: Before you put me on Weight Watchers, Mama
Sludge, there’s somethin’ you need to know.

MAMA SLUDGE: What's that?

MARGARET: Them ain’t my bloomers, they’re yours.

13
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ELLARD: Mrs. Sludge | didn’t know you just had a baby.

VIRGIL: She didn’t, Ellard, Mama’s always been a little big in the—

MAMA SLUDGE: —shut up, Virgil. (Snatches the bloomers.) Ain’t
anything sacred no more?

MARGARET: (Laughing.) You must have left them here last time you
stayed over. (PAPA SLUDGE enters. He wears a tool belt and
carries a hammer.)

PAPA SLUDGE: Well, y’all won’t be havin’ trouble with your mailbox
no more.

VIRGIL: Why’s that, Daddy?

PAPA SLUDGE: ‘Cause | accidently knocked it o

MARGARET: You knocked over our mailbox?

PAPA SLUDGE: | was fixin’ it with my hes @ h er and |
guess | hit it too hard. Don’t worry, I'lldix it.

MAMA SLUDGE: Law have mercy,
told you to be careful with that thi always say, today is
the first day of the rest of my misera And why did you bring
your tool belt on our Friday night outin’?

PAPA SLUDGE: You never kr’%a good hammer might come
in handy. (Pointing.) See? 8 il right there? (He bangs the
hammer against the wall. solved.

VIRGIL: Daddy, | put t o0 hang my jacket on.

MAMA SLUDGE: We'll u another nail, Virgil. Where’s your
folks, Margaret”

MARGARET: Mama
with his new CB radio.

VIRGIL: Whe e goin’ to eat tonight? Daddy, it's your turn to

yne, | told you and |

=y

at case, let’s go to the Catfish Cabin.
. (Is helping MARGARET fold clothes.) We always

BERTHA MAE: There ain’t nothin’ suffocated in Lickskillit.

MAMA SLUDGE: Let's live a little and head over ‘cross the bridge
and eat over in Gobbler’s Crossin’.

PAPA SLUDGE: Too expensive.

MAMA SLUDGE: Harley Wayne, don'’t you think I’'m worth splurgin’
on ever now and again?

14
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PAPA SLUDGE: |It's logic, sweet pea. If | splurge on you tonight
how can | splurge on a new power drill next month?

VIRGIL: Don't start, you two. This is supposed to be our weekly
stress-free fun night.

MARGARET: | just love our Friday nights on the town. | wouldn’t
trade these times for nothin’.

ELLARD: (To PAPA SLUDGE.) | don'’t think there’s nothin’ wrong

grabs his Hot Wheel.) My car! (He reache
MARGARET: Mama Sludge, we shou
their toys by now. Papa Sludge h
Hot Wheels, and Virgil has hi
different pair. VIRGIL grabs them.)
VIRGIL: This is our FUN night pot MY embarrassin’ night.
PAPA SLUDGE: (To his wife.)% splurge on you sweet thing,
but money don’t grow on crabrapplefirees.

@ illit lottery, Mr. Sludge.

MAMA and PAPA HOOPE ter. PAPA HOOPER holds his prize
CB radio.

r tools, Ellard has his
r. (She holds up a

ELLARD: Maybe you'll win t

PAPA SLUDGE: Whoooooeeee, wouldn’t THAT be nice?

MAMA HOOPE dy, ever'body. Wouldn’'t what be nice?
ELLARD: If won the lottery.

PAPA ““Whoooooeeee, wouldn’t that be nice.

That's what | said. (Looking around.) Let’s see,

MAMA SLUDGE: Try that hole in your head.

MAMA HOOPER: Nothin’ never changes. Harley Wayne’s still fixin’
things and Papa’s still playin’ with his CB radio.

VIRGIL: (Crossing to PAPA HOOPER.) You bought yourself another
CB radio?

MAMA HOOPER: No, Virgil, | just said that for my health.

15
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MAMA SLUDGE: But folks ain’t owned CB radios for years. Who
you goin’ to talk to?

PAPA HOOPER: It's a secret.

MAMA HOOPER: | done told him he’s crazy, but as long as it keeps
him out of my hair.

MARGARET: Mama, be nice. (Crosses to PAPA HOOPER with the
baby and a jar of baby food.) Here, Daddy, would yqu feed the
baby, please? Y’all need to bond.

PAPA HOOPER: (Taking the baby.) Why, I'd be ha
As long as | don’t’ have to bond with his other eng

me.

VIRGIL: Now, Mama, you know if
you like royalty.

MAMA SLUDGE: | ain’t talkin’ tbout takin’ me back to Burger King.

PAPA SLUDGE: | thought you%ere ‘cause you could have it
YOUR way.

MARGARET: If you ask me
BERTHA MAE: Sinfu ig

has money enoligh; whoever loves wealth is never satisfied with

his income.”

ELLARD: If playin’ the lottery is sinful, Virgil, you better start askin’
the Good Lg orgiveness.

VIRGIL: i rd, play with your Hot Wheels like a good boy.

at'did you mean just now, Ellard?

g.) Be quiet, Ellard.

rabs ELLARD’S ear.) Ellard, you know somethin’
and you're/goin’ to tell me what you know right now.

ELLARD: Ouch!

VIRGIL: (Grabs ELLARD'S other ear.) Ellard, | said zip it.

ELLARD: Double ouch!

MARGARET: (Pulling.) Ellard?

VIRGIL: (Pulling.) Ellard?

16
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ELLARD: (In pain.) Virgil went and bought one of them there lottery
tickets.

VIRGIL: (Letting go of his ear.) Ellard, with friends like you who
needs enemas?

MARGARET: Virgil, did you buy a lottery ticket?

VIRGIL: (Humble.) Yes, ma’am, but | only bought ONE ticket.

ELLARD: Remember, Virgil, you went last week too.

VIRGIL: (Giving ELLARD a dirty look.) What | meant tosay was |
only bought one ticket LAST week and one ticket T

ELLARD: For the last two years.

VIRGIL: (His dirty look grows.) What | meantgt
bought ONE ticket ever’ week for the last twg

MARGARET: (Shocked.) Virgil Sludge, what

VIRGIL: | wasn't tryin’ to tell you a NG
dirtiest look of all.)

MARGARET: You bought a lottery\ticket once a week for TWO
years?

BERTHA MAE: (Holding her hand in the air, closing her eyes.)
Wealth gotten by vanity swminished: but the grass is
always greener on the othemside ofthe road.

PAPA SLUDGE: (Whistles. l@ dred and four smackaroos.

MARGARET: (Her m spopen.) Virgil Sludge, do you know
how many diapers that wi buy for the baby?

ELLARD: Probabl ousand.

VIRGIL: Ellard, | hop creek floods and ruins your new yard
furniture!

MARGARET: Virgil Sludge, | thought me and you was a team. You
went and bought a lottery ticket without tellin’ me? Mama, when
Isabelle gets here to sit the baby, tell her she won’t be needed
‘cause I've lost my appetite. (She storms out.)

MAMA SLUDGE: Virgil, son, when you goin’ to learn? You should
have told Margaret about them lottery tickets.

17
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VIRGIL: It was only a dollar a week.

MAMA HOOPER: It’s the principle of the thing, Virgil. Take Papa
here for example. He tells me ever’thing when it comes to money,
don’t you, Papa, hun?

PAPA HOOPER: (Taking a bite of the baby food.) Ever’thing | WANT
you to know.

MAMA HOOPER: (Rushing to him.) What are you doi
baby’s food?

PAPA HOOPER: Just makin’ shore it ain’t too spicy.

MAMA HOOPER: They don’t make spicy baby fog@
And the next time you go to the store, you buy. ar of sweet
peaches baby food.

PAPA HOOPER: | was goin’ to pay them fa
out a wad of bills.) One, two, three S.
(Hands it to MARGARET.)

ELLARD: (Seeing the roll of mon Golleeg, Mr. Hooper, you're
richer than clabbered cream.

PAPA HOOPER: That's just m Ikin’ around money, Ellard.

MAMA HOOPER: (Hands on %ere in this world did you get
that money from?

PAPA HOOPER: Ohhhh, h

MAMA HOOPER: Whe

MARGARET: (Sarcastic.
my side when I’ .

ELLARD: (Looking hi r over.) | didn't even know you left the
room, Margaret.

" eatin’ the

W (He pulls
is should do it.

ere. (Pockets the money.)
E? (MARGARET reenters.)

MAMA SLUDGC joving to her and hugging her.) Margaret, I'm
sorry. Are ?

MAR R gil still in the room?

MAM Heis.

MARGA en I'm NOT okay.

MAMA SLUDGE: You don’t mean that. Come on back in here and
be with your family.

VIRGIL: Margaret, I'm sorry ‘bout buyin’ them lottery tickets without
tellin’ you about it.

MARGARET: | don’t want to talk about it. Mama, | called Isabelle
and told her not to come.

PAPA SLUDGE: Does that mean we ain’t goin’ out to eat?
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MAMA SLUDGE: Yes it does and | don’t want to hear a peep out of
you about it.

MARGARET: No, Mama, y’all go on. [I'll stay here with the baby.
(Takes the baby from PAPA HOOPER.)

VIRGIL: Margaret, if you don’t go, | don’t go. Who would | share my
tater tots with?

MAMA HOOPER: (Has been counting the roll of mopey.) Papa
Hooper, you got over fifty dollars rolled up here.
PAPA HOOPER: Fifty-two smakaroos to be exact.

me.
MAMA HOOPER: Don’t you remember our wedgd
mine is mine and what’s yours is mine. Y
just enough plastic flamingos to fill up the f
PAPA HOOPER: (Into his CB radio.) B e e, breaker one,
nine. Anybody out there want to fiXme up Qm a date tonight?
MAMA HOOPER: | tell you what, Papa, | won't be totally heartless.
I've decided to spend it on somethi can enjoy. A second

honeymoon.
PAPA HOOPER: That’s fine fonhat’s in it for me?
VIRGIL: (Looks at his watch Q nd speaks aloud to himself.)
Holy Dukes of Hazard, @ forgot. (Heads to the radio as
edfileezes and looks around at everyone,

everyone stares at h
embarrassed.)
ou almost forgot what, Virgil?
forgot that we had a radio. Look at that

PAPA SLUDGE: Everbody stand back. Just found a nail stickin’_out
of the floor. Nobody panic, cause | got my antique hammer. (Hits
the floor with the hammer, stands and wipes his brow with a
bandanna.) Ever’thing’s alright now.

MARGARET: (Stands in front of the radio.) Your lottery days are
over, Mr. Virgil Sludge.
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VIRGIL: But honey bunch, puddin’ cup, my little daffodil...

MAMA HOOPER: Margaret, Virgil has already bought the ticket. It
won'’t hurt to let him listen to the drawin’.

MARGARET: Am | the only person in this house with scruples?

ELLARD: No, | caught ‘em last year and | itched for days.

BERTHA MAE: Shut up, Ellard.

MAMA HOOPER: What'cha say, Margaret? Please, honey?

VIRGIL: Please, honey?

PAPA HOOPER: Please, honey?

ELLARD: Please, honey? (Everyone is looking at

MARGARET: | can see I'm the only one in this fag
you have bought that sinful ticket.

BERTHA MAE: Like the Good Book says: (
closed.) When the goin’ gets tough e
can chew.

MARGARET: (Interrupting.) Bertha Mae, | know you're tryin’ to help,
but please be quiet.

BERTHA MAE: Sorry.
VIRGIL: (Approaches the radiMyou, honey. [I'll change the

baby’s diaper for a whole . Okay ever’body, listen up.

It's time. It's time! (He t e radio and banjo music plays

under.)
PAPA SLUDGE:

cares that

and eyes
more than you

e floor behind the sofa.) Wait! Wait!
Wait! (Points t .) Another nail. (He bangs on the floor
with his hammer. Se oduction Notes.)

VIRGIL: Daddy shhhhh. (Banjo music fades out.)

udder Bagwell from down the road playin’ his

new banjo he st Christmas. Good job, Rudder.

RUDDE ground.) Much obliged.
D.J.. is Lickskillit's own D.J. Wolf and it's time for the
Licks ery drawin’. (A bell is heard. Ding, ding, ding!)

Broughtt@"you by the nice folks over at Ethel's Veterinary and
Taxidermy Shop: One way or another, you're goin’ to get your dog
back. So, here’s how it works. Burma Thang pulls a lottery ticket
out of the fish bowl and we read it live on the air. Because nobody
has had the winnin’ ticket in a long time, the dollar amount has
climbed on up there.
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VIRGIL: Did y’all hear that? The dollar amount has climbed on up
there. Shhhhh!

D.J.: Okey-dokey, now, does everbody have their lottery ticket
ready?

ELLARD: Virgil, where’s your ticket?

VIRGIL: Got it right here. (He takes off his shoe and retrieves the
ticket.)

PAPA SLUDGE: (To himself, looking at the floor and pdiiting.) Ah
ha! | see you little nail. You cannot hide from t of my
hammer foreval!

D.J.: Burma is handin’ me the ticket from the fish

MAMA SLUDGE: (Crossing her fingers.) Hus body, here

we go.

D.J.: And the winnin’ lottery number is Al DGE bangs his
hammer loudly on the floor drowning out theyD.J.’S voice.)

VIRGIL: Daddy!

MAMA SLUDGE: Harley Wayne, wha il?

D.J.: Again, the winnin’ number, is— (PAPA SLUDGE bangs the

hammer again. MAMA SL&rushes over and snatches the
hammer from him.)

MAMA SLUDGE: Give me t

D.J.: So, folks, if you nin’ number, you got ‘til Burma
gets back from sneakin a dip of snuff to call in ‘cause she’s
the only one wh swers the phone.

VIRGIL: (To the radio.)

D.J.: Here's some more of Rudder playin’ his banjo and this time
without a pig

playin’ thafimmoral game.

BERTHA MAE: Like the Good Book says: (Hand up in the air and
her eyes closed.) If an ox gores a man that he dies: then the ox
shall be surely stoned!

MAMA SLUDGE: (Rushing to the phone.) I'll call down to the station.

VIRGIL: You can’t call Mama; Burma Thang is out dippin’ her snuff.
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MAMA SLUDGE: | can try, can’t I? (Phone receiver to her ear.)
Hello? Hello? (To the room.) The line’s busy.

MAMA HOOPER: (Grabbing the receiver.) Let me try. Hello? Hello?
(To the room.) The line’s busy.

MAMA SLUDGE: (Sarcastic.) Thanks for clearin’ that up.

MAMA HOOPER: Well, there’s nothin’ to do now but wait.

MAMA SLUDGE: (Picking up the phone and dialing again.) I've
never been too good ‘bout waitin’.

PAPA HOOPER: Try callin’ the station again.

MAMA HOOPER: What do you think she’s doi
Ever-ready?

MAMA SLUDGE: (Into the phone.) Hello? Hello
mouth piece and speaks to the room.)
room celebrates.) Shhhhhh! Yeah, i
Bernice Sludge. SLUDGE! (Coveri outh piece.) | forgot
she’s as deaf as a doorknob. (Back to the phone.) | was wonderin’
what the lottery number is. We mis i

VIRGIL: (Becoming impatien hy do they let her answer the
phone? %

MAMA SLUDGE: No, Burma do eed any lumber...NUMBER.
Yeah, honey, | know you @ d’s a plumber but that's not what
I’'m askin’ for. Nevermi he'slams down the receiver.)

VIRGIL: Well, it was wo try. (Phone rings.) I'll get it. Hello?
Hold on, I'll che addy, it's Rodney Houston down at the radio
station.

PAPA SLUDGE: Tell him his chicken coop will be finished next
Thursday.

VIRGIL:

d!

@ bne.) Daddy said your chicken coop...oh, you

he ou’re welcome. (He hangs up.) He said that will be
fi

MAMA™S : Virgil, was that Rodney Houston down at the radio
station?

VIRGIL: (Realization.) That was Rodney Houston down at the radio
station! (He dials the phone.) Rodney? This is Virgil Sludge again.
You just called. | was wonderin’ if you could give me tonight's
lottery winnin’ number ‘cause we missed it. (Quickly.) No, don’t
get Burma! Could you read me the number, please? (Covers the
mouthpiece and speaks to the room.) He says we called just in the
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nick of time. (Writing.) Yes sir. Yes sir. Much obliged. (He hangs
up the receiver.) | got itt Somebody give me the ticket!

BERTHA MAE: Virgil, YOU got the ticket.

VIRGIL: Oh, yeah. (Feels his pockets.) Now, | know it's here
somewhere.

MAMA SLUDGE: Virgil, don’t tell me you done went and lost it.

ELLARD: Virgil, | swear, if you was a liquid, you'd be drippin’ off a
toilet brush.

VIRGIL: Ijusthadit. (Panicked.) Don’'t nobody panic!

BERTHA MAE: Virgil, what's that in your hand?

VIRGIL: (Sees the ticket.) Never mind, eve
Somebody check it out, I'm too nervous.

BERTHA MAE: | will, Virgil. (She compares
B 3-9 9-3-9-9. Yep, they're shore e

MAMA HOOPER: (Calmly.) Well,
enough a match. (Sudden wide e

MAMA SLUDGE: They MATCH!

honey! You won the lottery!
VIRGIL: (Wide eyes out to the %shocked.) | won the lottery?

MAMA SLUDGE: You won the
VIRGIL: (Smiling, in shock.)
PAPA HOOPER: (In i

VIRGIL: (Rushing
life, wife of my chil
now?

.) Margaret, honey bunch, love of my
on the lottery! What do you have to say

and smugly.) If y’all will excuse me, | will put
Everyone watches her exit.)

ackstage causing everyone to jump.)
MARGARET: (Backstage.) We won! We woooon!

She screams again as everyone hugs and BERTHA MAE switches on

the radio as bluegrass music plays and everyone dances.
BLACKOUT.
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ACT ONE, SCENE 2

AT RISE:
A few days later. The stage is empty as the phone rings.
MARGARET enters carrying the baby who is taking his bottle.

MARGARET: (Answers the phone.) Hello?

DELPHIE: (Steps out extreme stage right.) Hello, is this\Margaret?
Am | talkin’ to Margaret Hooper?

MARGARET: This is Margaret.

DELPHIE: This is Delphie Rhodes over in Dog T

MARGARET: You mean THE Delphie Rhode t to school
with?

DELPHIE: That's me.

MARGARET: The Delphie Rhodgs that stole all three of my
boyfriends in high school?

DELPHIE: | thought | loved ‘em.

MARGARET: The Delphie Rhodges | invited to my weddin’ but said

she couldn’t come ‘cause sh better things to do?

DELPHIE: Somebody had to ly dog.

MARGARET: The Delphie es that told Bertha Mae that my
baby’s head was sh ' atermelon?

DELPHIE: Cantaloupe! |s is head is shaped like a cantaloupe.

weddin’, and called only child ugly. So, why in Sam hill you
callin’ me now?

om Betty Lynn y’all won the lottery. | promise |
ack just as soon as Bob gets his new job.

MARGARET: Twenty years, huh?

DELPHIE: (Offended.) Margaret Hooper Sludge, | don’t think I like
your tone. Shoot, if the tables was turned and | won the lottery,
'd—

MARGARET: Keep it all to yourself and never share a penny.
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DELPHIE: You know me pretty good. Give me the scoop, how many
thousands did y’all win?

MARGARET: I'm shore we didn’t wean thousands.

DELPHIE: They ain’t told you?

MARGARET: They want it to be a surprise. They’re bringin’ a check
over sometime today. Delphie, the baby’s cryin’ | got to go.

DELPHIE: | don’t hear no baby cryin’.

MARGARET: That's ‘cause he fell in a deep well outside.
DELPHIE: | think you’re just tryin’ to get me off the ph
MARGARET: Bye, Delphie.

DELPHIE: Bye, Margaret. (She exits.) Q
There is a knock at the door. MARGARET it. “MONA and
her daughter PATSY enter.

MONA: (Walks into the room ding a Jeup.) Good mornin’,
Margaret. (Looks around.) | was w i | could borrow a cup
of flour. (She opens a door, peeks in then shuts it again.)

MARGARET: Good mornin’, I\%ore you can. (MONA keeps
looking around.) Are you | or'semebody?

MONA: Me? Heavens no.

PATSY: Mama wante nt check the lottery people left.

MONA: Hush up, Patsy. ‘uns are meant to be saw, not heard.

MARGARET: The ry people ain’t come yet.

MONA: | only come to W some sugar.

MARGARET: You said flour.

MONA: That’ eant. I'm goin’ to bake myself a lottery cake.

MARGARET: ake?

MONA 2 ON cake. I'm bakin’ a LEMON cake, not a

for his na

MONA: Don’t mind us, we’ll just make ourselfs at home while | cry
into this here tissue. (Cries aloud as she wipes away a tear.)

MARGARET: (Genuinely concerned.) Mona, what’s the matter?
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MONA: (Stops crying abruptly.) Well, since you asked. (Turns to her
daughter.) Patsy, smile at Mrs. Sludge. (PATSY does, revealing a
gap in her front teeth.) Ain’t that the most repugnant sight you ever
saw in your life?

MARGARET: Well -

MONA: Honey, tell Margaret how all the kids at school makes fun of
that gap in your front teeth.

PATSY: (No emotion, it's clear she’s been coached by hes mother.)
They make fun of the hideous gap in my front teeth:

MONA: Read the letter, silly willy.

PATSY: Oh yeah. (Brings out a piece of paper¢
The kids at school make fun of my teeth and
and it makes me sad so | cry myself to sleg
lips move to the words. Apparently,

MONA: (Crying into her tissue.) D break your heart?
‘Course | would get braces put oR\her teethfbut since Elmer left,
there just ain’t been enough money

MARGARET: | didn’t know Elmer Jeft.

PATSY: He had to leave. Mam ed him to go off to deer camp for
a week.

MARGARET: Mona Graves @ e got some gall.

PATSY: No ma’am, sh d ok out last year.

MONA: Keep my gall out ofthis. (Heads to the door.) Let’s go, Patsy
Cline Graves. ss some folks just don’t care that your teeth
are ugly enough to s a crow.

PATSY: (Waving big to MARGARET.) Bye. (They exit.)

MARGARET: i

teeth! Yo d it out with a Sharpie! (Shuts the door and
sp paby.) My, my, litle man. What HAVE we got
OMrs (The phone rings.) Not again. (Answers it.) Hello?
DELP pping out again.) Margaret, it's me again.
MARGAR Bye, Delphie.

DELPHIE: Bye, Margaret. (She exits quickly.)

BERTHA MAE: (Sticking her head through the front door.) Knock,
knock. (Entering, followed by ELLARD.) Have the lottery people
come yet?

MARGARET: Not yet. What y’all doin’ here?

BERTHA MAE: Moral support.
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ELLARD: (Looks like he's harboring some good news.) Margaret,
Margaret, shut your eyes and you will get a big surprise.
(MARGARET does. ELLARD tosses a handful of confetti.)
Surprise!! Okay, open your eyes. (She does.) | threw confetti on
you.

BERTHA MAE: She didn’t see it ‘cause you told her to close her
eyes, knucklehead.

ELLARD: (On his knees, raking the confetti back into his d.) Let's
try it again.

dollars?

MARGARET: Nobody said nothin’ about a th

ELLARD: A thousand dollars could re
what it would be like to take your
havin’ enough money to push th sh button instead of
the Economy Wash button. Or be o tip Skeeter down to
the barber shop twenty-five, cents instead of the regular nickel.
Should | go on or do you ge&wint?

BERTHA MAE: Ellard, the ointfyou got is the one on top of
your head. (To MARGA re’s Virgil?

MARGARET: At work in’ S.

BERTHA MAE: Let me gue e knocked over the nail barrel again.

MARGARET: Thi iIs month. (There’s a knock at the door.)
Oh no, that’s them, a irgil ain’t here yet.

BERTHA MAE: I'm as nervous as you are, Margaret.

dollars.
andy. Just think
gh the car wash and

MA answers the door and there stands HERMAN,
Lickski ous sign maker. He holds a recent sign he has
painted.

HERMAN: Mornin’, Margaret.

MARGARET: Herman, what in the world brings you out this way?
Shouldn’t you be paintin’ signs?

HERMAN: That's why I'm here. | finished paintin’ that sign Virgil
ordered.
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ELLARD: Mornin’, Herman.

MARGARET: Oh good, let me see it. (HERMAN sets it on the sofa or
the chair so the audience can plainly see it.)
Private Property?

No.
Hunting Allowed.

MARGARET: How much do we owe you?

HERMAN: Dollar fifty.

MARGARET: The wood cost more than that.

ELLARD: Mornin’, Herman.

MARGARET: How in the world are you makin’ a
low prices?

HERMAN: | supplement my income by prg
signs around the area.

BERTHA MAE: But ain’t you the only'sign paigter in Lickskillit?

HERMAN: Yes ma’am.

MARGARET: You pay YOURSELF ad and repaint signs

that YOU painted?
HERMAN: (Shrugs.) It pays the\
ELLARD: Mornin’, Herman.

MARGARET: (Shaking he
through her purse th it

BERTHA MAE: (Readin
Huntin’ Allowed. ait a minute, Herman, somethin’ ain’t right.
This makes it sound

HERMAN: It does?

vate Property. No Huntin’ Allowed. Do you see

(HERMAN stares at the sign, thinking.) See? Take

Jjuegtion mark and the period and you'll be fine.

HERMAN: ivate Property. No Huntin’ Allowed. Boy, am | a
knucklehead. I'll take it back to my shop and fix it right up.

ELLARD: Mornin’, Herman.

MARGARET: Sorry you have to go to the extry trouble.

HERMAN: That's okay. At least it's more money for my proofreadin’
business.

MARGARET: Here’s two dollars, keep the change.
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HERMAN: Pay me AFTER I do it right. Tell Virgil I'll have it repainted
by tomorrow. (Turns and sees ELLARD.) Mornin’, Ellard.

ELLARD: Mornin’, Herman.

MARGARET: (To HERMAN.) Much obliged to you, Herman. Bye.

He exits with the sign. ELLARD crosses to the door, throws up a
friendly wave and shouts.

ELLARD: Bye, Herman! (MAMA and PAPA SLUDG rough
the kitchen door. MAMA SLUDGE -carries fasRioned
camera.)

MAMA SLUDGE: (Looking around.) We're he et. Let me
see that giant check!

MARGARET: Mama Sludge? Daddy e’ brings y’all over

here this time of day?

PAPA SLUDGE: The same ‘67 vy we’ve had for a hundred
years.

BERTHA MAE: Come on, Ellard, let's go rip up some paper towels
so you'll have confetti to Mhe lottery folks. (She pulls
ELLARD to the kitchen.)

MARGARET: But, Bertha M

MAMA SLUDGE: Ain’t
MARGARET: Not yet. Wh

re with your lottery check?
"all come back in a couple of hours

PAPA SLUD eakin’ of how much money you’ve won, how
much mone on?

MAR R don’t know yet.

MAN Law, law, what if it's somethin’ as crazy as one

MARGAR e don’t reckon we’re goin’ to win a thousand dollars.

MAMA SLUDGE: You don’t know that you ain’t.

MARGARET: (Hinting.) Mama Sludge, maybe it shouldn’t be real
crowded in here when the lottery people get here?

MAMA SLUDGE: Don't worry, honey, it's just the three of us.

MARGARET: Three?
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MAMA SLUDGE: (Shouting back through the front door.) Come on
in Mama!

MARGARET: You brought Grandma with you? (BERTHA MAE and
ELLARD reenter ripping up paper towels.) We're back, Margaret.

MARGARET: Listen, ever'’body, | really think that me and Virgil need
to be—

MAMA SLUDGE: Margaret, you got to play like somebody has up
and kicked the bucket.

MARGARET: What do you mean?

MAMA SLUDGE: The only way we can get that
mine out of the house anymore is to tell her
funeral.

PAPA SLUDGE: (Passing out tissues.) Eve
sad, so start boo-hooin’.

BERTHA MAE: Mama, | can’t belieye you t
died.

MAMA SLUDGE: Desperate times ca perate maters. (Turns
to PAPA SLUDGE.) Did youjhide her glasses?

PAPA SLUDGE: (Pats his poc%‘re nice and safe.

MAMA SLUDGE: Good. ee two foot in front of her
without her glasses.

MARGARET: Who doe

MAMA SLUDGE: A close

randma somebody

assed away?
of yours that just up and killed over

DGE: (Rushing to her.) Come on in, Mama, that’s right. |
know, it's such a sad, sad occasion.

GRANDMA: (Looking around without her glasses.) Looks like they
redecorated the funeral parlor. (Hand up in the air.) May the Good
Lord comfort in this their time of need.

MAMA SLUDGE: Amen, Mama. Uh, Mama, Margaret is right here.
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GRANDMA: Margaret? Oh, honey I'm so sorry ‘bout your friend
passin’ to the great beyond. What was her name?

MARGARET: Mama Sludge, the lottery people will be here—

GRANDMA: The Lotterys? Oh, yes, | remember them. Nice family.
I’'m not wearin’ my spectacles so you’ll have to lead me to the
casket.

MARGARET: Casket?

singing “Shall We Gather at the River.” While s
SLUDGE quickly whispers to MARGARET.
agreement then forces ELLARD to lie down
SLUDGE swings ELLARD'’S legs up on the
BERTHA MAE: (Leading GRANDMA to
Grandma, the dearly departed is rig
GRANDMA: This is such a sad time
beautiful, the beautiful riverrrrr. UDGE motions for
everyone to sing along.) Gather aints at the river that
flows by the throne of God. ARD sits up singing, but BERTHA
MAE hits him in the ches%ses him to lie back down.
GRANDMA looks down g .) Ohhhhh, she looks real
natural. I'm shore she is @ e knockin’ at heaven’s gate this
very minute. (There at the door. GRANDMA shouts.)
Open up them pearl
family!
MARGARET: (Pulling

munity. (Sings.) The

Saint Peter, she’s a friend of the

A SLUDGE to the side.) Daddy Sludge, |

hate to be rude, but that's probably the lottery people.
PAPA SLUD n’t worry, Margaret, I'll get everbody in the
kitchen.

ch obliged.

and up in the air, in a preachy mood.) Ashes to

o dust! We never know when death will be knockin’
at OUR™door. (Three more knocks at the front door.) Please tell
me somebody else heard that.

PAPA SLUDGE: (Taking her gently by the shoulders and leading her
to the kitchen.) Come on, Mama, we’ll go in here so the family can
be alone with the dearly departed.

GRANDMA: (Hand up in the air, singing.) Oh when the saints come
marchin’ in, oh when the saints come marchin’ in...

31



VIRGIL WINS THE LOTTERY

PAPA SLUDGE: Amen. (They exit to the kitchen.)

MAMA SLUDGE: (Rushing to the front door.) The people’s here.

MARGARET: Don't answer the door, Virgil ain’t here yet.

MAMA SLUDGE: What you goin’ to do leave ‘em out on the stoop all
day?

MARGARET: No. | mean | don’t know.

BERTHA MAE: Come on, Ellard, Margaret wants to be by, herself.

ELLARD: | can’t get up, I'm dead.

BERTHA MAE: Only from the neck up. Let's GO. (S LARD
exit to the kitchen. There are three more knocks front'door.)

MARGARET: (Straightens her dress.) Come in! Q

MAMA HOOPER and PAPA HOOPER rusl Q HOOPER

wears a t-shirt that reads “Breaker 4-9.”

MAMA HOOPER: ‘Bout time, my knlgkles was startin’ to bleed.

MARGARET: Mama, | thought you wa ery people.

MAMA HOOPER: You mean they,ain’t come yet?

PAPA HOOPER: They bett’(Me. | gave up a CB radio
convention for this sillines

MAMA HOOPER: There : @ in” silly ‘bout winnin’ a million
dollars.

MARGARET: It ain't a m dollars. Mama, ever’body’s in the

kitchen if y'all w em.
PAPA HOOPER: (Crossi

the giant ¢
MARGARET:

She exits as VIRGIL rushes through the front door. His fingers are
covered with bandages.

VIRGIL: Are they here yet? Am | on time? How much money did we
win?

32



BY EDDIE MCPHERSON

MARGARET: No. Yes. And | don’t know. Are your fingers okay?
VIRGIL: Pickin’ up nails in a hurry ain’t a very smart ideal.
MARGARET: Come to the back, | got a jacket laid out for you.
VIRGIL: What if the lottery people come?

MARGARET: We’re goin’ to the next room, not Suburbia Russia.
(They exit. There’'s a pause then Bertha Mae sticks her head
through the kitchen door.)

BERTHA MAE: (Whispers.) Margaret? Virgil? (She tiptoes in.)
Come on, Ellard. Ellard? (ELLARD crawls in on4hi s and
knees and stops beside her but she doesn’t see hi

ELLARD: I'm down here.

BERTHA MAE: You scared me to death. Be qui
can watch the action from over here. (The
and hide underneath a large quilt o
the door.)

ELLARD: (Removing the quilt.) I'll getiit.

BERTHA MAE: (Pulls him back downs n! (She covers them

up again. VIRGIL and MA ET rush in. VIRGIL now wears a
blazer. MARGARET holdspz%b
VIRGIL: There they are. Whe y?
MARGARET: In my arms, k @ ad.
VIRGIL: How do I look
MARGARET: Truth or a fib.
VIRGIL: Fib.

MARGARET: You look derful!
VIRGIL: Much obliged.

oW me, we
the stage
here’'s a knock at

He opens the @ d there stands HERMAN holding the large
check oF: owing, D.J. holding a microphone and BURMA
eadphones and holds a metal box.

D.J.: Howdyghowdy, howdy! Is this the Sludge household?

VIRGIL: (With a big grin.) It shore enough is, D.J.

D.J.: And are you Virgil Sludge?

VIRGIL: (Smiling.) | shore enough am and I’'m happier than a dead
‘possum baskin’ in the sunshine.

D.J.: And is this Margaret Sludge, your little wife?

VIRGIL: Well, my wife, yeah.
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D.J.: (Turns to BURMA.) Burma, are we on?

BURMA: What's that?

D.J.: (Shouting.) Are we on the air, yet?!

BURMA: Yep, we are LIVE and on the air!!

D.J.: (To VIRGIL and MARGARET.) Virgil and Margaret, we are live
on the air with WYAM radio. Lickskillit's favorite and only comin’ at
you with 99.9 watts of power. And we are standin’ in the livin’

How does it feel to win this money, Mr. Sludge?
VIRGIL: You know when you have an itch in the mi
and you can’t reach it and it's driving you cra
door frame and rub your back up and down
the spot? It feels just like that.
D.J.: (Laughs.) You heard it here first,
Mrs. Sludge, how does it make Y
MARGARET: (Grabs the microph and pulls it in to her.) You
know when you have a itch in the m

D.J.: (Takes his microphone back.) Alrighty then, it feels extry good.
And what about you, little fe (He puts the microphone inside

the baby’s blanket. Soun t: P.) You heard it here first,
folks, BURP!

HERMAN: (Waving a the check.) Hey, Margaret, hey
Virgil!

VIRGIL: Herman,
D.J.: They let me do

are you doin’ here?
letterin’ for the giant check. Sorry that

but Ethel’s @ ion and Melvin tripped over his baby.
HERMAN: He ip over his baby, he tripped on spilled GRAVY.

Cr. . Anyway, they sent us over to do the honors.
D.J.: ge family, are you ready to see just how many

VIRGIL: Is'itia thousand dollars?

MARGARET: (Clinging to VIRGIL'S arm.) Oh, Virgil, | think | might
just kill over if we won a thousand dollars.

D.J.: Virgil Sludge, Margaret Sludge, you have won yourselfs— (As
HERMAN turns the check around.) Ten thousand clams!
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BURMA blows a whistle in VIRGIL'S ear while HERMAN tosses up
about five pieces of confetti and a short piece of fanfare music plays.
VIRGIL and MARGARET let out happy screams. MARGARET hands
the baby to D.J. and hugs VIRGIL. ELLARD and BERTHA MAE are
peeping from beneath the quilt. ELLARD throws confetti into the air.

VIRGIL: (Turns to D.J.) Let me get this right, did you say ten
thousand clams?

D.J.: Ten THOUSAND clamaroos! Virgil, Margaret; es are
changed forever! (BURMA blows the whistle ig 'S e He
grabs it from her.) Let’s hear from the happy co

MARGARET: (Into the microphone.) Ten thousa
a lot of money, D.J., but one thing’s for Virgil will
always be the simple, unassumin’ e are right now.
(BERTHA MAE and ELLARD jum elr hiding place.)

BERTHA MAE: (Running to MARGARET with Bpen arms.) Margaret,
I’'m so happy for you!

MARGARET: Y’all get out of here, can’t you see we’re on the radio?
ELLARD: But-— x

VIRGIL: You heard what sh ¥ (They drop their heads and
exit out the front door.)

MARGARET: (Backto m ne.) Yes sir, we will be the same
sweet people we'’ve alwa een. And I'll keep on cleanin’, bakin’
and takin’ care ur little baby and Virgil will keep on workin’
down at the hardwar re just like always.

VIRGIL: (Grabs the microphone and pulls it to his mouth.) No | won't,
I’'m quittin’ ry

MARGARET: quittin’ your job? (Beat, then he and
MAR =am a happy scream, hug, and dance.)

s might be

VIRG the microphone.) But Margaret’s right, we will always
be e and lovin’ folks we have always been. (The
HOOP and the SLUDGES run from the kitchen.)

MAMA SLUDGE: (Running for VIRGIL.) Oh, baby we’re so proud for
yoooooou!

VIRGIL: (Covering the microphone.) Mama, please! Can't y’all see
we're doin’ somethin’ important here!

MAMA HOOPER: But -
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MARGARET: Mama, not now! Take the baby and go to the kitchen!
(MAMA HOOPER takes the baby.)

VIRGIL: (Back to the microphone.) Anyway, as | was sayin’ before |
was rudely interrupted, we will still be the sweet, friendly and carin’
people Lickskillit has always known and loved. Bologna and spam
forever!

MARGARET: (Pulls the microphone to her.) Bologna and spam and

dances behind the giant check. While this is goi
whispers into D.J.’S ear.)
D.J.: (To VIRGIL and MARGARET.) Wait a m

you're joshin’. (BURMA shakes her hea @ shotits into the
microphone.)

BURMA: | ain’t joshin’ a tall, D.J.!

D.J.: Well, flip the switch for Pete’s e. (Turns back to VIRGIL and
MARGARET.) Okay, everbody, t on the air ‘cause

Burma forgot to flip the itch so get back in your original
positions. &)
VIRGIL: (Turns to the SLUDGESyan OPERS as he points to the
kitchen.) GO! (They sadl Q
i S tch.) and we’re on the air!

BURMA: Three, two...

D.J.: (To VIRGIL and MA ET.) Virgil and Margaret, we are live
on the air with radio. Lickskillit's favorite and only comin’ at
you with 99.9 watts ower. And we are standin’ in the livin’
room of Virgil and Margaret Sludge... (Banjo music fades in and

the lights f LACKOUT.)

reading this free excerpt from VIRGIL WINS THE
ddie McPherson. For performance rights and/or a

iiplete copy of the script, please contact us at:

Heuer Publishing LLC
P.O. Box 248 * Cedar Rapids, Iowa 52406
Toll Free: 1-800-950-7529 * Fax (319) 368-8011
HEUERPUB.COM

36





