


THE SOUL COL LEC TOR

By
DAVID EM ER SON TONEY

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

© 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 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.

©MMIX by
DAVID EM ER SON TONEY

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

(THE SOUL COL LEC TOR)

For in qui ries con cern ing all other rights, con tact:
Da vis Spylios Man age ment, 244 W. 54th St., #707,

New York, NY 10107  Phone: (212) 581-5766

ISBN: 978-1-58342-641-8

© Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois.

www.dramaticpublishing.com


For Faye, Inells, Brenda, An nie, Dale, Jennifer and
Emily…the foun tain from which my cur rent runs…

© Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois.



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”

© Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois.



The Soul Col lec tor pre miered at the Everyman Thea tre,
Bal ti more, Mary land, May 20-June 21, 2009. It was di -
rected by Jennifer L. Nel son* with the fol low ing:

Mr. Coleman. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Doug Brown*
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Wisher . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Craig Wallace*

Set De sign. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Dan iel Ettinger+
Lighting De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jay A. Herzog+
Cos tume De sign. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kathleen Geldard+
Sound De sign. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Chas Marsh
Props De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Liza Davies
Wig De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Anne Nesmith
Fight Cho re og ra phy . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Lewis Shaw*
Stage Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Amanda M. Hall*
Dramaturg . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Na omi Greenberg-Slovin
Di a lect Coach. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Gary Lo gan*

* Mem ber Ac tor’s Eq uity Association
^ Eq uity Mem ber ship Can di date
+ Mem ber United Sce nic Art ists
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THE SOUL COL LEC TOR

CHAR AC TERS

CEDRIC – 40s, Af ri can-Amer i can, a gar bage man who
dreams of own ing the world’s great est chicken-wing res -
tau rant.

DARNELL – 20s, Af ri can-Amer i can, Cedric’s nephew, he
also works as a gar bage man. His dream is to meet
Barry Gordy and be come a Mo town re cord ing su per star.

MRS. COLEMAN – 50s, Af ri can-Amer i can, more of a
mother than a land lady to Darnell and Cedric, warm -
hearted with a great knowl edge of the spir i tual world.

MR. COLEMAN – 50s, Af ri can-Amer i can, a re tired post -
man, he feels he has been slighted by the gov ern ment he 
gave his life to serve.

CLAIRE/WOMAN – 30s, Af ri can-Amer i can. Though
Claire is her base per son al ity, she is possessed by two
spir its (be low). She plays all three char ac ters.

1. SAUL KAUFMAN – 70s, Jewish, a New York agent
whose claim to fame is that he was once close friends
with Frank Sinatra. Saul died in Vegas in 1954.
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2. NOZOMI (MIMI) KOBAYASHI – 10 years old,
Japanese, a polite and kind girl who dotes on her father,
General Kobayashi, who is away at war. Nozomi died in 
the atomic bombing of Nagasaki in 1945.

THADDEUS K. WISHER – Af ri can-Amer i can, a demon
shape-shifter who swal lows the spir its of the dead.

SET: A box set of a living room in a pre-war apart ment
build ing. A swinging door UR leads to an off stage
kitchen. There is a bed room offstage R and an other off -
stage L. UL of center is the front door. The apart ment is 
full of the junk and re fuse of other peo ples’ lives. Stacks 
of news pa pers line the walls. The pic tures on the walls
are a col lec tion of vel vet paint ings and cheap ho tel land -
scapes. There is a small rack of old clothes. The fur ni -
ture in the room looks like it was just pulled from the
junk pile sec onds ago. One of the cen tral ar ti cles is a
large grand fa ther clock.
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ACT I

SCENE ONE

SCENE: It is 1972. Cleve land, Ohio.

AT RISE: We hear off stage voices from out side the front
door.

CEDRIC (O.S.). Lift up on the back end. Keep it level. I’m 
breakin’ my back.

DARNELL (O.S.). This high as I can get it. Open the door, 
Mrs. C.

MRS. COLEMAN (O.S.). I told you to let me go first be -
fore you brought it up the stairs.

CEDRIC (O.S.). Squeeze by on this side, Mrs. C.
MRS. COLEMAN (O.S.). Ain’t no part of me that lit tle.
DARNELL (O.S.). I’m gonna drop it. It’s cuttin’ the blood

off in my fin gers.
CEDRIC (O.S.). Let’s go back to the land ing and let Mrs.

C come first.
MRS. COLEMAN (O.S.). Y’all hush and do what I tell

you. Rest the thing up on the ban nis ter side ways so I
can get by. Not that side ways. The other side ways.

(The door to the apart ment opens and MRS. COLEMAN
en ters. She looks around the room in amaze ment at all
the junk.)
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MRS. COLEMAN (cont’d). Look at this place. I can’t have 
this. I can’t have this not for a sec ond.

(CEDRIC leads the way as he and DARNELL carry in
an old black and white con sole TV and ste reo com bi na -
tion.)

CEDRIC. Front of the couch. (They sit it down.) That
 wasn’t too bad.

DARNELL. That’s ’cause you did n’t have the back end.
Any body want a beer?

CEDRIC. I’m good.
MRS. COLEMAN. I don’t drink nothin’ but Pilsner.
DARNELL. Got a P.O.C.
MRS. COLEMAN. That’ll do.
DARNELL. Plug it in and see if it works, Un cle Cedric.

(DARNELL exits to the kitchen as CEDRIC plugs in the
TV. It im me di ately comes on and fills the room with the
sound of static.)

MRS. COLEMAN. You need some rab bit ears or some -
thin’. (CEDRIC grabs a rabbit-ears an tenna from be -
hind a pile of mag a zines.) Like the doc tor or dered.

CEDRIC. Darnell, bring me a screw driver.
MRS. COLEMAN. You know y’all all right with me,

Cedric. But I can’t let you turn my build ing into a junk -
yard.

CEDRIC. This ain’t junk. These is ar ti cles all in var i ous
stages of an tiq uity.

MRS. COLEMAN. I don’t want no rats or roaches in my
build ing.
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CEDRIC. We ain’t bringin’ nothin’ like that in here. Soon
as we bring things in I clean it up.

(The grand fa ther clock strikes four.)

MRS. COLEMAN. Where you get that TV?
CEDRIC. It was just sittin’ out front.
MRS. COLEMAN. It ain’t no where near four.
CEDRIC. Needs work. Picked that up last month on our

route. Out there in Pep per Pike.
MRS. COLEMAN. But what good a broke clock gone do?
CEDRIC. That clock is worth a for tune.
MRS. COLEMAN. Really?
CEDRIC. Your eyes would fall out your head if I told you

how much.
MRS. COLEMAN. How you know?
CEDRIC. ’Cause of Darnell.
MRS. COLEMAN. What?
CEDRIC. He got the tin gle.
MRS. COLEMAN. The what?
CEDRIC. When ever we get some thing we think is worth

somethin’, Darnell puts his touch on it and see if he get
a tin gle.

(DARNELL enters with two beers and hands one to
MRS. COLEMAN. He gives the screw driver to CEDRIC
as MRS. COLEMAN takes a deep swig.)

MRS. COLEMAN. That’s the spot.
CEDRIC (as he at ta ches the an tenna). Here we go.
MRS. COLEMAN. Cedric says you get a tin gle.
DARNELL. Right be tween my eyes.
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MRS. COLEMAN. Ain’t heard nothin’ like it.
DARNELL. Never fails.
MRS. COLEMAN. And the tin gle means money in the

bank?
CEDRIC. That clock was the first thing he felt it on. Had

that bad boy in our truck at a stoplight. Chi nese fella
pulled up next to us and of fered us… How much,
Darnell?

DARNELL. Six hun dred dol lars.
MRS. COLEMAN. Good God from Zion.
CEDRIC. And that ain’t the only time that hap pened. Af ter 

while we had to put a tarp over things just so we could
make it home. But we fig ured out the big ger the tin gle
the big ger the pay off.

MRS. COLEMAN. Lord have mercy. You two are a cou -
ple of lucky ducks.

CEDRIC (fin ishes with the an tenna). There.
MRS. COLEMAN. Merv Grif fin might be on. (CEDRIC

flips from sta tion to sta tion and stops. We hear noth ing
but static.) Check the tin gle.

DARNELL (puts his hand on the TV). Yep. (CEDRIC flips 
sta tions again for more static.) Let me try.

CEDRIC. I know how to turn a TV knob.

(DARNELL turns the TV one click and we hear Ar thur
Treacher in tro duce Merv Grif fin. “Here’s the dear boy
him self…Merrrrvyn!!!”)

DARNELL. There you go.
MRS. COLEMAN. Told you Grif fin was on.
CEDRIC. What did you do?
DARNELL. I just turned it.

12 THE SOUL COLLECTOR Act I

© Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois.



(CEDRIC flips the TV knob around and it goes back to
static.)

MRS. COLEMAN. I was watch ing that.
CEDRIC. I just want to… (DARNELL turns the chan nel

one click and the sound of a cow boy shoot-’em-up is
heard.) For get this thing. (CEDRIC tries to turn it off
but the sound con tinues.)

MRS. COLEMAN. Can’t turn it off?
CEDRIC (un plugs the TV). Fix it later.
MRS. COLEMAN. What you all gonna do with the

money?
CEDRIC. What money?
MRS. COLEMAN. From when you sell this stuff.
DARNELL. Oh, I’m gonna…
CEDRIC. We ain’t de cided yet. Ain’t that right, Darnell?

You don’t know what you gonna do with your share.

(MR. COLEMAN en ters through the front door. It’s ob -
vi ous his feet hurt.)

MR. COLEMAN. Look out. Here I come. Ev ery body back
up. Bad feet here.

MRS. COLEMAN. What you doin’ on your feet,
Nathaniel?

MR. COLEMAN. Lookin’ for you. Thought you up and
died over here. Merv Grif fin is on and I’m starvin’. (He
sees the mess in the room.) Great Googalee-Moogalee.
Look like a cy clone been through here. Don’t you know
gar bage men don’t bring they work home? It’s gar bage.
That’s why peo ple put it out side. ’Cause it ain’t sup -
posed to be in the house.
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MRS. COLEMAN. Don’t you worry ’bout it, baby…don’t
worry about it for a sec ond. These is ar ti cles in var i ous
stages of an tiq uity.

MR. COLEMAN. Like a Viet Cong mine field in here. If I
hurt my self steppin’ on somethin’ I’ll sue you and your
mama.

DARNELL. How your feet, Mr. C?
MRS. COLEMAN. They know you’ve suf fered, baby.
MR. COLEMAN. Been a post man my whole life. Gave my 

life and feet for this coun try and they turnin’ a blind eye 
to my pain and an guish.

MRS. COLEMAN. A dirty nasty shame.
MR. COLEMAN. Got com mer cials for it on TV, like it

ain’t nothin’. Like you can walk up to Gray’s drugstore
and get the cure. But I’m here to tell you. Se vere ath -
lete’s foot ain’t no body’s joke. It’s a dis abil ity. But Un -
cle Sam…he say I ain’t nothin’ but a jive tur key tryin’
to get over. Walk a mile in my feet and he’d cry like a
baby.

CEDRIC (mock ing MR. COLEMAN dur ing pre vi ous line).
Cry like a baby.

MR. COLEMAN (to DARNELL). That a Pilsner?
DARNELL. Yeah.
MR. COLEMAN (points across the room). What’s that

over there? (DARNELL “takes the bait” and MR.
COLEMAN takes the beer out of DARNELL’s hand.)
Thank ya.

MRS. COLEMAN. Sorry I for got about din ner, baby. They 
needed some body to open up their door while they car -
ried this TV in.

MR. COLEMAN. What you got there? What you got
there? That’s an old Ze nith. The Bu ick of TVs.
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MRS. COLEMAN. Just sittin’ in front of the build ing.
MR. COLEMAN. It work?
DARNELL. Yeah.
CEDRIC. No.
MR. COLEMAN. Come on, Pat, ’fore I miss all of Grif fin. 

Ar thur Treacher might say somethin’ funny with his
drunk self. (He ex its.)

MRS. COLEMAN. Right be hind you, baby. See…I could
lose my job over this stuff up here if the owner was to
come by. So…?

CEDRIC. So?
MRS. COLEMAN. So once you sell some of it…if you

throw a lit tle my way…it might make it worth the risk.
CEDRIC. How much were you think ing?
MRS. COLEMAN. Fif teen per cent.
CEDRIC. Deal.
MRS. COLEMAN. Good.
CEDRIC. Now you can’t go back on it later and ask for

more.
MRS. COLEMAN. Hand to Je sus. Now let me get some

food in this old man ’fore he have a fit. See you later…
sweet po tato.

DARNELL. Plant you now and dig you later.

(MRS. COLEMAN exits.)

CEDRIC (to him self). Would’ve gone to twenty-five.
DARNELL. How come you don’t want Mrs. C to know

what we doin’ with the money? Told her ev ery thing
else.

CEDRIC. ’Cause there’s a line, nephew. And the line say
don’t let peo ple know too much ’bout your busi ness.
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’Cause first thing you know they’ll come bustin’ into
your dreams with they muddy shoes on. Only folks you
can trust with your dreams is fam ily.

DARNELL. Mrs. C is close to fam ily.
CEDRIC. Horse shoes and hand gre nades, nephew. Fam ily

ain’t just “folks you know.” Fam ily is real. We fam ily
’cause we got a bond. Bonded. Like the Earth is bonded
to the sun.

DARNELL. Like grav ity.
CEDRIC. Now with out grav ity…what the Earth gone do?
DARNELL. Go flyin’ off some where.
CEDRIC. Right.
DARNELL. Out there flyin’ through space. No body to

look out for it.
CEDRIC. Yeah.
DARNELL. No body to talk to. Crashin’ into things.
CEDRIC. So you get it?
DARNELL. It’s fam ily busi ness. I got you. (He starts to

exit.)
CEDRIC. Where you goin’?
DARNELL. Thought of some lyr ics on the truck to day.

(He ex its to his bed room. From O.S.:) Had the tune for a 
month but could n’t get the words. But when we got back 
to the yard to day the words was just fallin’ out my head.

CEDRIC. I was thinkin’ we could do in ven tory.
DARNELL (O.S.). Thought you was goin’ out with that

new dis patcher lady to night.
CEDRIC. Can celed.
DARNELL (O.S.). Come on now.
CEDRIC. What?
DARNELL (O.S.). We talked about this.
CEDRIC. You need to stop dippin’ in my pri vate busi ness.
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(DARNELL en ters car ry ing a toy pi ano and sets him self
up on the couch.)

DARNELL. I just want to make sure you’re set when my
songs be come Mo town hits. It be good if you had some -
body for when I’m on tour.

CEDRIC. You ain’t got to fret about me. I raised you. You 
did n’t raise me. ’Sides, I’ll have the res tau rant to keep
me busy.

DARNELL. Okay. But later for that in ven tory.
CEDRIC. ’Long as we get to it.
DARNELL. With this one…got enough for my first al bum.
CEDRIC. How many is that?
DARNELL. Twelve.
CEDRIC. That many?
DARNELL. Twelve la bor-of-love songs. Wait a min ute,

that’s a good name for a song. Let me write that down.
(He takes a pen from his pocket and writes on the palm
of his hand. To him self:) La bor of love. (He sets him self
up in front of the toy pi ano and pre pares to strike a
chord.) Now got to get this first chord right. (He plays
the open ing chord to “Jin gle Bells.”) Let me know what 
you think of the words. (As he sings he plays along on
the toy pi ano. The song is set to the Christ mas carol
“Jin gle Bells.”)

GIRL, YOU ARE MY LIFE
I’LL NEVER LET YOU GO.
YES, OUR LOVE IS TRUE.
YOU’RE THE WOMAN OF MY DREAMS.

SO WHAT I’VE GOT TO SAY.
I JUST CAN’T HOLD IT BACK.
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WITH FOUR WORDS THAT I CAN’T ESCAPE.
WON’T YOU LISTEN TO MY HEART.

OH, I LOVE YOU, GIRL.
I LOVE YOU, GIRL.
I HUNGER FOR YOUR TOUCH.
WITHOUT YOUR LOVE, I CAN’T GO ON
WON’T YOU STEP INTO MY WORLD,
GIRL.

What do you think?
CEDRIC. Well…
DARNELL. You think it’s as good as “Oh Girl, Now

You’ve Left Me”?
CEDRIC. Can’t say.

(DARNELL sings the first phrase of the song. It’s to the
tune of “O Come All Ye Faith ful.”)

DARNELL.
OH GIRL, NOW YOU’VE LEFT ME
MY WORLD IS LOST WITHOUT YOU.
PLEASE COME BACK AND SAY YOU’LL BE
THE ONE I ADORE.

CEDRIC. Lis ten, Darnell…we need to talk.
DARNELL. I’m won der ing if I should…when it’s time to

take my demo to Barry Gordy…if I should take a plane
or drive to De troit. It ain’t that far from Cleve land to
drive. But I want to be re laxed when I get there. What
you think? Should I drive?

CEDRIC. He ain’t there.
DARNELL. Who?
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CEDRIC. Gordy. He in Los An geles now.
DARNELL. How you know?
CEDRIC. Jet mag a zine in the bar ber shop. Had him pool -

side at his pa la tial home.
DARNELL. Guess I’ll have to take a plane. Can’t be cool

and re laxed af ter drivin’ all the way to L.A. You got to
do things right when you dealin’ with a callin’.

CEDRIC. Call what?
DARNELL. Song writin’ and singin’ is my callin’.
CEDRIC. When you de cide that?
DARNELL. I did n’t de cide. You don’t pick it. It pick you.

Can’t deny my gift. That would be wrong.
CEDRIC. Look…I know Mo town gone flip over those

songs of yours.
DARNELL. I know that’s right.
CEDRIC. But see…re mem ber when you moved in with

me? You came in here wantin’ to be a superhero.
DARNELL. Why you bringin’ that up?
CEDRIC. Walked around here all the time with them pa -

jama bot toms ’round your neck. Nearly broke your neck
jumpin’ off the back of that couch tryin’ to fly.

DARNELL. I was ten.
CEDRIC. Did n’t work out though. See…that’s how life is.

Much as you wanted to be Su per man. You had to let
that go.

DARNELL. I let it go ’cause it was make be lieve. My mu -
sic is real.

CEDRIC. The point is you did n’t let that stop you.
Look…I did n’t come out the box wantin’ to be the pro -
pri etor of the world’s fin est gour met chicken-wing res -
tau rant. You ain’t born spoutin’ earth-shatterin’ rec i pes
like chicken-wing chili, chicken-wing souf fle or chick -
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en-wing pie. Ge nius like that co mes to you over time.
Time will tell the truth on you. See now…this gone
shock you. Know what I wanted to be be fore? Be fore
chicken grabbed ahold of me. Thought I’d die if I did n’t 
make it. You’ll never guess.

DARNELL. Can’t you see I’m tryin’ to write a song?
CEDRIC. This im por tant, Darnell. Come on. Guess.
DARNELL. Doc tor, law yer, In dian chief? What?
CEDRIC. A ro deo clown.
DARNELL. What?
CEDRIC. I know. I was reachin’ for the stars. Fell in love

with them baggy pants and that puffy green wig. So
when I was six teen I packed up my bags and ran away
from home and joined the ro deo. But in the end time
showed me there was somethin’ else better for me.
Somethin’ spe cial. Chicken wings. But that never
would’ve hap pened till I let that old dream go. Just let it 
go. You get what I’m sayin’?

DARNELL. Why you puttin’ doubt in my mind?
CEDRIC. See, thing is you need a fall back plan.
DARNELL. This is a callin’. You don’t let go or fall back

from a pow er ful thing like that.
CEDRIC. But maybe it ain’t the right callin’. Maybe it’s

the wrong num ber. I’m just sayin’…
DARNELL. Then it ain’t a callin’. It’s somethin’ else. (He

plunks a few notes on the pi ano.) Shoot. (He picks up
his pi ano and ex its to the bed room.)

CEDRIC. Thought you was gonna write.
DARNELL (O.S.). You done messed me up. Ain’t in the

mood no more.
CEDRIC. Just makin’ con ver sa tion.
DARNELL (O.S.). Let’s just take in ven tory.
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CEDRIC. Oh…did I tell you I was gonna have the peo ple
who work at my res tau rant dress like an gels? Cooks,
wait ers…ev ery body.

DARNELL (O.S.). Why?
CEDRIC. Just followin’ logic. Chickens got wings. An gels

got wings. It’ll get peo ple in the mood for a heav enly
meal ’fore they sit down. At mo sphere. Can you dig it?

DARNELL (O.S.). I can dig it.
CEDRIC. But here the kicker. The an gel wings they got

on…ain’t the reg u lar kind. Guess what kind?

(DARNELL en ters with a le gal pad and pen.)

DARNELL. Chicken wings.
CEDRIC. It’s ge nius.
DARNELL. Maybe.
CEDRIC. What’s wrong with it?
DARNELL. Okay…I’m just sayin’…just sayin’…peo ple

walkin’ around with gi ant chicken wings on could make
your din ner por tions seem small.

CEDRIC. You think?
DARNELL. Yeah.
CEDRIC. Solid. See this is what I’m talkin’ about. Fam ily

lookin’ out for each other. Reg u lar an gel wings it is.
DARNELL (looks at his pad). Startin’ with the por ce lain.

One set of por ce lain fig u rines of a lit tle white girl with
big eyes. One with her dog. One with a bucket and one
with her lit tle red wagon.

CEDRIC (checks for the item). Solid. Next.
DARNELL. One an cient Chi nese vase made in Ja pan.
CEDRIC (picks up a vase). One an cient Chi nese vase made 

in Ja pan. Cool. Next.
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