


Dairy Queen Days
Drama/Comedy by Robert Inman

msergel
Text Box
Colorized covers are for web display only. Most covers printed in black and white.



Dairy Queen Days

Drama/Comedy. By Robert Inman. Cast: 4m., 3w. On Trout Moseley’s 16th 
birthday, his father, Rev. Joe Pike Moseley, a 300-pound Georgia minister, 
bolts from the Easter Sunday service, jumps on a motorcycle, and rides off 
to Texas. For Trout, it’s the latest in a series of calamities that began when 
his mother, Irene, was hospitalized for severe depression. In an attempt 
to save his ministry, Joe Pike is brought back from Texas and is assigned 
to a church in his hometown of Moseley, Georgia—founded by his family 
years ago and a place he has been trying to escape for most of his life. And 
thus begins an eventful summer for Trout. His Aunt Alma (Joe Pike’s sister) 
keeps reminding him of the burden of his family history—what it means to 
be a Moseley in Moseley—and Joe Pike agonizes through an acute case 
of theological angst. Trout’s Uncle Cicero provides down-to-earth counsel 
(“When all hell breaks loose, save your own ass.”), but Trout feels adrift, 
trying, at 16, to fi gure out who he is while everything around him seems 
to be coming unhinged. He fi nds refuge in a job at the local Dairy Queen, 
where his evolving relationship with Keats Dubarry, the crippled daughter 
of a bitter textile mill activist, begins to provide some stability in his increas-
ingly chaotic world. Eventually, all hell does break loose and Trout must fi nd 
a way to save himself, become his own person, and move on with his life. 
Area staging. Approximate running time: 1 hour, 45 minutes. Code  D97.

Cover photo: Blowing Rock Stage Company, Blowing Rock, 
N.C., featuring Gwen Edwards and Ben Mackel. 

Photo: Robert Inman. Cover design: Jeanette Alig-Sergel

9 7 8 1 5 8 3 4 2 4 5 0 6

ISBN-10 1-58342-450-4
ISBN-13 978-1-58342-450-6

0 2 0 0 8

www.dramaticpublishing.com

Dramatic Publishing 
311 Washington St. 
Woodstock, IL 60098
ph: 800-448-7469

Printed on recycled paper

msergel
Text Box
Colorized covers are for web display only. Most covers printed in black and white.



  

 

   
            

DAIRY QUEEN DAYS
 

By
 

ROB ERT INMAN
 

Dramatic Publishing 
Woodstock, Illinois • England • Australia • New Zealand 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



  
                 

           
          

         
          

                
      
        

        

       
        

          
               

             
           
                

               
         
                

       
              

             
     

                 
         

        
    

                
  

 
   

   
  

       
       

    
     

 

*** NOTICE ***
 

The amateur and stock acting rights to this work are controlled exclu
sively by THE DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COMPANY without whose
permission in writing no performance of it may be given. Royalty must
be paid ev ery time a play is performed whether or not it is presented for
profit and whether or not ad mission is charged. A play is performed any
time it is acted before an audi ence. Cur rent royalty rates, appli cations and
restrictions may be found at our Web site: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be con tacted by mail at: DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COM-
PANY, 311 Washington St., Woodstock IL 60098. 

COPYRIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AUTHOR’S 
AGENT THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law pro
vides authors with a fair re turn for their cre ative efforts. Authors earn 
their living from the royalties they receive from book sales and from the
performance of their work. Con scientious observance of copy right law is
not only eth ical, it encourages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work.
This work is fully protected by copyright. No alterations, deletions or 
substitutions may be made in the work without the prior written consent
of the pub lisher. No part of this work may be re produced or transmitted
in any form or by any means, electronic or mechani cal, including photo
copy, re cording, video tape, film, or any in forma tion storage and retrieval
sys tem, without per mis sion in writing from the publisher. It may not be
performed either by pro fession als or ama teurs with out payment of roy 
alty. All rights, in clud ing, but not limited to, the pro fessional, mo tion pic 
ture, radio, televi sion, videotape, for eign language, tabloid, reci tation, lec
tur ing, publi cation and reading, are reserved. 

For performance of any songs, mu sic and re cord ings men tioned in this
play which are in copy right, the permission of the copy right own ers
must be obtained or other songs and recordings in the public domain
substituted. 

©MMVIII by

ROB ERT INMAN
 

Printed in the United States of America
 
All Rights Reserved

(DAIRY QUEEN DAYS)
 

For in quiries con cerning all other rights, con tact:

Inter national Creative Management,


825 Eighth Ave., 26th Floor, New York NY 10019

Phone: (212) 556-5720 - Fax: (212) 556-5665
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IMPORTANT BILLING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS 

All producers of the play must give credit to the author of the play in all
pro grams distrib uted in con nec tion with performances of the play and in
all instances in which the title of the play ap pears for purposes of ad ver
tising, publi cizing or other wise exploiting the play and/or a production.
The name of the author must also appear on a separate line, on which no
other name ap pears, imme diately following the title, and must appear  in
size of type not less than fifty per cent the size of the title type. Biographi
cal in forma tion on the au thor, if in cluded in the playbook, may be used in 
all programs. In all programs this notice must appear: 

“Produced by spe cial ar rangement with
 
THE DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COMPANY of Woodstock, Illinois”
 

In addi tion, all producers of the play must include the following acknowl 
edgment in 8-point type in all pro grams distrib uted in con nec tion with
performances of the play and on all ad vertising and promotional ma teri
als: “The novel Dairy Queen Days by Robert  Inman is available in hard
cover from the au thor’s website www.robert-inman.com and in pa perback 
from bookstores and online booksell ers.” “Or i ginally produced at 
Blowing Rock Stage Company, Kenneth Kay, Producing Artistic Direc
tor.” “All theatre representatives/producers  must warrant and represent
that they will cause each and every writ ten program for the play Dairy 
Queen Days that will be  performed by their  theatre company/producing
organiza tion to con tain the following lan guage to be printed in a visu ally
percep tible man ner at the be ginning of each play pro gram: ‘This play is
completely a work of fic tion. Names, charac ters, places and incidents are
products of the au thor’s imag ination or are used fic titiously. Any re sem
blance to ac tual events, locales or persons, living or dead, is en tirely co 
inci dental. Amer i can Dairy Queen Cor poration (ADQ) is the sole owner
of the trade mark and trade name “Dairy Queen” and neither the au thor 
nor the pro ducer nor any one else connected to this play has any pro pri
etary in terest in the said intellec tual prop erty owned by ADQ. ADQ is the
sole source and or igin of Dairy Queen products and ser vices. ADQ has
not en dorsed, pre pared or sponsored any part of this work of fic tion in
any man ner whatso ever.’ All theatre representatives/producers  must  fur
ther war rant and represent that at no time shall they create or distribute or 
permit others to cre ate or distrib ute any ad vertising and pro motional ma 
terials for the play containing or bearing any intel lectual proper ties (in
clud ing, with out limita tion, the Dairy Queen trade name or trade mark)
owned by American Dairy Queen Corporation (ADQ), except that the
play programs, posters, newspa per and mag a zine ad vertisements and the
theater mar quee shall set forth the ti tle of the play Dairy Queen Days. As 
used herein, the phrase ‘ad vertising and pro mo tional ma te rials’ includes 
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all printed mate rials, pro grams, posters, newspa per and mag a zine ad ver
tisements, e-mails, websites and other electronic and Internet advertise
ments, toys, novelty items, billboards and other signs advertising the play,
T-shirts, sweatshirts, clothing and all other apparel, and tangible and in
tangi ble items of every description. Radio and television advertisements,
if any, shall contain the fol lowing cautionary statement: “‘Dairy Queen’
is a registered trademark of Ameri can Dairy Queen Cor poration which
has not spon sored, en dorsed or is otherwise in volved with this play, a
work of fiction.” Theatre representatives/producers  must agree  that  the
cre ation and distribu tion of tangible ad vertising and promo tional ma teri
als in the na ture of toys, nov elty items, T-shirts, sweatshirts and other ap 
parel or any other item contain ing the ADQ trademark or trade name are
strictly prohibited. Theater representative/producers must fur ther war rant
and rep re sent that at no time shall they use in the pro duc tion of the play,
or permit any other person to use, any item contain ing or bearing any in 
tellectual proper ties (including, without limi tation, the Dairy Queen trade 
name or trade mark) owned by American Dairy Queen Corpo ra tion
(ADQ), including scenery, props, cos tumes or any other item employed
in the production. In the event any theatre or  theatre representative/pro
ducer breaches any of the represen ta tions and warrantees set forth above,
they will fully indemnify the author and the author’s representatives of
and from all claims, de mands, lia bility, damages, judg ments, costs and
ex penses, includ ing the au thor’s rea son able attorney fees, paid or in curred 
as the re sult of such breach.” 
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Dairy Queen Days premiered  at Blowing  Rock  Stage  
Com pany, Blowing Rock, N.C., Octo ber 2006. Pro duced 
and di rected by Kenneth Kay, stage manage ment by Lisa 
Lamont,* sce nic de sign by Lyle Baskin, cos tume de sign by 
Cheryl Hart, prop er ties ar tisan was Jesseca Terhaar, light 
ing de sign by Mike Winkleman, sound design by Gary 
Smith, tech nical director was Tim Billman and general  
manager was Rob ert Miller Jr. The orig inal cast was: 

TROUT . .  . .  .  . .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  Ben Mackel* 
JOE PIKE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Gary Lee Smith* 
ALMA . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jessica K. Peter son* 
CICERO . .  . .  .  . .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  Joe Tomko* 
GRACE . .  .  . .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  . .  .  . .  Mindy Lee Franks 
HERSCHEL . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ed Pilkington* 
KEATS. .  . .  . . .  . .  . .  . . .  . .  . . .  . .  . .  . . .  .  Gwen Ed wards 

*Denotes member of Actors’ Eq uity Asso ciation, the un ion of 
pro fessional actors and stage man ag ers in the United States. 
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DAIRY QUEEN DAYS
 

CHAR AC TERS 

TROUT MOSELEY. . . . . .  16, the great-grand son of Moseley’s 
founder, la bor ing under the bur den of 

family history

 JOE PIKE MOSELEY . . . . . . . . . .  Trout’s father, min ister and 
ex-football player, struggling 

with personal and theological angst 

ALMA . . . . . . . . .  Joe Pike’s older sis ter, pres ident of Moseley 
Tex tile Mill and keeper of the family flame 

CICERO . . . . . . . .  Alma’s husband, local hardware store owner 
and police chief 

KEATS DUBARRY. . . .  daugh ter of an embittered mill worker, 
crippled in childhood by an accident 

GRACE VREDEMEYER . . . . . . . . . .  choir direc tor at Moseley 
Memorial Methodist Church 

HERSCHEL BENDER . . . . . . . . . . .  owner of the Dairy Queen
 

SETTING: Pri marily, the small town of Moseley, Georgia, 
founded in the early part of the last century by the Moseley 
family, which still tightly controls it. The name “Moseley” is on 
virtu ally ev ery build ing. Moseley has  fallen  into  decline  in  the  
years since it was by passed by an in terstate high way. The play 
begins in the town of Ohatchee, some dis tance from Moseley. 

TIME: Summer, the present. 
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ACT ONE 

Scene 1 Ohatchee Church 
Scene 2 The At lanta Institute 
Scene 3 Trout’s Room 
Scene 4 Downtown Moseley 
Scene 5 High School Hall way 
Scene 6 Texas 
Scene 7 Trout’s Room/The Parsonage 
Scene 8 Moseley Church 
Scene 9 Alma’s Dining Room 
Scene 10 Cicero’s Patrol Car 
Scene 11 The Dairy Queen 
Scene 12 The Parsonage Kitchen 
Scene 13 Downtown Moseley 
Scene 14 Moseley Mill 
Scene 15 Moseley Church 

ACT TWO 

Scene 16 Church Social Hall/The Parsonage 
Scene 17 The Dairy Queen 
Scene 18 The Parsonage Steps, Night 
Scene 19 The Dairy Queen 
Scene 20 The Church 
Scene 21 Downtown Moseley 
Scene 22 Joe Pike’s Jail Cell 
Scene 23 The Mill 
Scene 24 The Dairy Queen, Night 

8
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ACT ONE
 

SCENE 1 – OHATCHEE CHURCH 

(Church organ mu sic as the cur tain rises. Lights up on 
the church sanc tuary. TROUT enters. Music under as he 
looks around, then turns to the audi ence.) 

TROUT. Ohatchee Methodist Church. Easter Sunday morn
ing. The day be fore my sixteenth birthday. There’s a big 
crowd. (The buzz and hum of the con gre ga tion. TROUT 
sits on a pew.) We’re all sitting here, wearing our Easter 
clothes and Sunday faces, waiting on Dad. The first 
hymn is over, and he’s still not here. And then… (Sound 
of a mo torcycle en gine, over power ing the mu sic.) I hear 
that and I think, “Oh my God.” (Sound of the motorcycle 
pulling to a stop, the en gine dies.) Everybody in Ohat
chee, Georgia, knows that Rever end Joe Pike Moseley 
has a mo tor cy cle, but nobody, es pecially me, ever imag 
ined he’d ride the dang thing to church. 

(JOE PIKE bus tles in, pull ing on a black min is te rial 
robe over faded jeans and scuffed cowboy boots. He 
crosses to the minister’s chair and slumps into it, a look 
of pained distraction on his face.) 

TROUT (cont’d). A minute goes by. Two. Everybody looks 
at Dad, then everybody looks at each other, and then ev

9
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  10 DAIRY QUEEN DAYS Act I 

erybody looks at me. I’m just about to crawl under the 
pew… 

(JOE PIKE rouses himself. He moves to the pul pit and 
stands for a mo ment, looking out over the con grega tion 
with a wan smile.) 

JOE PIKE. Well, now. Good to see so many folks in 
church today. Lots of folks we only see once a year. 

TROUT. Dad calls ’em “tourists,” but not to their faces. 
JOE PIKE. A day when we get all gussied up in our new 

Easter fin ery to cel e brate our Risen Lord. Better once a 
year than never, I sup pose. So let’s get started here… 
with the…ah… (fumbles with pa pers) …let’s see, the, 
ah… 

TROUT. Scrip ture les son? 
JOE PIKE. Ah-hah! The scrip ture les son. Yes in deed. The 

lesson from the scriptures. (He picks up the pul pit Bible 
and flips slowly through the pages. He stops and stares 
blankly at a page. Then he low ers the Bible, pulls a 
hand kerchief from a pocket, and mops his brow.) I can’t 
do this. Not to day. I’m sorry, but I’ve got to go. (He ex 
its in a rush. From off stage, the sound of the motorcy cle 
engine firing up, then running through gears as it pulls 
away and fades into the dis tance.) 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



    

 

     
     
     

       
       

       
      

  

       
      

         
   

            
  

     
  

   

    
     

        
 

        
    

  11 Act I DAIRY QUEEN DAYS 

SCENE 2 – THE ATLANTA INSTI TUTE 

(Lights up on TROUT, sit ting on a bench.) 

TROUT. But that’s not where it started. This is where it 
started, or at least I think it did…a cou ple of months 
ear lier…with Mom. She’s always been a quiet per son, 
but over the past year or so, she kept getting quieter and 
quieter, un til she just was n’t there at all. And then she… 
(a help less ges ture) …well, that was when we brought 
her here to Atlanta. To the Institute. 

(JOE PIKE en ters, look ing over his shoul der, stop ping at 
the bench.) 

JOE PIKE. She’s got a nice room. (No re sponse.) Already 
got her name tag on the door: “Irene Moseley.” (No re 
sponse.) A good view of the grounds and the duck pond. 

TROUT. What did the doctor say? 
JOE PIKE. Well, nothing yet. They’ll get her settled, do an 

eval ua tion, de cide on a course of treat ment… 
TROUT. When is she gonna be well, Dad? When is she 

coming home? 
JOE PIKE. That depends. 
TROUT. On what? 
JOE PIKE. Mom, mostly. I think. 
TROUT. You’re talking in circles. 
JOE PIKE. Trout, I just don’t know. Nobody does, not 

right now. We’ll have to be pa tient. 
TROUT. And what are we gonna do in the meantime… 

while we’re being patient? 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



     
   

 
     

      

 

  

           
    

   
   

     

    
    

         
   

        
     

   
      

     
    

         
           

       

  12 DAIRY QUEEN DAYS Act I 

JOE PIKE. The best we can, I sup pose. Maybe try to be 
patient with each other. Try to keep body and soul to 
gether. You clean, I’ll cook. 

TROUT. Hah! You don’t even know how to make grits. 
JOE PIKE. Well, there’s always Dairy Queen. 

SCENE 3 – TROUT’S ROOM 

(Lights up on the room. TROUT en ters.) 

TROUT. So, it was just Dad and me, and for a while, I 
guess we did okay. I tried not to leave my dirty socks on 
the floor, and we ate a lot of meals at Dairy Queen. Hey, 
I’m not hard to get along with, espe cially for a teen ager. 
So we’re rock ing along, try ing not to get on each other’s 
nerves, and then… 

(Light up on JOE PIKE, sitting on a stool, tin kering with 
a mo torcycle car bu retor.) 

TROUT (cont’d). …Dad co mes home with the motorcy cle. 
It was in pretty sad shape. He worked on it, day and 
night, out in the garage behind the par sonage. The word 
got around pretty quick: “You hear what the preacher’s 
up to now?” No body seemed to know what to think or 
say, so they all kept their distance. (TROUT takes a cou 
ple of steps to ward JOE PIKE, who keeps working.) I 
thought maybe Dad would ask me to help. Here I was, 
almost sixteen, and anything with wheels on it was 
pretty fascinating. But no, it was just him and the motor 
cycle. So I tried to put a good face on things. Maybe it 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



        
    

     
  

       
   

           
  

 

  
       

    
  

        
    

          
  

 
          

    
   

     
   

   
   

 
  

        
  

  13 Act I DAIRY QUEEN DAYS 

was gonna be a birth day present. Cool. (Light down on 
JOE PIKE.) But then it was Easter Sunday and…well, 
you saw what hap pened. What was I sup posed to do? 
When he was stand ing up there look ing spooked, was I 
sup posed to get up and help him? I don’t know what he 
needs help with. So I just sat there, and Dad took off. 
And not a word from him until the next day… (A tele
phone rings.) Hello. 

(Light up on JOE PIKE, a mo torcy cle hel met tucked un 
der his arm.) 

JOE PIKE. Hey, son. 
TROUT. Dad! Where the heck are you? I’ve been worried. 
JOE PIKE. Hattiesburg, Mississippi. 
TROUT. What are you do ing in Hattiesburg, Mis sis sippi? 
JOE PIKE. Had a little trou ble with the bike. Electrical 

thing. A guy’s fixing it. 
TROUT. You had to go all the way to Mississippi? 
JOE PIKE. It’s on the way to Texas. 
TROUT. What’s in Texas? 
JOE PIKE. You know, I used to play football in Texas. 
TROUT. But that was years ago. Before Mom and me. 
JOE PIKE. Yeah, it was. 
TROUT. Well…when are you gonna be back? 
JOE PIKE. Look, there’s some chicken pot pies in the 

freezer. You can do ’em in the micro wave or the oven. 
In struc tions on the box. Poke holes in the top with a 
fork be fore you put ’em in. The pie, not the box. 

TROUT. Dad, for Christ’s sake… 
JOE PIKE. And there’s some money in the top drawer of 

my dresser. Trout, son, I need you to hang in there with 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



      
  

       
         

   
       

         
 

     
 

 

      
 

 
   

       

 
         
 

  
        

         
      

          
        

     

  14 DAIRY QUEEN DAYS Act I 

me for a bit, okay? Some things I need to take care of. 
(A click as JOE PIKE hangs up. Light down on him.) 

TROUT. Can you believe that? Texas. He didn’t even say, 
“Happy Birthday.” I’m sixteen years old today. Sixteen. 
I’m sup posed to be flaky, ir re spon si ble, hor mone driven. 
So why should I have to be the only sane person in the 
fam ily? (Beat.) Well, that was Monday. All week at 
school, ev ery body avoided me…like I was, you know, 
conta gious or some thing. My girl friend dumped me. 
Then on Fri day… 

(ALMA en ters. She’s a prim, no-non sense woman.) 

TROUT (cont’d). Aunt Alma…what are you doing here? 
ALMA. I’ve come to take you home. 
TROUT. I am home. 
ALMA. To Moseley, Trout. Where you should have been 

all along. 
TROUT. Why? 
ALMA. Your father’s had a breakdown. 
TROUT. I know. He called from Hattiesburg. Some thing 

about the wiring. 
ALMA. No, it’s a good deal more than that. He’s in the 

hos pital. 
TROUT. What? Is he okay? 
ALMA. He needs some rest, from what I’m told. Your un 

cle Cicero is going to Texas to pick him up. And 
then…the bishop is transfer ring him to Moseley to take  
over the pulpit there and see if he can get his act to 
gether. So start pack ing. A truck will be here in a few 
min utes. (ALMA ex its briskly. TROUT stands there, 
stunned.) 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



 

     

 
    

   
   

  
         

        
 

     
  

         

  
      

        

      
  

     
  
   

      
        

    
 

  15 Act I DAIRY QUEEN DAYS 

TROUT. Oh, my God. 

SCENE 4 – DOWNTOWN MOSELEY 

(ALMA, CICERO, GRACE and HERSCHEL. Light up on 
each as he or she speaks. They don’t ac knowledge each 
other. CICERO wears a po lice chief’s uniform. HER -
SCHEL wears an apron and cap.) 

ALMA. Moseley, Georgia. Pop u la tion… 
CICERO. …1,326. Been that way for as long as anybody 

can re member. Unwrit ten rule: when somebody new ar 
rives, some body has to ei ther leave or die. 

ALMA. When my grandfather, Broadus Moseley, came 
down from North Carolina in the early 1900s, this place 
was flat busted. He built a cotton mill and put peo ple to 
work. 

GRACE. Three years ago, my hus band Fesper came home  
and said, “Grace, the Agri cul tural Extension Ser vice is 
transfer ring me to Moseley.” I said, “Where the hell is 
that?” 

CICERO. Not many new folks arrive in Moseley. Not 
much to ar rive for. 

HERSCHEL. When I retired from the Army two years ago 
and came to Moseley to open the Dairy Queen, I built it  
out by the In ter state. Moseley itself looks weary and  
worn-out. 

ALMA. Broadus built  a village  of  homes  around the mill  
for the work ers. He built a town, estab lished businesses 
and schools…and a church, Moseley Methodist. He was  
a pi ous man. 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



          
        

  
  

    

   
    

    

        
     

     
    

     
   
  

      
       

 
           

 
          
        

   
           

      
           

       

  16 DAIRY QUEEN DAYS Act I 

CICERO. Me? I’m the police chief…and, I own the hard
ware store. Neither one is a full-time job. To gether, 
they’re not a full-time job. 

HERSCHEL. Moseley folks welcomed my Dairy Queen.  
They said the last new busi ness was a coin-oper ated 
laundry that opened in 1978. 

CICERO. It lasted a year. 
ALMA. After Broadus passed on, the church was named  

Moseley Memo rial Methodist, in his honor. Leland  
Moseley, my fa ther, saw to that. He, too was a pious 
man. 

GRACE. A year after we got here, Fesper dropped dead on 
the side walk in front of City Hall. I think his heart gave 
out from boredom. By then, I was the choir director at 
the Methodist church, so I just stayed on. 

HERSCHEL. When I got to town, I joined the choir at the 
Methodist church… 

GRACE & HERSCHEL (sing ing). 
WHEN THE ROLL IS CALLED UP YONDER 
WHEN THE ROLL IS CALLED UP YONDER I’LL 

BE THERE. 
HERSCHEL. …and I tried to join the Chamber of Com

merce. 
GRACE. There is n’t one. 
ALMA. My father expanded the mill, paved the streets, 

added fluoride to the wa ter supply, and… (Re veal a traf 
fic light blink ing red, yel low, green.) 

CICERO. …put up a traffic light. I noticed something odd 
about that traffic light…there wasn’t an intersec tion. 
Mister Leland said, “Cicero, I put it there to slow things 
down.” (Traf fic sounds.) All the traffic from Augusta to 
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  17 Act I DAIRY QUEEN DAYS 

Atlanta used to go right through the mid dle of Moseley. 
And stopped, by God, at that traffic light. 

HERSCHEL. When they built the In ter state, out where the 
Dairy Queen is now, all the traffic moved out there. 
(Traf fic sounds fade.) 

CICERO. Now, you can stand here and not see a moving 
vehicle for twenty min utes at a time. But that traffic 
light, by God, is still there. 

ALMA. So, you see, I am descended from civic visionar
ies. Without Moseleys, Moseley would be just a piece of 
worn-out dirt. 

HERSCHEL. Folks don’t seem to mind driving a cou ple of 
miles out to the Dairy Queen. Maybe it’s because I’m in 
the happiness busi ness. Ice cream makes you happy. 

GRACE. And Moseley sure could use some happiness. 

(CICERO, GRACE and HERSCHEL exit. Lights up on 
ALMA and the town. ALMA calls out…) 

ALMA. Trout, get a move on.
 
TROUT (off stage). Coming, Aunt Alma.
 

(TROUT en ters, strug gling with a large cardboard box.) 

ALMA. Put that thing down. Moseleys don’t lift and  tote.  
Moseleys tell other people what to lift and tote. (TROUT 
sets the box down.) 

TROUT. Dad says a fellow ought to do his own lifting and 
tot ing. One time in a ser mon, he said folks need to get 
off their fatty acids. 

ALMA. Trout! 
TROUT. Fat-ty a-cids, Aunt Alma. 
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  18 DAIRY QUEEN DAYS Act I 

ALMA. Your father has always had an earthy way of 
speak ing. I sup pose he picked it up in locker rooms. It’s 
un becom ing for a min is ter, and a bad in flu ence on an 
impressionable child. 

TROUT. Aunt Alma, I’m six teen years old. By now, I’ve 
heard just about every thing. 

ALMA. Yes, I suppose you have. (Indicates the town.) 
Well, here it is. 

TROUT. Well…well, yeah. Here it is. 
ALMA. I knew you’d like it. Moseley is a wonderful place, 

Trout. Full of opportunities. 
TROUT. It is? 
ALMA. Es pe cially for you. 
TROUT. For me? 
ALMA. Someday, this will all be yours. 
TROUT. Mine? 
ALMA. You’re the only heir in the family, and when I’m 

gone, the mill will be yours to own and op erate, to con 
tinue the tra di tion. Moseley Mill is the vibrant economic 
core of this community, Trout, an icon of progress and 
prosper ity. 

TROUT. Prog ress and pros perity? 
ALMA. Moseleys have  influence in  every  aspect  of com

mu nity life—religion, ed u cation, gov ern ment, so cial af
fairs… 

TROUT. Dad says that ev ery time a Moseley breaks wind,  
everybody else in Moseley smells it. 

ALMA. Trout, that’ll be enough of your father’s quota
tions. 

TROUT. Yes ma’am. 
ALMA. Now, I don’t ex pect you to know ev ery thing about 

being a Moseley in  Moseley. Good ness knows, you’ve 
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  19 Act I DAIRY QUEEN DAYS 

been bounced around from one par son age to an other, 
and you have n’t spent much time here. Your fa ther has 
never taken much in ter est in his hometown. But we’re 
go ing to get things back on track, Trout. Do you know 
what I mean? 

TROUT. Not ex actly. 
ALMA. Well, you will. Now, come along. (TROUT starts 

to pick up the cardboard box.) I told you, don’t bother 
with that. The men from the mill will take care of it. 

TROUT. It’s some stuff from Dad’s study at the church. 
He’s mighty peculiar about peo ple mess ing with stuff 
from his study. 

ALMA. Pecu liar. Yes, in deed. 
TROUT. And… (reaching into the box) my ten nis racquet. 

I’m pretty pecu liar about peo ple mess ing with my tennis 
rac quet, too. 

ALMA. My father considered tennis a frivolous game. 
That’s why he would n’t al low a ten nis court to be built 
in Moseley. (ALMA exits.) 

TROUT. There’s not a tennis court here? You’re kidding! 
(TROUT looks about. His gaze stops on the traf fic light.) 
And an other thing, Aunt Alma…that stu pid traffic light. 
There’s no in ter sec tion. (TROUT turns to the au di ence.) 
What is this? It’s like I’ve been jerked up by a tornado  
and set down in a for eign country. No tennis court? A 
traffic light and no inter sec tion? A downtown that 
looks…desper ate. And the name “Moseley” on every
thing. Moseley Bank.  Moseley Hardware.  Moseley Me
mo rial Meth od ist Church. Moseley High  School.  
(Pauses.) Yea, verily…as my father would say…Mose
ley High School.  I  get  here on  Thursday  with one  week  
and one day left in the school year… 
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