


SOUTHERN DIS COM FORT
Twelve Short South ern Scenes

By
VIN MORREALE JR

Dra matic Pub lishing
Woodstock, Il li nois • Eng land • Aus tra lia • New Zea land

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



*** NO TICE ***

The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu -
sively by THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY with out whose
per mis sion in writ ing no per for mance of it may be given. Roy alty must
be paid ev ery time a play is per formed whether or not it is pre sented for
profit and whether or not ad mis sion is charged. A play is per formed any
time it is acted be fore an au di ence. Cur rent roy alty rates, ap pli ca tions and 
re stric tions may be found at our Web site: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be con tacted by mail at: DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM -
PANY, 311 Wash ing ton St., Woodstock IL 60098.

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S
AGENT THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law pro -
vides au thors with a fair re turn for their cre ative ef forts. Au thors earn
their liv ing from the roy al ties they re ceive from book sales and from the
per for mance of their work. Con sci en tious ob ser vance of copy right law is
not only eth i cal, it en cour ages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work.
This work is fully pro tected by copy right. No al ter ations, de le tions or
sub sti tu tions may be made in the work with out the prior writ ten con sent
of the pub lisher. No part of this work may be re pro duced or trans mit ted
in any form or by any means, elec tronic or me chan i cal, in clud ing pho to -
copy, re cord ing, vid eo tape, film, or any in for ma tion stor age and re trieval
sys tem, with out per mis sion in writ ing from the pub lisher. It may not be
per formed ei ther by pro fes sion als or am a teurs with out pay ment of roy -
alty. All rights, in clud ing, but not lim ited to, the pro fes sional, mo tion pic -
ture, ra dio, tele vi sion, vid eo tape, for eign lan guage, tab loid, rec i ta tion, lec -
tur ing, pub li ca tion and read ing, are re served.

For per for mance of any songs, mu sic and re cord ings men tioned in this 
play which are in copy right, the per mis sion of the copy right own ers
must be ob tained or other songs and re cord ings in the pub lic do main
sub sti tuted.

©MCMXCIII by
VIN MORREALE JR

Printed in the United States of Amer ica
All Rights Re served

(SOUTHERN DIS COM FORT)

ISBN: 0-87129-827-9

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois

www.dramaticpublishing.com


IM POR TANT BILLING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to the au thor of the play in all
pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for mances of the play and in
all in stances in which the ti tle of the play ap pears for pur poses of ad ver -
tis ing, pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing the play and/or a pro duc tion.
The name of the au thor must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no
other name ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must ap pear in
size of type not less than fifty per cent (50%) the size of the ti tle type.
Bio graph i cal in for ma tion on the au thor, if in cluded in the playbook, may
be used in all pro grams. In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



A Note From the Au thor

With the in ev i ta ble ho mog e ni za tion wrought by mod ern
com mu ni ca tion tech nol ogy, the es sence of the true South 
lives on in its glo ri ous in di vid u als, their col or ful speech
pat terns, per sonal cour te sies and time less con cerns.
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Dawn’s Com ing

CHAR AC TERS:
WAYNE
EARL, his son

SETTING: A clear ing in the field of a small pig farm in
Geor gia. The blue-gold haze be fore dawn.

AT RISE: EARL and WAYNE are sit ting in the midst of the 
field, dressed in over alls. Each man car ries a hunt ing ri -
fle, as they look out across the au di ence at a point in the 
dis tance. WAYNE takes a swig from a jug of corn
squeez ing and passes it to EARL, who drinks, gri maces,
then looks up at the sky.

EARL. Dawn’s comin’.
WAYNE. Yup. (Pause.) I reckon it won’t be long now.
EARL. You think?
WAYNE. Yup. Fig ure they’ll move in at first light.
EARL (mut ter ing). Paw. Don’t mind my ask ing this, but…
WAYNE. Speak your piece, boy.
EARL. Uh… Can’t we get in real trou ble for this?
WAYNE (thinks for a mo ment). De pends on what you

mean by “trou ble.”
EARL. I mean, we might get our selves killed and ev ery -

thing.
WAYNE. If you’re killed, you ain’t got no more trou bles.
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EARL. I sup pose not… But what if we just get all shot up
and wounded like?

WAYNE (con sid ers for a long mo ment). That’d be trou ble.
EARL. Or what if we kill a few of them and they lock us

up for the rest of our lives?
WAYNE. That’d be trou ble, too.
EARL. So what are we doin’ this for?
WAYNE. It’s the prin ci ple of the thing.
EARL. Oh. (EARL seems to ac cept this, and looks off into

the dis tance, then turns.) The prin ci pal of what thing, Paw?
WAYNE. I’m not let ting them take my land, boy. They’ll

have to drag me off it feet first.
EARL. But ain’t there some other way?
WAYNE. You scared, Earl?
EARL. Hell, yeah! I ain’t never killed any thing big ger than 

a pig be fore. And that was only so’s we could have ham 
for Christ mas din ner!

WAYNE. Well, these bank peo ple are a darn sight bigger’n 
any pig.

EARL. I imag ine so. (Sud denly.) You don’t think they’d
send Char lie Waddell, do ya? His momma would sure
be mad at me if I killed old Char lie.

WAYNE. Char lie would know better ’n to come and take
my land. If he don’t, then he’s no better than those Yan -
kee bank ers he works for. (Con fused.) Be sides. It don’t
seem right for a man to work all day playin’ with other
folks’ money.

EARL. Whatta ya mean, Paw?
WAYNE. Bankin’. It don’t seem right some how… They

take our money. Lock it up in that big old steel safe.
Then they just sit there all day…watch ing that old safe,
like somethin’ mag i cal’s sup posed to hap pen. Do it for
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weeks. Then, when I come to get my money back, they
open up that big steel door again, take out my money…
then take out a lit tle more that got in ter ested in it while
it was just layin’ there in the safe. And they give it all
back to me, grin ning like fools and sayin’: “Have a nice
day, Mis ter Packhammer”! (Shakes his head.) ’Course
I’m gonna have a nice day! They gave me back my
money, did n’t they?

EARL. Seems kinda silly when you put it like that, Paw.
WAYNE. Don’t seem nat u ral. Like that three-legged calf

that was born last win ter. Bankin’s a lot like that three-
 legged calf. (Pause. EARL checks his sights by aim ing
his ri fle across the field. Then he looks up at the sky.)

EARL. Dawn’s comin’.
WAYNE. Yep… Sorry I got you into this, boy.
EARL. That’s okay, Paw. We all gotta die some times.
WAYNE. That’s sure enough true.
EARL. ’Though I was sorta hopin’ I’d get a crack at

Melinda May Tagget be fore my time was up. Y’know
what I mean?

WAYNE. She’s a purty one. No de ny ing that. (Sud denly
harsh.) You think I’m a fool for de fend ing my land,
boy?!

EARL. No, Paw. I never, ever thought you was a fool!
(Un der his breath.) I was just sorta hopin’ I’d have a
chance at Melinda May is all.

WAYNE. I’m do ing this for you, boy!
EARL. I know, Paw.
WAYNE. My daddy farmed this land. And his daddy be -

fore him! And his daddy be fore him had to shoot a
whole pas sel of In di ans for this here land!

EARL. I know, Paw.
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WAYNE. What would they all say if we just let some silly
bank folk take it away from us with out a fight?

EARL. They prob a bly would n’t say nothin’… On ac count
of them be ing dead and all. (Softly.) Like we’re gonna
be…

WAYNE. Maybe. (Looking off.) Dawn’s com ing up real
strong now, ain’t it?

EARL. Sure is.
WAYNE. Damn it all, this farm’s been in my fam ily for

gen er a tions!
EARL. That’s what I can’t quite fig ure, Paw. If this farm’s

been in our fam ily for so many gen er a tions…how come
we owe so much money on it?

WAYNE. Well, you re mem ber when land val ues got real
high and all? We bor rowed mort gage money from the
bank to buy that real fancy, brand new plow and har -
vester ma chine.

EARL. That was sure a pretty ma chine.
WAYNE. Ex pen sive, too. But it was worth it. The sales -

man said it was gonna make us much better farm ers.
EARL. So how come we did n’t get to be much better farm -

ers, Paw?
WAYNE. The damn ma chine broke.
EARL. That’s right. I for got. (Pause, then care fully.) Can I 

tell you some thing, Paw?
WAYNE. I sup pose.
EARL. Some thing real per sonal like?
WAYNE. You got some thing to say, now’s the time to say

it.
EARL. I hate farm ing, Paw.
WAYNE. What did you say?
EARL. I said, I re ally hate farm ing. Al ways did.
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WAYNE. But you’re a fifth-gen er a tion farmer, boy!
EARL. I know. That’s what’s so darn funny about it all. I

can’t even stand the smell of pigs. I mean they re ally
stink!

WAYNE. How come you never told me any of this be fore, 
Earl?

EARL (shrugs). Did n’t seem to mat ter none then. (WAYNE 
looks at his son, who can’t meet his gaze. Then the older 
man shakes his head and spits. There is a long pause, as 
the two stare out across the field.)

WAYNE (softly). Pigs do kinda stink, don’t they?
EARL (smil ing). That they do.
WAYNE (start ing to laugh). I mean, if peo ple smelled that 

bad, we would n’t have hardly any thing to do with them,
now would we?

EARL (laugh ing). Not me. No way. (WAYNE sud denly
picks up a pair of bin oc u lars and looks off across the
field. EARL sees this and stops laugh ing im me di ately.)

WAYNE. They’re com ing… Looks like Char lie Waddell,
and three, maybe four sher iff’s dep u ties with him.

EARL (gulps). I guess this is it, then.
WAYNE. Looks like it… (They both check their guns

care fully; pull out a few more boxes of am mu ni tion from 
their pock ets. To gether, they raise their ri fles and aim at 
their tar gets.)

EARL. Paw?
WAYNE. Yes, son?
EARL. You gonna shoot old Char lie, or you want me to?
WAYNE (does n’t an swer for a mo ment, then low ers his ri -

fle and sighs). Earl… How’s about in stead of shoot ing
Char lie, you go out to the sty and shoot us a pig…

EARL. You se ri ous?
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WAYNE. That big, or nery one…and then we’ll in vite
Char lie and those boys over for a big old ham break fast.

EARL. But what about the farm, Paw?
WAYNE. Earl?
EARL. Yes, Paw?
WAYNE. I ever tell you how much I hate farmin’?
EARL. Go on! You?!
WAYNE. Never seemed quite nat u ral for a man to play in

dirt and pig shit for a livin’… (Un loads his ri fle and
stands.) Sort of ironic, don’t ya think?

EARL (jump ing up). Does this mean I get a chance at
Melinda May Tagget?

WAYNE. Might as well. And maybe I’ll try my hand at
bank ing. (WAYNE throws his arm around EARL, as the
two walk off UR.) Banking…yep, I could grow to like
that…

EARL. Maybe you could ask Char lie for a job, Paw?
WAYNE. Maybe…

BLACK OUT
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Slow Dance With a Stranger

CHAR AC TER:
PEARL

SETTING: A bare stage. A small town in Mis sis sippi.

AT RISE: A young GIRL in a plain coun try dress walks
out into a sin gle spot light.

PEARL. My mama al ways told me…she’d say, Child, don’t
never go slow dancin’ with a stranger. Oh, you may think
he’s sweet and proper and oh-too-nice-look ing and all. But
some where un der that fine cot ton shirt and smooth-as-
 honey smile is a heart that’s just wait ing to pounce on a
fresh young thing like you. And maybe you think it’s okay
be cause there are bun dles of peo ple around, and you like
the mu sic that’s playin’ any way, and you might as well.
But, child, she told me, when he co mes mov ing across the
floor like some fine-look ing stal lion that’s sud denly found
re li gion and wants to share it with you…you just pay him
no never mind. Slow dancin’ with a stranger is the straight -
est path to a bro ken heart, and that’s the God’s hon est truth.

Now you think af ter hear ing all that, I’da lis tened to my
mama? Not me. I was sassy as a new born goat. Al ways
was. Al ways will be. Were n’t no body gonna tell me
what to do… ’spe cially when Mama was n’t around to see!
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So’s on my six teenth birth day, I throw on my pret ti est
blue cot ton dress… (She mimes the ac tion.) …comb my
hair up all high and fancy, and walk my sweet young
fig ure down past Main Street to the church so cial. Umm
umm umm. Then, I stand my self against the wall for a
long spell…’cause the usual boys in these here parts are
’bout as plum ugly as a hog’s brother-in-law…

Just when I start thinkin’ about walk ing my self back
home again, I feel this strong, smooth grip wrap around
my fin gers like a black satin glove made spe cial for my
lit tle hand. I look up…way up…and there stands the
pret ti est man the good Lord ever seen fit to put on this
earth. This man was tall and lean and smil ing away at
me like he was the one that in vented teeth. I don’t know 
who he is and no body else don’t nei ther. But the way
he’s tug ging away at my arm, I know he wants to dance
with me. This big, beau ti ful stranger wants to dance with 
me. Lord, what Mama would think to see us both to -
gether! (She sways in place to the mu sic only she can
hear.) The first dance is a fast dance and I get all my
gig gles and nerves shook right out of me on that dance
floor. The sec ond dance is even faster, but I’m re ally
cook ing now and clap ping my hands and kick ing my
legs like I don’t care if there’s any body else on God’s
good earth but me and that big, beau ti ful stranger.

Af ter a spell of spin ning and laugh ing, the mu sic dies
away. I start to feelin’ kinda shy and all, ’cause re mem -
ber I’m just six teen to day and he’s…well he’s…he’s ev -
ery inch a man, from the bot tom of his spit-pol ished
leather shoes to the top of his twenny-dol lar hat.
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So’s I get real quiet, not want ing to stare at him, ’cause
I’m a good girl and I know what’s re spect able and what’s
not…but not want ing to take my eyes off him nei ther, in 
case he ups and van ishes like a dream. He smiles that
big grin and I grin, too, and he smiles so wide I’m afraid 
his face is gonna split in two. We both catch our breath
and stand there, nei ther of us not ever wantin’ to leave
that dance floor. Then, he asks me my name in a voice
as smooth and soft as mo las ses, and I say “Pearl” right
up and loud like I was queen of the county! Well, that
gets him to smil ing again, and with out ever tellin’ me
his own name, he reaches up a strong, smooth hand and
rests it on my cheek. I don’t even know this man’s
name, but he lays his big, gen tle hand on my cheek like
we was fam ily. No…more than fam ily…Like this…

(She closes her eyes and ten derly strokes her cheek with
the back of her hand. She seems lost in a trance as she
re lives the mem ory.)

I swear, that man’s hand on my cheek was like be ing
kissed by an an gel… When the mu sic starts up again,
it’s playin’ real slow-like. I look up straight into that
stranger’s beau ti ful brown eyes and I just know I’m in a
whole world of trou ble. With the slow, slinky mu sic
wrap ping all around us, that stranger pulls me close to
him, all gen tle and firm, un til my cheek is pressed right
against his starched white shirt. He smells so good, all of
pride and re spect abil ity, and I know with out even look -
ing that ev ery young girl at that dance was wishin’ and
hopin’ it was them perched on his chest in stead of me.
But it ain’t, and I’m the spe cial one in his arms to night.
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(She closes her eyes again and twirls across the stage.)

That stranger moves me across the dance floor so
smooth, I swear my feet never touch no boards. When
his arm curls back around me, I feel as safe as a baby in 
her mama’s arms. (She stops sud denly.) That is…un til
Mama shows up…

The next thing I know, I’m stand ing all lone some on the 
dance floor and there’s my lit tle Mama whompin’ the
bejeezus outa that big, beau ti ful stranger. He’s scur ry ing 
around the dance floor, all curled up, try ing to stop
Mama’s broom han dle from mess ing up his purty face.
And he’s scream ing for her to stop and she’s screamin’
at him to keep his hands offa her lit tle girl, and I’m
scream ing away ’cause I don’t know what else to do.
Ev ery one else is laugh ing at the way me and Mama and
the stranger is car ry ing on in the mid dle of a church so -
cial event. Finally, Mama’s arms get tired from whom -
pin’ on the stranger, and he sees his chance. He
high-tails it out the door, fast as a jack rab bit. Most peo -
ple still say see ing that stranger fly outa that door with
Mama and her wood broom right be hind him was the
high-point of the evenin’. When I got home, Mama
whipped me good. Real good. I could n’t sit down with -
out a cush ion for three whole days.

So, my ad vice to you all is…never slow dance with a
stranger… (She rubs her back side.) It just ain’t worth it!

BLACK OUT
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