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Two-Bit Taj Mahal
“A ripping yarn, based on an unsolved FBI case, that shim-

mers with the enigmatic grandeur of a fairy tale … jaw-drop-
ping twists … compelling dialogue.” —The Washington Post

Drama. By Paul D’Andrea. Cast: 3m., 2w., extras can be used for crowd scenes. 
In New Liberty, Missouri, a contemporary American Midwestern farming 
town—total population a little less than five hundred—the townspeople 
have been having a series of agitated meetings on what to do about Clay 
Bayliss, the region’s dangerous loner-bully. The charges are that Clay’s been 
stealing livestock, burning barns, picking fights, making menacing phone 
calls, molesting women, and, recently, has taken at least one full-on shot 
at a citizen, all the while repeatedly and skillfully evading the law. There 
are crimes, but never any witnesses. As the townspeople inexorably move 
toward a decision, Sally Faye Redmond, a charismatic young drifter, shows 
up from nowhere and captures Clay in an intense love affair. Unwilling to 
be just another woman in his life, Sally demands Clay give her a gift no 
man has ever given any woman before. Just as Clay transforms under her 
influence and is about to give Sally a truly magnificent gift—a northwest 
Missouri Taj Mahal—the townspeople, under extreme duress, make their 
decision. This is a story of lives that are fierce, urgent, sexy, turbulent, and 
yet touched by humor and grace. Unit set. Approximate running time: 1 
hour, 50 minutes. Code: TJ1.	
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*** 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 website: 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.
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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”
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Two-Bit Taj Mahal was pro duced by The ater of the First 
Amend ment, Fairfax, Vir ginia, June 2008, Rick Da vis, ar -
tis tic di rec tor, Kevin Murray, man ag ing di rec tor, Kristin
Johnsen-Neshati, ar tis tic as so ci ate, with the fol low ing:

CAST

Clay Bayliss . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Whalen J. Laurence
Francine Woodard . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Maura McGinn
Orus Woodard . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Mi chael Wil lis
Hayden Emory . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Bob Rogerson
Sally Faye Redmond . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Meredith Autry

PRO DUC TION STAFF

Di rec tor. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Heather Mc Don ald
Sce nic De signer . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . James Kronzer
Lighting De signer. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Mar tha Moun tain
Prop erties . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Michelle Elwyn
Tech ni cal Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ethan Osborne
Stage Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Da vid Elias
Pro duc tion Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kara lee Dawn
Cos tume De signer . . . . . . . . . . . . . Howard Vin cent Kurtz
Sound De signer . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kevin Dunayer
Stage Com bat and Move ment Di rec tor . . . . . . . Ken Elston
Dramaturg . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kristin Johnsen-Neshati
As sis tant Stage Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ashley Duncan
As sis tant to the Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Pat rick Magill
Pub li cist . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jim Maiwurm
Mar keting . Pat rick ’Shawn Carberry, Paul Philip D’Andrea
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TWO-BIT TAJ MAHAL

CHAR AC TERS:*

CLAY BAYLISS . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 30s, maybe older

SALLY FAYE REDMOND . . . . . . . about 24, very fe male

FRANCINE GATES WOODARD. . . . 50s, but could be in
early 60s

ORUS WOODARD. . . . . 50s plus, but older than Francine

HAYDEN EMORY . . . . . a year or so older than Francine

* See end of play for ex panded char ac ter de scrip tions.

SET: Stage right, a sew ing ta ble and a lamp sug gest a farm -
house in te rior. DR is a hobby area with Orus’ col lect ibles.
Clay’s yard, with a rust ing har row, is DL. Wheat fields and big
sky up stage. Cen ter stage is var i ously a meet ing hall, a tav ern
and a street in town. Hayden has a home space UL, where he
reads the law and waits.

TIME AND PLACE: The re cent past, in Mis souri.

NOTES:
- “Mis souri” is pro nounced “Missourah.”
- Pro ducers may cre ate their own dis tinc tive mu si cal mo tifs
  for Sally and Clay.
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EX PANDED CHAR AC TER DE SCRIP TIONS

CLAY BAYLISS - A rogue farmer with a self-de struc tive ter ror -
ist en ergy. A strong, men ac ing pres ence. His char ac ter is vol a -
tile. Left on his own, he’s a bully and a po ten tial killer, but
heated to a cer tain tem per a ture, he sub limes over into a new
state.

SALLY FAYE REDMOND - Her beauty, guts and del i cacy con -
sti tute strength. She has a per sonal al chemy that turns them into
it. Her voice melts your knee caps. She loves dan ger and ad ven -
ture. Hu mor ous, self-con fi dent, too self-con fi dent. Her mus cles
are ca pa ble of pro pel ling ti gers.

FRANCINE GATES WOODARD - She still has her strong
phys i cal at trac tive ness. She is sus cep ti ble to ig ni tion and ca pa -
ble of tak ing a pretty des per ate chance, if she had to. In a town
with its full com ple ment of warp, she is a lead ing dan ger.

ORUS WOODARD - When ever he be comes con scious, the con -
scious ness com ing up through his con stant farm la bor, he is in
quest of some thing won der ful, per haps com rade ship. He has a
strong imag i na tion that has never been used, its en ergy sludged
into a fee ble ro man ti cism that finds ex pres sion in col lect ing an -
tiques. When his imag i na tion is fi nally charged, he is fright ened
at what it shows him. Grain, ma chin ery and other in an i mate
things are best for him. Proud of his thrift and de cency; un aware 
of his ca pac ity for crime.

HAYDEN EMORY - A farmer, whose whole life is cen tered on
get ting land, ma chin ery and re turn on in vest ment, an im pulse so 
strong it over whelms his na tive cow ard ice. Very good at what
he does. Will ing to take a deep breath and a big risk when he
sees the time is fi nally right.
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ACT ONE

SCENE 1

It’s late March in the town of New Lib erty, Mis souri—
pop u la tion four hun dred and sixty. But there’s noth ing
back ward about the town. Just about ev ery one in it trav -
els, watches tele vi sion, in clud ing the na tional nightly
news, and dis cusses the is sues of the day.

THUN DER and LIGHT NING. LIGHTS UP on
FRANCINE GATES WOODARD sew ing at her elec tric
por ta ble sew ing ma chine, set up on a ta ble, next to a
floor lamp. A LIGHT NING bolt takes out her elec tric ity.
Her sew ing lamp goes OFF. FRANCINE checks the
lamp and ex its.

Rain, thun der and LIGHT NING. NOISE of a hog in dis -
tress. We’re in farm land. This par tic u lar piece runs be -
tween the prop erty of CLAY BAYLISS and that of his
wealthy neigh bor, HAYDEN EMORY.

CLAY en ters, il lu mi nated by flashes of LIGHT NING.
CLAY’s pull ing a pow er fully built prize hog by a heavy
rope, to ward a large bowl. The an i mal strug gles to get
free. CLAY wres tles and strad dles the hog. The hog con -
tin ues to squeal, and its vi o lent ex er tions nearly toss
CLAY off. The squeals are ex treme. CLAY pulls a hunt -
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ing knife from a sheath on the back of his belt and cuts
the an i mal’s throat. The slash stops the squeal ing. It is
now ee rily si lent. The dy ing an i mal gives a buck or two
but CLAY is not thrown. CLAY gives a de fi ant hump or
two back. CLAY hefts the front part of the car cass and
holds the throat over the bowl. MU SIC, CLAY’s mo tif.
CLAY wipes his knife on a rag from his pocket and
sheathes the weapon. CLAY picks up the bowl and
moves downstage. A SPE CIAL LIGHT co mes up to re -
veal the bowl. It is about a foot across, fin ished in a
bright crim son glaze, and it’s full of blood. CLAY in -
spects the blood and dips his hand into the bowl. His
hand co mes out drip ping, and he wipes it with the rag.
CLAY tosses the bloody rag down at the base of the
bowl and ex its, drag ging the hog.

LIGHTS crossfade to FRANCINE get ting a town meet -
ing started at the Amer i can Le gion Hall in New Lib erty.
Her hus band, ORUS, gives her a re as sur ing touch as
she fidg ets, get ting ready to lead the meet ing. She holds
on to her clip board tightly.

FRANCINE (to the TOWNS PEO PLE). The will of the peo -
ple is the law of the land. That’s what the Founding Fa -
thers said.

(HAYDEN EMORY en ters.)

HAYDEN. That’s not what they said. Sorry I’m late,
Francine. But I read the law, and the Founders—least -
ways the Founders who lived in Mis souri—said, and I
quote, the pay back is—
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FRANCINE (in ter rupt ing him). You are out of or der!
That’s what you’re out of, Hayden Emory! I have the
floor. Now. (Looks out at the town-meet ing au di ence.)
Gra ham, good to see you. Amanda. Har riet. Good to see 
you all. (Clears her throat.) Clay Bayliss is a ter ror ist.
Since he came here, ten years ago, he has be come with -
out any ques tion, the great est men ace our com mu nity
has ever faced. (ORUS points to some late ar riv als in
the au di ence.) Could you make some room there for
Purdy Burdette and Rudy? Sibyl, could you scoot over?

HAYDEN. I heard that Hoagie down in Shanley found a
goat car cass stuffed with dol lar bills.

FRANCINE. Never mind the dol lar bills. You do not have
the floor.

HAYDEN. Well. You say floor. I say a bloody car cass
stuffed full with an tique dol lar bills and ex cre ment.
Hoagie said.

FRANCINE. Hayden, would you sit down?
HAYDEN. No, I will not.
FRANCINE. I am the chair.
ORUS. It was bul lion.
HAYDEN. Not dol lar bills?
ORUS. Gold bul lion. Clay gets it in Mary ville at the Cer -

tified Mint they got there. He steals prop erty—our prop -
erty—sells it at the Cer tified and turns it into gold.

HAYDEN. Gold is easy to hide and it does not rust.
ORUS. Does n’t take up any room.
FRANCINE. Oral sod omy—
HAYDEN. Oral what?
FRANCINE. Among many crimes against women—he

takes them into his tar pa per shack—
ORUS. —it’s got plas tic on the win dows—
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FRANCINE. —and uses them car nally and com mits with
them and then throws them out—rav aged!

HAYDEN. Well, how about Bendler!
FRANCINE. Well, yes, Bendler! Never mind the goat car -

cass! Clay Bayliss shot Neil Bendler!
HAYDEN. Gut shot him.
ORUS. Did n’t die, though.
FRANCINE. I thought gut shot peo ple al ways die.
ORUS. They do. “Gut shot” is a ru mor. Bendler was hit by 

pel lets from a shot gun and not head on, ei ther.
HAYDEN. I heard he was gut shot.
ORUS. You’re gut shot, you die. Let’s get the facts

straight. Clay’s done plenty of real bad things with out
we in vent them.

HAYDEN. I heard he grinds bones on his grind ing wheel.
ORUS. Well, what’s grind ing bones? There’s no law about

grind ing bones!
FRANCINE. He rips women from their cars and uses his

wiles—
ORUS. Francine, Francine, Francine. Word is, he’s a rap -

ist. Rape is n’t wiles. Rape is vi o lent and can not be tol er -
ated.

FRANCINE. Corey Hopkins says Clay’s a houseburner.
Sarissa says so, too.

ORUS. I’ve heard that.
HAYDEN. Well, we got to pull the son of a bitch—
FRANCINE. We won’t have pro fan ity here. Not while I

am the chair per son.
HAYDEN. —pull the SOB, then, out of his truck and—
ORUS. And what?
HAYDEN. Teach him a les son.
ORUS. What kind of les son?

12 TWO-BIT TAJ MAHAL Act I
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HAYDEN. I read the law.
ORUS. You’re no law yer, Hayden.
HAYDEN. I tell you I read. And we’ve got to do some -

thing. And I’ll tell you why. The law can not ac tu ally
touch him. With Bayliss, it’s ei ther no wit nesses or wit -
nesses scared shitless, what with win dows shot through
or fist fights or phone calls at night or a bran dished
knife! With Bayliss, it’s bail, and ap peals, and change of 
venue and, no, there’s never what the law calls prob a ble
cause! You’ve got to take the lead er ship po si tion, Orus.
You’re the mil i tary hero.

ORUS. I’m no hero. Where are Emmett Korb, the Misses
Mary and Mar tha Frank, and Ike Haley?

FRANCINE (looks around). We don’t have a quo rum. We
do have a prob lem.

ORUS. We need the law.
FRANCINE. We don’t need the law. We need jus tice. (She 

and ORUS exit to gether.)

(HAYDEN co mes downstage, sees the bowl and the rag,
picks them up, in spects the bowl, and re acts to the
blood. Dis gusted, he tosses the rag onto the har row on
CLAY’s prop erty and pours the blood onto it. He walks
off. LIGHTS DOWN.)

SCENE 2

The eve ning of the next day. The weather is sul try. The
liv ing room of FRANCINE and ORUS. FRANCINE is
work ing at her sew ing ta ble. The floor lamp stands next
to her. Right now she is n’t us ing the ma chine but is put-
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ting fin ish ing touches on ORUS’ jacket by hand. ORUS
en ters.

FRANCINE. Orus, where’ve you been?
ORUS. I played a lit tle crib bage at the Amer i can Le gion

Hall.
FRANCINE. You lose any money?
ORUS. I did n’t do too badly.
FRANCINE. You lost money.
ORUS (takes some change from his pocket). We played for 

nick els.
FRANCINE. Aha. Losing nick els. If that is the full ex tent

of your wick ed ness, Orus, I sup pose I can put up with it.
ORUS (look ing at his change). I’d like to be more wicked

than that, if I could man age it. I lost my nick els to Otis.
Otis. That is not life in the fast lane. (Putting the change 
back in his pocket.) A man my age should have achieved 
some thing con sid er ably more wicked than that by now.

FRANCINE. Maybe you should in crease your risk.
ORUS. Oh! What do you have in mind, young lady?
FRANCINE (laughs). Go all the way. Quit crib bage for

nick els. Play dart base ball for dimes.
ORUS. Dart base ball! The mind reels. (Beat.) Dimes!
FRANCINE. With Calhoun.
ORUS. Calhoun! Oh, my. But Francine, Calhoun is not the 

one I want to play with. (He ex tends his hand, in vit ing
FRANCINE to dance.)

FRANCINE. Oh. (Ac cepting his in vi ta tion.) Maybe you
can lose two dol lars. (ORUS twirls FRANCINE. They
dance a little—old-mar ried-cou ple-style.)

ORUS. I don’t think I’ll go that far. There is a dif fer ence
be tween be ing rea son ably wicked and tak ing up a full
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scale life of crime. It’s good to see you so re laxed,
Francine.

FRANCINE. I’m afraid I don’t know what you’re talk ing
about.

ORUS. Let’s take a trip!
FRANCINE. Took a trip last year.
ORUS. I mean far away. Eu rope.
FRANCINE. Oh. So you can col lect more old junk.
ORUS. No. I got plenty of junk. What do you think?
FRANCINE. Clay Bayliss is not go ing to drive me away

from my own home.
ORUS. I was glad to see you off that sub ject. (The SOUND 

of the crunch of gravel.)
FRANCINE (lis ten ing). Did you hear some thing?
ORUS. When?
FRANCINE. Just now! Out there. Gravel?
ORUS (lis tens. Then care fully). I would like you to for get

him.
FRANCINE (lis ten ing). Well, that! Look out the win dow!

(ORUS crosses to the win dow and looks out. FRANCINE 
sits at her sew ing ta ble.)

ORUS (re turn ing to FRANCINE). There’s no body out
there. (Beat.) If we take a trip, you and I…we could…
get started…again. As man and wife. (FRANCINE looks
at him steadily.) We’ll have fun. We’ll pre tend we’re
new ly weds. I’ll win your love. I’ll cap ture one of those
cas tles they got over there. We’ll travel in rail road cars
with bro cade seats. I’ll bribe a chef at a ho tel and ar -
range for you to burn a break fast, like a bride. How’d
you like that? Smoke all over the place? A whole bunch
of lit tle French per sons run ning around cough ing?
You’re still so beau ti ful you make my chest ache. Fran -
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cine? (ORUS kneels next to FRANCINE.) How’d you
like for us to be in love again?

FRANCINE. Then run him off! (A BLAST from a fully
choked 20-gauge shot gun hits the floor lamp, knock ing it 
over.)

ORUS. God al mighty! Get down!
FRANCINE. No, I won’t.

(SOUND of dogs bark ing. ORUS takes his le ver-ac tion
ri fle from its rack and cham bers a round. ORUS and
FRANCINE lis ten.)

ORUS (whis per ing). Did you hear that?
FRANCINE (whis per ing). I don’t hear any thing. (Pause.)

That was a shot gun blast, Orus. Right through the win -
dow.

ORUS. Yeah. Now is there go ing to be a sec ond one.
That’s what we don’t know. If there is— (FRANCINE
heads for the win dow.) Francine, I would like you to get 
down.

FRANCINE. Not for any body will I get down! (Faint
SOUND of a pickup truck.) That’s what he wants. To
have us on our knees. In our own house. (She crosses to
the win dow and stands in front of it, de fi antly. Shout -
ing.) Here! Bayliss! Here’s some thing to shoot at.

ORUS (pro tec tively pulls FRANCINE be hind him). Get
back! (Clear SOUND of a pickup truck ap proach ing.)

FRANCINE. There’s a truck com ing.
ORUS (aims his ri fle at the sound). Who’s there? (Si lence.) 

Who’s there?
HAYDEN. It’s me. Hayden.
FRANCINE (re lief). Oh, God!
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(HAYDEN EMORY en ters. He’s car ry ing a ratty old va -
lise, but what ever its pur pose was, it’s been pre empted
by his shock on see ing the de struc tion.)

HAYDEN. What hap pened here?
FRANCINE. Some one just shot out our lamp, right through 

the win dow.
ORUS. Shot gun blast.
HAYDEN (sets his va lise down). Lord Al mighty! Look at

this mess! (FRANCINE rights the lamp and shows HAY -
DEN the shot-through lampshade.) He must’ve been
pretty close! And choked down! Where were you,
Francine?

FRANCINE. I was sit ting right there.
HAYDEN. Well, that could have taken you right along

with the lamp.
FRANCINE. It could have.
HAYDEN. When?
FRANCINE. Right now this min ute. You could’ve hit him

with your truck.
ORUS. Did you? See any one?
HAYDEN. No.
FRANCINE. No. No one ever sees any one in this town.

It’s a town of in vis i ble be ings. (She ex its.)

(ORUS walks to ward the source of the shot.)

HAYDEN. Orus, you’re a damn fool if you go out there.
ORUS. I was think ing I’d check out those woods over by

the old Bixby place.
HAYDEN. Well, you can call me a cow ard if you want,

but I would n’t go near those woods.
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(FRANCINE re turns with a dust pan and a whiskbroom.
She be gins to sweep up the bro ken glass.)

FRANCINE. It was over be fore we knew what hit us. He’s 
al ready shot one man. And now this. We have got to
stop him!

ORUS. We don’t know who did it.
FRANCINE (with an ef fort at con trol). Would you move

your foot, Hayden? You’re stand ing on a whole pile of
glass. (Grunting with the ef fort.) I’m on my hands and
knees in my own house.

HAYDEN (point ing). There’s some over here.

(FRANCINE gives HAYDEN a with er ing look.)

ORUS. We don’t. For a fact. Know who did it.
FRANCINE. Oh, right. Sure. It must have been Don ald

Duck, then. Well, no one is driv ing me away. (HAYDEN 
is us ing his hand ker chief to re move the base of the bro -
ken bulb from the lamp.) Hayden, you’ll cut your fin ger.

ORUS. Switch it off. It’s three-way, so click it once.

(HAYDEN gives up on the base.)

HAYDEN. You know that real fine hog I was go ing to use
for sir ing? Well, it’s been sto len. And killed, as a mat ter 
of fact. (That gets FRANCINE’s at ten tion.) I know who
did it. A cou ple of us are go ing to meet at Rudy’s place
to mor row af ter sup per. They sent me over here to tell
you in case you wanted to take part. In our dis cus sion.
Of what we’re go ing to do.

FRANCINE. If any thing. (She ex its with the bro ken glass.)
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