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The world pre mier pro duc tion of King dom was given by 
the Af ri can Con tin uum Thea tre Com pany at At las Per -
forming Arts Cen ter, Wash ing ton, D.C., in No vem ber 2005 
with the fol low ing cast:

Ricky-Trey York . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . J.J. John son Jr.
Eddie-Ray York . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Keith N. John son
Clar ence York . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ad di son Switzer
Lena Santos . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Mil dred Ma rie Lang ford

The pro duc tion was di rected by Jennifer L. Nel son.
Fight cho re og ra phy was by Ka ren Abromaitis, set de sign
by Tracie Duncan, cos tume de sign by Wil liam Pucilowski,
lighting de sign by Dan Covey, sound de sign by Da vid
Lamont Wil son, and the stage man ager was Jess W.
Speaker.
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KING DOM

CHAR AC TERS

RICKY-TREY YORK:  Late 20s. The youngest of the
York brothers. He has a less pronounced form of
cerebral palsy and is in no way mentally impaired.

EDDIE-RAY YORK:  Late 30s/Af ri can-Amer i can. The
eldest brother. Consumed by his hatred of Henry
Caster, he stands in as the patriarch of the family.

CLAR ENCE YORK:  Early 30s/African-Amer i can. The
middle brother. He is riddled with guilt for a past
deed done by himself and Eddie.

LENA SANTOS:  Mid-20s/African-Amer i can. On the run
from the FBI for the last three years for blowing up
an ROTC building by accident. She is a sixties flower 
child.
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SCENE 2

SCENE: It is summer, 1968. Cleve land, Ohio.

WHILE STILL IN DARK NESS: We hear the noise of a
busy fast-food res tau rant. We hear the hub bub of sev eral 

 gni eb sred ro sulp ,gni thgif nerd lihc llams dna sre mot suc
given over a P.A. sys tem. All the voices are clearly ur -
ban Af ri can-Amer i can:

VOICE #1. You better give me that…Mama, he took my
thing.

VOICE #2. If you all don’t be have I’m gonna knock the
mess out of you.

VOICE #3. I need some change up front.
CLAR ENCE. That’s a fif teen-piece spicy. Ex tra cole slaw.

Act I KING DOM 9
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SET: A liv ing room on the sec ond floor over a bar be cue
chicken shack. There are en trances for two bed rooms:
one on stage L and one on stage R. A stair case leads up
from the first floor/chicken shack. There is a bath room
onstage R. The an gle of the bath room door should pre -
vent au di ence mem bers from see ing in side. UC there are 
three win dows. The cen ter win dow leads out onto a
prac ti cal fire es cape. The light ing out side the win dow
in di cates a blis ter ing sum mer day. The sun shines so
brightly through the win dows, that the shades must be
pulled down to es cape the in ten sity of the heat. UR is a
kitchen area with an is land coun ter. DC is a couch and
a re cliner. There is a 20-inch black and white TV on
cast ers with its back to the au di ence and it faces the
couch. The TV is on and play ing a very vi o lent car toon
à la Tom and Jerry. EDDIE-RAY YORK is at the bot tom 
of the stairs. He can’t be seen by the au di ence.

EDDIE-RAY (O.S.). You better check those ribs ’fore they 
burn. I ain’t playin’ with you. (The door slams and
EDDIE talks as he co mes up the stairs. To him self.) I’ll
fire your be hind in a New York min ute. (He’s dressed
for a fu neral.) Damn. (EDDIE runs back down the stairs 
and opens the door at the bot tom. The hub bub from the
res tau rant gets loud again.)

CLAR ENCE (O.S.). I need some change at the reg is ter.
EDDIE-RAY (O.S.). Clar ence, why is it so damn hot up

here?
CLAR ENCE (O.S.). How am I sup posed to know?

(EDDIE slams the door and comes back up the stairs.)
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EDDIE-RAY. Ricky. Ricky. (EDDIE looks through the
apart ment. Pe ri odically call ing RICKY’s name. He turns 
off the TV and walks to an in ter com mounted on the wall 
and pushes the call but ton.) Clar ence. Clar ence.

CLAR ENCE (O.S.). What?
EDDIE-RAY. Don’t “what” me. You seen Ricky-Trey?
CLAR ENCE (O.S.). I ain’t been up there. (To the cus tomer 

down stairs.) That’ll be $8.35.
EDDIE-RAY. You ain’t let him go on down the street?
CLAR ENCE (O.S. To the cus tomer down stairs). You ain’t

got nothin’ smaller? (To EDDIE.) You know I got better 
sense than that. Hey, Eddie…I got to talk to you about
some thing big…

(EDDIE turns off the in ter com and cuts CLAR ENCE off
in midsen tence. He sees the open win dow. EDDIE
crosses to the win dow on the fire es cape and yells out.)

EDDIE-RAY. Hey, Ricky…Ricky-Trey? You up there?
(Si lence.) Ricky-Trey York, if you up there you better
an swer me.

(Si lence. Finally RICKY’s voice comes from the next
level up on the fire es cape.)

RICKY-TREY (O.S.). What you want?
EDDIE-RAY (strips off his shirt and tie). I want you to

stop tryin’ to air con di tion ev ery body in Cleve land. Two 
hun dred mil lion de grees out side and you got the win dow 
bus’ wide open. You must be out your black mind.

RICKY-TREY. I turned the air off.
EDDIE-RAY. Re gard less…get in here, ’fore you fall.

Act I KING DOM 11
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RICKY-TREY (O.S.). I ain’t gonna fall.
EDDIE-RAY. You will if I come up there and throw your

be hind off. (Si lence.)
RICKY-TREY (O.S.). I’m comin’.

(EDDIE en ters the bath room. He closes the door and
quickly opens it.)

EDDIE-RAY (O.S.). Damn it, Ricky. It’s hot as hell in this 
bath room.

(RICKY climbs down the fire es cape and back in the
win dow. He has a pair of bin oc u lars. He crosses into his 
bed room and puts them away. He re en ters, talking the
en tire time.)

RICKY-TREY. You should see Lake Erie to day, Eddie.
It’s beau ti ful. The clouds look like an gels flyin’ over the 
wa ter. And the lake is blue like the sky.

EDDIE-RAY (O.S.). Come here, Ricky.

(RICKY walks over to the bath room door way and looks
in on EDDIE.)

RICKY-TREY. You want some SpaghettiOs?
EDDIE-RAY (O.S.). Sup pose that heat got to you and you

had a sei zure while you was up there. It ain’t like we
can call the po lice to help you.

RICKY-TREY. I put ice in my Kool-Aid. I used my stop -
watch. I took a sip ev ery six teen sec onds. Ooooo… You 
told me I could n’t pee with the bath room door open.
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EDDIE-RAY (O.S.). It’s suf fo cat ing in here. Ain’t gonna
get heat stroke ’cause your re tarded be hind can’t stay off 
the damn roof.

RICKY-TREY. I ain’t…
EDDIE-RAY (O.S.). Now close that win dow. Pull down

them shades. Turn on that con di tion ing.

(RICKY closes the win dow and pulls down the shades to 
block the blis tering sun and walks over to the ther mo -
stat.)

RICKY-TREY. To what?
EDDIE-RAY (O.S.). What…what?

(RICKY marches back over to the bath room door.)

RICKY-TREY. De grees? A unit of mea sure?
EDDIE-RAY (O.S.). Make it 65.

(RICKY goes back and ad justs the ther mo stat.)

RICKY-TREY. And don’t say it no more…ce re bral palsy
ain’t re tarded. It’s a med i cal con di tion like a cold.

(The toilet flushes and EDDIE en ters.)

EDDIE. Ain’t no body said you re tarded.
RICKY-TREY. You did…and I quote…“your re tarded be -

hind”…un quote. (RICKY opens a cab i net and takes out
a can of SpaghettiOs and a man ual can opener. Dur ing
the rest of the scene he tries to open the can with no
suc cess.)
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EDDIE-RAY. You can be re tarded…or you can act re -
tarded. (EDDIE ex its to his bed room where he con tin ues 
from O.S.) And goin’ up on that roof in this kind of heat 
is actin’ re tarded. Not to men tion you left the dang TV
on. Gonna run me to the poor house.

RICKY-TREY. I did n’t leave it on.
EDDIE-RAY (O.S.). Then who did? You got a ghost up

here or somethin’?

(Wearing a Cleve land Browns T-shirt, EDDIE en ters
and talks to the air.)

EDDIE-RAY. Mr. Ghost, would you please stop leavin’ on 
the TV and blamin’ it on my brother. (To RICKY.) You
think he heard me?

RICKY-TREY. You crackin’ jokes. You happy.
EDDIE-RAY. I can be happy if I want to.
RICKY-TREY. Yeah. But you usu ally ain’t.
EDDIE-RAY. Well, lots of things gonna be dif fer ent from

now on. Just came back from a fu neral.
RICKY-TREY. Who died?
EDDIE-RAY. Henry Caster.
RICKY-TREY. Who’s that?
EDDIE-RAY. Some body who got what he had comin’.
RICKY-TREY. Fu nerals ain’t sup posed to be fun.
EDDIE. Never mind about that. Any body call?
RICKY-TREY. On the ta ble.

(EDDIE crosses to the phone next to the couch and
picks up a scrap of pa per.)

14 KINGDOM Act I

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



EDDIE-RAY. What am I sup posed to do with this? It just
says, “Got to talk asap.”

RICKY-TREY. That’s what the man said. As soon as pos -
si ble.

EDDIE-RAY. Did he say somethin’ else? Like what his
name was?

RICKY-TREY. He might’ve said his name. Who ever it
was, it’s his fault. He’s the one called in the mid dle of
my re hears ing. Magic takes a lot of con cen tra tion. He
might call back.

EDDIE-RAY. For get it. Gonna get that ser vice I was
thinkin’ about. (EDDIE throws the mes sage away. Then
he be gins to search through the cab i nets.)

RICKY-TREY. Ser vice for what?
EDDIE-RAY. They take the mes sages. They rig it up

some how. Just don’t an swer the phone from now on.
RICKY-TREY. How she gonna know I’m here if I don’t

an swer the phone?
EDDIE-RAY. Where is it?
RICKY-TREY. What?
EDDIE-RAY. I bought a new bot tle last Wednes day.
RICKY-TREY. Doc tor said you should n’t drink. Bad for

your pres sure.
EDDIE-RAY. Where’s my Mad Dog?
RICKY-TREY. That’s what the doc tor said.
EDDIE. You tearin’ your pants with me, Ricky.
RICKY-TREY. Un der the sink. (EDDIE reaches un der the

sink and be gins to make a con coc tion of MD 20/20 and
Pepsi.) You said, you was n’t gonna drink them things no 
more.

EDDIE-RAY. Let me have my drink in peace. (RICKY
pan to mimes lock ing his lips and throw ing away the key.

Act I KING DOM 15
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They sit in the quiet for a few sec onds. Then:) That fu -
neral got me goin’ though. (Points to his head.) Up here. 
A dead body makes you think.

RICKY-TREY. About what?
EDDIE-RAY. What is. What ain’t. Choices. You know?
RICKY-TREY. What kind of choice you talkin’ about?

(EDDIE does a slight bowling ges ture.)

EDDIE-RAY. Could have been fa mous. I had the touch.
No doubt about it. I had a two-sixty-five av er age. Gave
it all up. I’m gonna tell you one of life’s tru est facts,
R.T.

RICKY-TREY. Should I write it down?
EDDIE-RAY. No. Life ain’t gonna let you for get it. Doin’

the right thing, the nec es sary thing, ain’t al ways the easy 
thing to do. Most times it’s the hard est.

RICKY-TREY. Like when you did n’t go on the bowlin’
tour and took care of me and Clar ence.

EDDIE. That was part of it. But, yeah. That’s it.
RICKY-TREY. Thank you for doin’ that, Eddie.
EDDIE-RAY. What you got on?
RICKY-TREY. They loung ing pa ja mas…like Dean Mar tin

wore in a Matt Helm movie came on TV. When he was
in his pent house. I was gonna make you some. But not if 
you gonna get a ser vice for the phone.

(EDDIE takes his drink and stands over the vent in the
floor that blows up the air con di tioning. He pulls out his 
shirt and lets it blow up in side.)
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EDDIE-RAY. Put some thing on. A growed man don’t walk 
around the house in his sleepin’ clothes all day.
Buddy…buddy…buddy. That air feel good. Where the
pa per?

RICKY-TREY. TV.

(EDDIE crosses to the TV and picks up the Cleve land
Plain Dealer news pa per from the top of the TV and sits
in the La-Z-Boy. He looks through the pa per as he con -
tin ues to talk to RICKY.)

EDDIE-RAY. Good thing you did n’t go to reg u lar school,
R.T. If them other boys woulda found out that you like
to sew. You’d have got your be hind kicked ev ery other
day. (Referring to the pa per, to him self.) Damn Cleve -
land In di ans lost again. Ain’t been no good since ’54.
And had the nerve to trade Rocky Colavito. (To RICKY.)
So how’s the magic goin’? Got any new tricks you want 
to show me? Ex cuse me. I mean il lu sions.

RICKY-TREY. Mat ter of fact, I’m thinkin’ about gettin’
into an es cape art ist genre if you please.

EDDIE-RAY. Def i ni tion.
RICKY-TREY. Genre…a class or cat e gory of ar tis tic en -

deavor…Ran dom House Dic tio nary…page 203. Any -
way…I’m thinkin’ about creatin’ var i ous sce nar ios of
my own di a bol i cal cre ation. Gonna be the first black
Houdini.

EDDIE-RAY. Sounds se ri ous.
RICKY-TREY. I can han dle it. But I need sup plies. Oth er -

wise I won’t be able to get started. Will you get stuff for 
me?

EDDIE-RAY. What we talkin’ about?
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RICKY-TREY. A big, gi ant bag. Big enough for me to get
in side.

EDDIE-RAY. What else?
RICKY-TREY. I al ready got the stop watch. But I need

some heavy locks. The kind that have keys. No com bi -
na tion locks. Some heavy chains to go with the locks.
Hand cuffs. Real ones. Like the po lice use. Oh…and later 
on, I’ll need a huge wa ter tight trunk and a five-hun dred- 
gal lon wa ter tank.

EDDIE-RAY. For get the tank.
RICKY-TREY. We can put it on the roof. I know it can’t

fit in here.
EDDIE-RAY. What I say?
RICKY-TREY. Guess I could use the bath tub.
EDDIE-RAY. That it?
RICKY-TREY. Yeah.
EDDIE. All right then. But don’t mess with that stuff un -

less some body is watchin’ you.
RICKY-TREY. Okay.
EDDIE-RAY. I mean it.
RICKY-TREY. I know.
EDDIE-RAY. You could suf fo cate in a trunk. So that’s out 

too.
RICKY-TREY. No trunk? I can’t do it with out…
EDDIE-RAY. Then for get it.
RICKY-TREY. The trunk would n’t fit in the tub any way.

I’ll just lock my self in the bath room. I’ll have to fig ure
out later how to chain the door closed. Oh…and one
more thing.

EDDIE-RAY. Must be Christ mas.
RICKY-TREY. My birth day is next month. For my birth -

day…you think I could go out side?
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EDDIE-RAY. You out side ev ery day.
RICKY-TREY. Not on the roof. Ain’t no body up there to

talk to. I just want to go to the cor ner and back.
EDDIE-RAY. How many times we got to run over this?
RICKY-TREY. I want to say hello to Mr. Ev ans at the

Hough Bak ery.
EDDIE-RAY. What I al ways say?
RICKY-TREY. I might get caught. Won’t be nothin’ you

can do if the po lice grab me. But I’ll wear a rub ber
mask like on Mis sion Im pos si ble. No body will know it’s 
me. And I’ll run there and back as fast as I can.

EDDIE-RAY. A brotha’ runnin’ down the street with a
rub ber mask on. Why don’t you just shoot your self and
save the po lice the trou ble? Be sides…ain’t nothin’ to
run to. That place closed when Ev ans died. It’s empty.

RICKY-TREY. When he die?
EDDIE-RAY. Ten years ago?
RICKY-TREY. You did n’t tell me?
EDDIE-RAY. Now don’t make somethin’ out of nothin’,

Trey. You ain’t seen the man since you was a child.
RICKY-TREY. Just be cause you don’t see some body don’t 

mean you don’t miss them.
EDDIE-RAY. Yeah…well…I can see where the hell this is 

go ing. (EDDIE looks back to his pa per.)
RICKY-TREY. He used to give me a free do nut ev ery time 

Mama and me came in there. He was a re ally nice man.
EDDIE-RAY. Prob a bly felt sorry for you.
RICKY-TREY. Why would he? (EDDIE opens a new sec -

tion of the news pa per. RICKY con tin ues.) Re mem ber
when Mama used to take us to the lake?

EDDIE-RAY. No. And you don’t ei ther.
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RICKY-TREY. She would read out loud from that book of
Shake speare. She must of been a great teacher be fore
she mar ried Daddy.

EDDIE-RAY. Oh…I was n’t good enough. Your own
brother.

RICKY-TREY. I ain’t sayin’ that. It just would’ve been
dif fer ent. She said, I could be any thing I wanted to be.
Did n’t make no dif fer ence if I had C.P. Said, I could be
a king in this world.

EDDIE-RAY. Men da cious bullshit. Men da cious…spell it.
RICKY-TREY. M-e-n-d-a-c-i-o-u-s…it means ly ing. Ran -

dom House page 482.
EDDIE-RAY. And that’s what the king stuff is. Nothin’

but lies.
RICKY-TREY. No, it ain’t.
EDDIE-RAY. Any body with any sense knows ain’t no

kings in the U.S. of A. We out lawed that in 1776 when
we kicked the Eng lish out. I know I taught you better
than that. (EDDIE puts the pa per away and stands.)
Here we go. Ding…ding…ding. School bell. The school
of hard knocks is now in ses sion.

RICKY-TREY. It’s sum mer. It’s against the law.
EDDIE-RAY. Ding…ding…ding…ding…ding. Don’t be

late for class. You’ll get home work for pun ish ment.
RICKY-TREY. No.
EDDIE-RAY. Ding…ding…ding…ding.
RICKY-TREY. Okay. (RICKY re luc tantly sits in the re -

cliner.)
EDDIE-RAY. In your as signed seat. (RICKY moves to the

couch.) Good af ter noon, class.
RICKY-TREY. Good af ter noon, Mr. York.
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EDDIE-RAY. Now to day’s les son says…if you had some
kings over here. Which, like I said, ain’t none. To be a
king…as in spe cif i cally you…you would have to be first 
in line. First born. That’s how your what ’cha call your
ba sic hi er ar chy works.

RICKY-TREY. I don’t care.
EDDIE-RAY. You know the rules. (RICKY raises his

hand.) Yes, Ricky.
RICKY-TREY. Mama, said that…
EDDIE-RAY. Put your hand down. (RICKY re luc tantly

pulls his hand down.) So goin’ off ba sic hi er ar chy…
since you are the youn gest…you are last in line to be
king…in a coun try that don’t even have kings in the first 
place. You un der stand so far? (RICKY raises his hand.)
Yeah?

RICKY-TREY. Well, maybe I just can’t be king around
here. Maybe…I’ll just go be king some where else.
Some where I can be first.

EDDIE-RAY. Well, maybe some day you will. If the cops
stop lookin’ for you. But even then you still got a prob -
lem. A king got to have a king dom. Prop erty. Real
estate. Somethin’ with his name on it. You got any prop -
erty? You own any thing?

RICKY-TREY. This house.
EDDIE-RAY. Cold.
RICKY-TREY. The shop down stairs.
EDDIE-RAY. Still cold. Not even warm.
RICKY-TREY. We got that used car lot now.
EDDIE-RAY. I said, do “you” have any prop erty. All that

stuff you talkin’ ’bout. All that, be longs to me. I’m the
only king around here if there is one. And me, ain’t you. 
And if I die. Which ain’t gonna hap pen no time too
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soon. My son. My leg acy. Goin’ off what’s right…
would be the next king.

RICKY-TREY. You ain’t got no leg acy…no son.
EDDIE-RAY. And af ter that it go to Clar ence. Or his kids.
RICKY-TREY. He ain’t got none ei ther.
EDDIE-RAY. Af ter that I don’t know what will hap pen.
RICKY-TREY. It goes to me. Ev ery thing goes to me. Then 

I’ll be the king.
EDDIE-RAY. That ain’t never gonna hap pen.
RICKY-TREY. I’m the only one left.
EDDIE. Clar ence gonna prob a bly leave ev ery thing to that

church of his.
RICKY-TREY. I ain’t gonna lis ten no more.
EDDIE-RAY. I did n’t say school was out.
RICKY-TREY. You can’t have school in July.
EDDIE-RAY. It’s called sum mer school.
RICKY-TREY. That’s for stu pid peo ple. I’m not stu pid. A

per son who’s al most a ge nius does n’t have to go to sum -
mer school.

EDDIE-RAY. Be mad if you want to. That don’t change
the truth. And I can’t be lieve you gonna heat up some
damn SpaghettiOs as hot as it is.

RICKY-TREY. Makes me feel cool on the out side. Mama
taught me that. Calls here ev ery day now. That’s why
you can’t get no ser vice for the phone. I won’t be able
to talk to her.

EDDIE-RAY. Who calls?
RICKY-TREY. Mama.
EDDIE-RAY. You talkin’ crazy, R.T.
RICKY-TREY. We don’t say nothin’ at first. I lis ten to her 

breathe. Then she lis tens to me breathe. Then I tell her
I’m okay and then she hangs up.
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EDDIE-RAY. Wrong num ber, Ricky.
RICKY-TREY. Wrong num ber don’t call the same time

ev ery day. That would be re dun dant.
EDDIE-RAY. This ain’t no dif fer ent then the time you

thought you saw her on TV in the crowd dur ing the
World Se ries.

RICKY-TREY (singing). Land of the free and the home of
the brave…play ball.

EDDIE-RAY. That was n’t her.
RICKY-TREY. I know what I know.
EDDIE-RAY. What time you gettin’ these phone calls?
RICKY-TREY. Five…four Central. The first time she

called I was about to have the worst sei zure in the his -
tory of the known world. Like no body ever had be fore.
Like it would kill me this time. Then all of a sud den the
phone rang. I picked it up. It was Mama. We did n’t say
a word. She lis tened to me breathe and I lis tened to her
breathe. And that stu pid sei zure left me alone. Now she
calls here ev ery day. That’s prob a bly why I ain’t had a
sei zure in a long time.

EDDIE-RAY. It’s some body callin’ for down stairs. Ain’t
but a one-digit dif fer ence in the two num bers. Five is
din nertime. Some body callin’ up for take-out bar be cue
and you pickin’ up the phone, that’s all.

RICKY-TREY. Then why don’t they or der bar be cue?
EDDIE-RAY. What did I say?
RICKY-TREY. You said it was a wrong num ber. I heard

you.
EDDIE-RAY. I was in a good mood when I come in.

Don’t you say an other word to me till I have me three
more drinks. Take that much to deal with your re tarded
be hind.
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RICKY-TREY. I ain’t…
EDDIE-RAY. Don’t start. You know I did n’t mean it like

that. (EDDIE exits to his bed room on stage R as RICKY
tries to open the can with a man ual can opener. He’s
not having much luck.)

RICKY-TREY (un der his breath). Then why you keep
sayin’ it like that.

(Sixties Mo town mu sic comes from EDDIE’s room. As
the mu sic wafts out of EDDIE’s room, CLAR ENCE en -
ters from the first floor. The au di ence can not see him.
But we hear the noise from the shack rise and fall as he
opens and closes the shop door.)

CLAR ENCE (shout ing). Hey, Eddie? You find him yet?
(To him self.) Where he go? (To EDDIE.) Is any body up
there? Eddie, what the deal is? Hey, Eddie.

(EDDIE en ters from the bed room. His mu sic plays
gently in the back ground.)

EDDIE-RAY. Man, what are you yellin’ about? You
messin’ up my buzz.

(RICKY con tinues trying to open the can.)

CLAR ENCE. How come you did n’t an swer me?
EDDIE-RAY. I ain’t your boy.
CLAR ENCE. I just wanted to know if you found R.T.
EDDIE-RAY. He’s right here. Been here the whole time.
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(EDDIE exits to the bed room as CLAR ENCE finally
comes to the head of the stairs.)

CLAR ENCE. How come you did n’t an swer me, R.T.?
RICKY-TREY. I ain’t your boy ei ther. And you kept

callin’ Eddie’s name. I did n’t know you was talkin’ to
me. (To him self.) Stu pid can.

(The mu sic goes off in EDDIE’s room and he en ters.
CLAR ENCE cools him self by the air vent.)

EDDIE-RAY. So you see he’s here, Clar ence. So…?
CLAR ENCE. So?
EDDIE-RAY. So get back to work. It’s din ner rush.
CLAR ENCE. I ain’t in no hurry to get back in that heat.

When you gonna get that con di tion ing fixed down in the 
shop?

EDDIE-RAY. Waste of money. Got open flames and
smoke. It ain’t gone cool off but so much.

CLAR ENCE. It’s like bein’ in hell.
EDDIE-RAY. It’s a bar be cue shack. They hot. Fact of life.

Now get back down there ’fore that reg is ter get messed
up. (CLAR ENCE is staring at EDDIE. EDDIE stares
back for a few sec onds.) Clar ence?

CLAR ENCE. Yeah.
EDDIE-RAY. You doin’ that thing where you just stare.

Talk if you gone talk.
CLAR ENCE. I have to tell you some thing very im por tant.
EDDIE-RAY. I done told you I ain’t puttin’ no money in

that con di tion ing.
CLAR ENCE. It ain’t about that.
EDDIE-RAY. Then what is it?

Act I KING DOM 25

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



CLAR ENCE. It’s big.
RICKY-TREY. I like rid dles. Is it big ger than a bread box.
EDDIE-RAY. Ricky-Trey, stop messin’ with that can and

go change your clothes like I told you.
RICKY-TREY (mock ing). Stop messin’ with that can…

Like I told you.
EDDIE-RAY. You writin’ a check your butt can’t cash, lit -

tle brother.
RICKY-TREY. I like when you call me lit tle brother.

That’s what Hoss calls Lit tle Joe on Bo nanza. (À la
West ern.) I’m goin’ in my room now, Paw. (RICKY
makes mouth noises like he’s rid ing a horse out of the
room.)

EDDIE-RAY. And close the door and turn on the ra dio
loud. Clar ence and me might talk busi ness.

RICKY-TREY (O.S.). You betcha, Paw. (Mu sic blasts out
of RICKY’s room.)

EDDIE-RAY. So?
CLAR ENCE. So, you know who I spoke to last night?
EDDIE-RAY. I ain’t gonna guess. (To RICKY O.S.) I said

close the door. (RICKY closes the door and the mu sic
cue ends.) So who you talk to?

CLAR ENCE. The Lord him self.
EDDIE-RAY. I see. Well, glad you had a good prayer.

You want to get back to work now?
CLAR ENCE. I ain’t talkin’ about prayin’. I’m talkin’ about 

he spoke to me. Di rectly. I’m talkin’ about a life-alterin’ 
sit u a tion.

EDDIE-RAY. Oh…a life-alterin’ sit u a tion.
CLAR ENCE. Like never be fore.
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EDDIE-RAY. Then this must be dif fer ent then when you
started messin’ with them Hari Krishna. Had you
wearin’ sheets and shavin’ your head like Sty mie.

CLAR ENCE. That was a dif fer ent sit u a tion.
EDDIE-RAY. Then I should n’t com pare it to them Orig i nal 

Jews. Them no-good ex-con victs was gonna save the
world from the white devil. I could show you the
six-inch switch blade scar I got, gettin’ you out of that
life-alterin’ sit u a tion. Now, I ain’t said nothin’ about this 
new min is ter thing, but… (CLAR ENCE starts to exit.)
Clar ence. I’m sorry. Come on back. Come on now.

CLAR ENCE. I ain’t comin’ back up here ever again un less 
you give me a blood oath that you won’t rub my face in
what’s been long past and for got ten. And you got to re -
spect my min is try. Those times from the past ain’t got
nothin’ to do with who I am now.

EDDIE-RAY. I said, I was sorry. We don’t need no blood
oath on it.

CLAR ENCE. Then I got things to do. It’s the din ner rush.
EDDIE-RAY. All right. Be cool. I’ll do it.

(CLAR ENCE and EDDIE face each other and glare into 
each other’s eyes.)

      CLAR ENCE.     EDDIE-RAY.
Brothers are broth ers Brothers are broth ers
’cause blood is blood. ’cause blood is blood.

(They em brace and give each other four syn chro nized
pats on the back. They step back and stare into each
other’s eyes.)
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EDDIE-RAY. We cool?
CLAR ENCE. Yeah.
EDDIE-RAY. So what did the Lord have to say for him self 

last night?
CLAR ENCE. Okay…it was in this dream now. And ev ery -

body knows that some of the great heroes in the Bible
got talked to in a dream. So what I’m sayin’ is, this a
real, real thing happenin’…only it’s a dream.

EDDIE-RAY. I got you.
CLAR ENCE. I’m stand ing in the mid dle of Eu clid Av e nue 

and a hun dred and sixth street. Ain’t no traf fic. Ain’t no -
body around. Then I hear this big boomin’ voice. It
says…George Clar ence York.

EDDIE-RAY. Called you by name?
CLAR ENCE. Got to mean somethin’ when the Lord calls

you by name.
EDDIE-RAY. So what did he say?
CLAR ENCE. I hear my name…I turn around slow and

sure and there he is.
EDDIE-RAY. What did you say to him?
CLAR ENCE. Nothin’. I fig ure you talkin’ to God. Let him

do the talkin’.
EDDIE. Good move.
CLAR ENCE. He must’ve been fifty feet tall. He say…

“Your time for re demp tion is at hand, Clar ence York.
Heed the word of the Lord. The time is at hand.”

EDDIE-RAY. You tryin’ to tell me you ac tu ally saw God?
CLAR ENCE. Je sus was stand ing right there in front of me

plain as day. Now I know it was a dream but I’m tellin’
you this was real as real can be. I wanted to reach out to 
touch him but I was too scared to try.

EDDIE-RAY. So what did he look like?
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CLAR ENCE. You took a blood oath.
EDDIE-RAY. A sa cred oath.
CLAR ENCE. Pop eye.
EDDIE-RAY. What?
CLAR ENCE. You heard me.
EDDIE-RAY. Je sus looked like a fifty-foot Pop eye. Pop -

eye the sailor man?
CLAR ENCE. He came to me in the form I could un der -

stand. That’s what he al ways does. If you saw God the
way he is…you’d go out your mind.

EDDIE-RAY. Makes sense if you think about it. Pop eye
and Je sus was both per se cuted. They both strong to the
fin ish.

CLAR ENCE. And he talked to me.
EDDIE-RAY. We got to have our selves a toast.
CLAR ENCE. For what?
EDDIE-RAY. You saw the Lord thy God. And did you

for get that the mor tal en emy of our fam ily was stuffed
in the ground to day? Some body better have a drink
around here.

CLAR ENCE. I ain’t gonna drink to God. That’s blas phe -
mous.

EDDIE-RAY. We got to drink to somethin’. Too many
good things is hap pen ing. That got to be a sin.

CLAR ENCE. Let’s drink to Daddy.
EDDIE-RAY. I’ll make you one of my mid night spe cials.
CLAR ENCE. I’ll pass.
EDDIE-RAY. You got to cel e brate with somethin’. How

’bout some wa ter?
CLAR ENCE. Yeah…nice and cold. It’s burnin’ up be hind

that coun ter. Them warmin’ lights is so hot make you
feel like you in hell.
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(EDDIE gets a glass of wa ter for CLAR ENCE.)

EDDIE-RAY. Clar ence York…drinkin’ wa ter. I never used 
to see you with out somethin’ strong in your hand,
twenty-four hours a day…six days a week.

CLAR ENCE. That was yes ter day…and yes ter day will
never come again, my brother. ’Sides, you know I can’t
have none of the mem bers of my church comin’ in
down stairs and smellin’ li quor on my breath. I’m their
leader…their shep herd. My con gre ga tion looks to me for 
guid ance.

(EDDIE gives CLAR ENCE the wa ter.)

EDDIE-RAY. You got five peo ple, Clar ence. Best you can
call that is a bunch.

CLAR ENCE. And Je sus ain’t had but twelve dis ci ples.
(They hold up their glasses.)

EDDIE-RAY. Here’s to you, Daddy. I know you’re lookin’ 
down on us. We ask you to bless us, now that we can fi -
nally move on, now that our mor tal en emy Henry Caster 
is dead. We gonna try…do the best we can…to live up
to your leg acy. The war is over. To Daddy.

CLAR ENCE. To Daddy. (They drink.)
EDDIE-RAY. You want to hear about Caster’s fu neral?
CLAR ENCE. We just said it was over. Ain’t no need in

talkin’ about it. It’s done.
EDDIE-RAY. What’s a war with out war sto ries? Be sides I

lis tened to you.
CLAR ENCE. Go on. You gonna tell me whether I want

you to or not.
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EDDIE. This at the din ner af ter the ser vice. First thing I
see when I come in is the preacher from Caster’s church, 
pa rad ing around. Talkin’ about what a good man Henry
Caster was. The whole time I wanted to yell… “That
no-good  lyin’ cheatin’ dog de served to die.” I wish I
woulda been there to see him drop over from that heart
at tack. I’d pay good money to see that. Clar ence, I was
standin’ in that room by the buf fet ta ble and thinkin’
about Daddy and all the things that Caster…a man who
was sup posed to be Daddy’s best friend…did to this
fam ily…

CLAR ENCE. Je sus woulda said for give Caster.
EDDIE-RAY. How you fix your mouth for that? Adul tery

is one of the Ten Com mand ments.
CLAR ENCE. If I kept my mouth shut, Daddy’d be here

with us right now.
EDDIE-RAY. Daddy would n’t have wanted to live like

some fool his whole life. So-called friends laughin’ at
him be hind his back. You heard them women at the
church talkin’ about it. Ev ery body knew but Daddy. He
was gonna find out sooner or later.

CLAR ENCE. And I never could keep a se cret.
EDDIE-RAY. Never could. See that make it dou ble not

your fault. You are what you are. A man can’t change
that.

CLAR ENCE. How did she look?
EDDIE-RAY. Who?
CLAR ENCE. Lena. That young girl he was livin’ with. I

think they was mar ried. That’s what Caster said.
EDDIE-RAY. You beggin’ to feel bad. Ain’t you?
CLAR ENCE. I was just wonderin’.
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EDDIE-RAY. Well, stop wonderin’. She a gold digger.
Why a pretty young girl like that wanna lay up un der
that nasty old man? Money. Well, she made a mis take.
The IRS got his money. I got his house and his car lot.

CLAR ENCE. We put her out on the street.
EDDIE-RAY. Know what, Clar ence? You ain’t fun no

more. The war is over. Caster is dead. Long live the
king.

CLAR ENCE. What?
EDDIE-RAY. Me. I’m the king around here. I was talkin’

with R.T. ’bout some cra zi ness. Well, some of it ain’t so 
crazy. A man is king of his own cas tle. I got all the
money and prop erty.

CLAR ENCE. What you king of?
EDDIE-RAY. My em pire. I got an em pire built up here.

And the peo ple who work for me are my sub jects.
CLAR ENCE. I’m your sub ject?
EDDIE-RAY. Not you. If I’m the king that makes you

some kind of prince or some thing like that. I’ll have to
look it up. All you owe me is your un dy ing al le giance.
I’m King Eddie-Ray York the first and you are my Earl
or Duke of Earl, or somethin’ like that.

(CLAR ENCE starts to leave but stops at the top of the
stairs.)

CLAR ENCE (points sky ward). There’s only one king to
me. He’s the orig i nal king. He’s pure, Eddie. Un touched.

EDDIE-RAY. I ain’t done buildin’ up my em pire ei ther. I
got my eye on a laundromat over on Quimby.

CLAR ENCE. I’m goin’ back to work. It’s din ner rush.
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(CLAR ENCE exits as RICKY opens the door and mu sic
blasts into the room.)

RICKY-TREY (O.S.). Can I come out now?
EDDIE-RAY. Yeah. Come on.

(The mu sic ends and RICKY en ters. He has changed his
clothes. He is wearing pants with his pa jama top and is
wearing a tie. RICKY crosses to the kitchen and starts
the tor ture of trying to open the SpaghettiOs can again.)

EDDIE-RAY. Give me that. (EDDIE takes the can from
RICKY and puts it away and makes RICKY a sand wich.)

RICKY-TREY. I was thinkin’ in the bed room. Not just any 
old thinkin’. I’m talkin’ se ri ous “change the world as we 
know it” thinkin’.

EDDIE-RAY. And?
RICKY-TREY. You had a two-sixty-five av er age.
EDDIE-RAY. And was n’t nothin’ but four teen.
RICKY-TREY. You had a gift. Maybe you should think

about goin’ back to it. You don’t have to stay and take
care of me any more. You should go out on the tour.

EDDIE-RAY. You could n’t even open up this can.
RICKY-TREY. Clar ence could come by and open cans for

me.
EDDIE-RAY. I could go back to it. All I need is a cou ple

of months of prac tice.
RICKY-TREY. I wish I could’ve seen you bowl back then.
EDDIE-RAY. Mr. Collridge down at the Rollabowl said

he’d never seen any body with my style. My grace. And
that’s the ex act word he used.

RICKY-TREY. Grace.
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EDDIE-RAY. He was gonna back me pro fes sional…soon
as I was eigh teen. Said I was like one of them grace ful
Span ish bull fight ers…and them pins was the bull. I had
me a plan. A dream. First, I was gonna start with a spe -
cial nick name to work in the Span ish mo tif. El Cid.
That’s Span ish for “The Cham pion.”

RICKY-TREY. El Cid.
EDDIE-RAY. And for style, I’d have a golden bowl ing

ball with my name carved in it in black let ters.
RICKY-TREY. How much them pro fes sional bowl ers

make? When they go on the pro fes sional bowl ers tour.
EDDIE-RAY. If they’re a win ner like me?
RICKY-TREY. A win ner like you.
EDDIE-RAY. Ten, fif teen thou sand at each tour na ment.

Ask me about the women.
RICKY-TREY. What about the women?
EDDIE-RAY. More group ies than rock and roll. Best ho -

tels. Limos. Re spect. Up to my neck in fame…money…
and trim. But all that stuff. All that does n’t mat ter. Be -
cause when it co mes down to it, it’s all about one mo -
ment of truth.

RICKY-TREY. Show me, Eddie.
EDDIE (dem on strates his deadly bowl ing style) I can still

re mem ber doin’ my sig na ture too-cool stroll down to the 
ball re turn dur ing league fi nals. (He dem on strates his
walk.) This sit u a tion…ain’t for the faint of heart, R.T.
Be cause you see…just a few feet away…are ten pins.
But make no mis take…them pins are a big black bull
that got ra zor-sharp horns.

RICKY-TREY. Stu pid pins. They don’t know who you are. 
Do they, Eddie?
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EDDIE-RAY. Yes, they do, R.T. I am El Cid. That’s why
they want to de stroy me. That’s why they want to sink
their horns in me and tear my guts out. Force me to
throw a gut ter ball. Not pick up a spare ’cause of their
un re lent ing in tim i da tion. They’ll try any thing to rip out
my young man’s heart and send it flippin’ and flyin’
across the lanes of this arena known as “Rollabowl.”
Did you know them pins talk to you, R.T.? I can still
hear ’em. Clear as a bell.

RICKY-TREY. What they say, Eddie? What they say?
EDDIE-RAY. Them pins sayin’…“Come on. You ain’t

nothin’. Never been nothin. Never gonna be nothin’. But 
come on. Try your luck.”

RICKY-TREY. Tryin’ to kill your joy. Kill your hope.
EDDIE-RAY. Ev ery thing I ever wanted to be.
RICKY-TREY. Don’t let them do it, Eddie. Shut ’em up.

Go on and shut them pins up. (EDDIE goes into a
trance-like state as he is about to roll an imag i nary
bowl ing ball down an in vis i ble lane.) And a hush falls
over the crowd.

EDDIE (takes three steps for ward and rolls the ball down
the lane). El Tor-rooooooo.

      EDDIE-RAY.         RICKY-TREY.
Strike. Strike.

RICKY-TREY. I like when you tell that story, Eddie. Tell
it again. (The phone rings.) It’s five o’clock. It’s her.
(RICKY heads for the phone but EDDIE stops him.)

EDDIE-RAY. You made me fix that sand wich. Now eat it.
RICKY-TREY. But it’s her. It’s Mama.
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EDDIE-RAY. Eat. I’ll get it. (The phone rings again.
RICKY makes an other move to ward the phone but
EDDIE picks up the re ceiver.) Eat.

RICKY-TREY. kniht ot reh tnaw t’nod I .gniht emos yaS
we moved or some thing.

EDDIE-RAY. Hello? (No an swer.) Hello? (No an swer.)
Who ever this is, you callin’ the wrong num ber. The bar -
be cue place is down stairs. This is 7821. You want 7822. 
Now don’t call here again or I’ll put the po lice on your
butt.

(EDDIE hangs up the phone with a bang and exits to his 
bed room. RICKY stares at the phone, then exits to his
bed room.)
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