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The Wat sons Go to
Bir ming ham—1963

CHAR AC TERS

KENNY . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 10 years old.

BY RON . .  His brother. A 13-year-old ju ve nile de lin quent.

JOETTA . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  His sis ter. 6 years old.

WILONA . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . The mother. 30s.

DAN IEL. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . The fa ther. 30s.

BUPHEAD . . . . . . . . . . . . . Friend to By ron. 14 years old.

GRANDMA SANDS . . . Mother to Wilona. Has suf fered a
slight stroke. Late 50s.

MRS. DAVIDSON. . . . . . . . . . . A Sunday school teacher.

MR. ALUMS . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . A school teacher.

LARRY DUNN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . A bully. 12 years old.
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RUFUS . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Friend to Kenny. 10 years old.

CODY. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Brother to Rufus. 8 years old.

MR. ROB ERT . . . . . . . . . . Friend to Grandma Sands. 50s.

MR. MITCH ELL . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . A store owner.

WEATH ER MAN / DJ (Voice only)

GIRL (Styl ized) . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 6 years old.

WOOL POOH (Move ment only)

SMOKE POOH (Move ment only)
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Break down with Possible Doublings

(If given a choice, I highly rec om mend us ing adult ac tors
in all roles.)

Ac tors cast as mem bers of im me di ate Wat son fam ily (Ken -
ny, By ron, Wilona, Joetta and Dan iel) should have no dou -
bling as sign ments.

1) Grandma Sands / Mrs. Davidson
2) Mr. Alums / Mr. Robert / Weatherman (voice)
    / DJ (voice) / Mr. Mitchell

Wool Pooh and Smoke Pooh

There is much free dom of choice here as the per former’s
face is cov ered and the body ob scured.

Buphead, Larry Dunn, Rufus and Cody are the ob vi ous
roles to dou ble with ei ther Pooh. One ac tor has time to eas -
ily tackle both haints, or each wraith may have a sep a rate
ac tor.

Ex am ple:     3) Larry Dunn / Smoke Pooh
                  4) Cody / Wool Pooh

An other op tion is to cast a dancer, could be fe male, to do
both pieces. She could also play Cody. You can also use
her to rep re sent “Girl.”

The Brown Bomber and the Sce nic El e ments

I be lieve it is best to ap proach the stag ing of this play in
much the same way Shake speare tack led his plays.
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“Think, when we talk of horses, that you see them,
Print ing their proud hoofs I’th’receiving earth;

For ’tis your thoughts that now must deck our kings,
Carry them here and there, jump ing o’er times…”

There is no car. There is no snow. Well be fore the Wat sons
head out for Bir ming ham we must visit sev eral lo ca tions;
many only once. A sim plis tic in di ca tion of place and time
aug mented by lights and sound is best. This al lows scenes
to dove tail on one an other, elim i nat ing cum ber some scene
changes.

There are sev eral op por tu ni ties for height ened the at ri cal ity.
The more we can ex ter nal ize Kenny’s imag i na tion the
better. This goes be yond the Wool Pooh sec tions to in clude 
him hear ing By ron on the set of his WWII movie and dis -
cov er ing Rufus as his per sonal savior. If we are al lowed to
en vi sion the girls on the way to the church, we will feel for 
them af ter the bomb ing. The scenes in volv ing the Brown
Bomber should have the same sense of mag i cal re al ism, al -
low ing each au di ence mem ber to cre ate his or her own
Brown Bomber.

Note on Mu sic

Mu sic men tioned in the play (with the ex cep tion of “Any
Day Now”) is sug gested in the novel. Per mis sion of the
copy right own ers of the mu sic must be ob tained for these
or other songs in copy right that might be used, or songs in
the pub lic do main must be sub sti tuted. Li cens ing the play
for per for mance does not in clude per mis sion for use of mu -
sic.
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ACT ONE

Scene One

(Soft lights. Morn ing sounds: early sum mer. Be fore us is 
a rep re sen ta tion of the Wat son fam ily car: the Brown
Bomber. We’re in tro duced to DAN IEL, who is lean ing
half way out of the car, “Pre paring for take off.”
WILONA, his wife, waits as their daugh ter, JOETTA, is
climb ing into the Bomber. KENNY, their son, sits pa -
tiently in the Great Brown One’s back seat. DAN IEL
stands. WILONA con sults her book. Their older son, BY -
RON, is slumped in the door way of the fam ily house.)

DAN IEL. All right, By ron.
WILONA. Dan iel—I’ve worked out all our bath room

breaks. At the sec ond one we can each have a sand wich. 
To day is tuna fish. To mor row is pea nut but ter and jelly.
To day we drive for three hun dred miles.

JOETTA. Three hun dred miles in one day?
WILONA. In Cincinnati we’ll get a room in a mo tel. You

kids will sleep on the floor. (She faces BY RON.) Get a
move on, Daddy Cool. (As she climbs into the car,
JOETTA in ter rupts her by climb ing out.)

JOETTA. Wait. (BY RON slouches to ward the car. JOETTA 
runs into the house.)

WILONA. To mor row: Day Two. Now your daddy and this 
car aren’t as young as they used to be so we don’t want
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to push ei ther one of them too hard. So we rise and
shine real early and drive for five or six hours. That
should put us right out side of Knox ville, Ten nes see. 

KENNY. Momma, how come we don’t just drive un til Dad 
gets tired, then stop?

DAN IEL (with his best hill billy im per son ation). ’Cuz, boy,
this he-uh is the deep South you-all is gonna be drivin’
thoo. What’s the mattah wit’ choo, you thank this he-uh
is Uhmurica? Y’all col ored folks can’t be jes’ pullin’ up
tuh any ol’ way-uh an be expectin’ to get no room uh no 
food.

(The WAT SONS laugh. JOETTA re turns hold ing a
stuffed doll, with a white face bear ing wings and a
halo.)

WILONA. Quit playin’, Dan iel. If we sleep in the car out -
side Knox ville we can stop for ham burg ers once on the
way there. I’m sure Grandma Sands will have ev ery thing 
set for the way back.

JOETTA. OK.
DAN IEL. Ev ery one gone to the bath room…then we’re off.

(The Brown Bomber bursts to life.)

KENNY. Wait! (All ac tion and sound stop. KENNY steps
out of the car and into a shaft of light. He ad dresses the
au di ence.) It was one of those super-duper-cold Sat ur -
days.

(Lights and sound shift. DAN IEL, WILONA and
JOETTA slog their way to the front door of the Wat son
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house, [pull ing out gloves, scarves and coats, the while]. 
They en ter. As they fight the wind, we hear its sound
cou pled with that of crunch ing snow. BUPHEAD en ters
join ing BY RON. BUPHEAD’s hair is shel lacked. He
may have ear muffs, but a hat will never grace a strand
of his im mac u lately straight ened, James Brown-styled,
hairdo. He hands BY RON his win ter gear.)

BY RON. Ahh, thanks, Buphead. Man, it’s so cold out here
that if you spit, I bet the slob would be an ice cube be -
fore it hit the ground.

KENNY (to au di ence). It could maybe have started be fore
this, but it for sure started with my brother By ron, who
was bad weather all by hisself.

BY RON. Say, kid, you wanna learn somethin’ that might
save your stu pid life one day?

KENNY. What’s that?
BY RON. We gonna teach you how to sur vive a bliz zard.

This is the most im por tant thing to re mem ber, OK? (BY -
RON puts his hands in front of his face. KENNY mir rors 
him.)

KENNY. OK.
BY RON. OK, first thing you gotta worry about is high

winds. (BY RON and BUPHEAD take KENNY by his
arms and pro ceed to swing him about.) Wooo, bliz zard
warn ings!

BUPHEAD. Bliz zard warn ings!
BY RON. Wooo!
BUPHEAD. Take cover! (The two spin KENNY around

and throw him in the snowbank.)
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BY RON. Cool, baby bruh. What you think, Buphead? He
kept his bal ance a good long time, I’m gonna give him a 
A-mi nus.

BUPHEAD. I ain’t as hard a grader as you, I’ma give the
lit tle punk a dou ble A-mi nus.

BY RON. OK, Kenny, you passed, but now we gotta see if
you ready to grad u ate. Buphead, tell him about the fi nal
exam. (Be hind KENNY’s back, BY RON be gins to shove
snow into his mouth.)

BUPHEAD. OK, square, I wanna make sure you don’t
blow it at grad u a tion time, You ’mem ber what By ron
said about puttin’ your hands up?

KENNY (raises his gloves to his face). Like this?
BUPHEAD. Yeah, that’s it! (BY RON now ready, cues

BUPHEAD, who says:) Wooo! High winds, blow ing
snow! Look out. Bliz zard a-comin’! Wooo! Death
around the cor ner! Look out!

BY RON. Keh-ee! Keh-ee!

(KENNY turns to BY RON, whose hands are prepped to
ap ply pres sure to his now chipmunkish cheeks. As the
great BY RON zit is popped, the stage is flooded in light.
KENNY turns to the au di ence, his face now drip ping
wet.)

BUPHEAD. Awww, man, you flunked! 
BY RON. Bruh! You done so good, then you go and flunk

the Blowin’ Snow sec tion. You for got to put your hands 
up! F!

BUPHEAD. Yeah, dou ble F-mi nus!
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(BUPHEAD and BY RON cel e brate. DAN IEL ap pears in
the door way. KENNY moves to ward the house. BY RON
and BUPHEAD part ways, BUPHEAD ex it ing while BY -
RON and KENNY en ter the house.)

DAN IEL. Boys, come in; help us gen er ate some heat.

Scene Two

(In side the Wat son home. DAN IEL, WILONA and
JOETTA hud dle on the couch. BY RON and KENNY en -
ter.)

(KENNY joins the hud dled fam ily as they sit and shiver.
BY RON primps in front of a mir ror, pat ting his hair.)

WILONA. I’ll never know why I let you drag me from
 Ala bama to this gi ant ice box.

BY RON. Dad, can I get a pro cess?
DAN IEL/WILONA. No!
DAN IEL. You can see what’s on Chan nel 12.

(BY RON grudg ingly moves to the TV and turns it on.
Light from a lo cal Flint sta tion splashes across the fam -
ily’s freez ing faces. The WAT SONS hud dle to gether for
warmth, ex cept BY RON who sits on the far thest end of
the couch. He will not be touched. A weather re port is
heard.)

WEATH ER MAN. If you think it’s cold now, wait un til to -
night. In fact, we won’t be see ing any thing above zero
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for the next four to five days! Yet, here’s a lit tle some -
thing to brighten our spir its: The tem per a ture in At lanta,
Geor gia, is fore cast to reach— (DAN IEL be gins cough -
ing over the WEATH ER MAN. He rushes to the set and
pushes the power but ton) the mid-sev en ties.

WILONA. At lanta! That’s a hun dred and fifty miles from
home. 

DAN IEL. Wilona—
WILONA. “I’m all the home you need: Just come away

with me.” Humph. All the places you could have
brought me. I know I should have lis tened to Mo ses.

DAN IEL. Oh Lord, not that sorry story. Let me tell it.
WILONA. There’s not a lot to tell, just a young girl who

made a bad choice. 
DAN IEL. Kids, you guys came real close to hav ing a

clown for a daddy named Ham bone Henderson.
WILONA. Dan iel Wat son, you stop right there. You’re the

one that started that “Ham bone” non sense. Mo ses was a
re spect able boy.

DAN IEL. I can’t help the boy had a head shaped just like a 
ham bone, head had more knots and bumps than a di no -
saur. Kids, Ham bone pro posed to your mother around
the same time I did. Fought dirty, too, told your momma 
a pack of lies about me and Flint— (DAN IEL im i tates
Ham bone. Ham bone has a thick South ern ac cent.)
“Wilona, I heard tell about the weather up in Flint,
Mitch-again, folks there live in these things called ig -
loos. Don’t be lieve I seen nan one col ored per son in the
whole dang city. You a ’Bama gal, don’t be lieve you’d
like no whale meat. Don’t taste a lick like chicken.”

WILONA. Dan iel Wat son, you are one ly ing man! Only
thing you said was true was Flint is like liv ing in an ig -
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loo. Maybe these ba bies mighta been born with lumpy
heads, but at least they’da had warm lumpy heads! You
know Bir ming ham is a good place, and I don’t just mean 
the weather. The life is slower, the peo ple are friend -
lier—

DAN IEL. Oh yeah, they’re a laugh a min ute down there.
Where was that “Coloreds only” bath room down town?

WILONA. Things aren’t per fect, Dan iel, but peo ple there
are more hon est about how they feel. (WILONA trains
her fo cus on BY RON. DAN IEL goes to the phone and
di als a num ber.) And folks there know how to re spect
their par ents.

DAN IEL. Cydney just had that new fur nace put in; maybe
we can spend the night there. Boys, get out there and
knock those win dows out.

(BY RON and KENNY move out side to the car. KENNY
starts to scrape ice off the win dows.)

KENNY. I’m not go ing to do your part, By ron, and I’m
not play ing ei ther.

BY RON. Shut up, punk.
KENNY. I’m se ri ous, By ron, I’m not do ing that side, too. I 

don’t care what you do to me.
BY RON. You know what, square? I must be adopted, there 

just ain’t no way two folks as ugly as your momma and
daddy coulda give birth to some one as sharp as me.

KENNY. For get you!
BY RON. Keh-ee, Keh-ee.
KENNY. You think I’m stu pid?
BY RON. Hel’, Keh-
KENNY. It’s not go ing to work this time, By.

Act I The Wat sons Go to Bir ming ham—1963 15

© Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois.



BY RON. Keh-ee, hel’ me! Hel’ me! Go geh Momma! Geh
Momma! Huwwy uh!

KENNY. I’m not play ing, By ron! You’d better start do ing
your side or I’ll tear you up with this iceball.

BY RON. Oh, please, Keh-ee, go geh Momma!
KENNY (starts as he sees BY RON’s lips frozen to the

Brown Bomber’s mir ror). By! What’s wrong?
BY RON. Keh-ee! Go geh hel’!

(KENNY bolts for the house and through the front door.)

DAN IEL. Close that door!
KENNY. Momma, quick! It’s By! He’s froze up out side!

(Beat.) Really! He’s froze to the car! Help! (No one re -
sponds.) He’s cry ing!

WILONA/DAN IEL/JOETTA. Crying!
WILONA. Ken neth Ber nard Wat son, what on earth are you 

talk ing about?
KENNY. He’s shootin’ out boogers and droppin’ big juicy

cry baby tears. Momma, please hurry up!

(The WAT SONS rush out to the Brown Bomber.)

BY RON. Oh, Momma! Hel’ me! Geh me offa ’ere!
WILONA. Oh, my Lord! By ron, it’s OK, sweet heart,

how’d this hap pen?
DAN IEL. Can’t you tell, Wilona? This lit tle knuck le head

was kiss ing his re flec tion in the mir ror and got his lips
stuck! Is your tongue stuck, too? 

BY RON. No! Quit teasin’, Da-ee! Hel’! Hel’!
DAN IEL. Well, at least the boy had n’t got ten too pas sion -

ate with him self!
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WILONA. Dan iel Wat son! What do y’all do when this
hap pens up he-uh?

DAN IEL. This is the first time I’ve ever seen any one with
their lips frozen to a mir ror. Honey, I don’t know. Wait
till he thaws out.

KENNY. Pull him off, Dad.
BY RON. No! No! Momma, doe leh him!
JOETTA. This is just like that hor ri ble story Kenny read

me about that guy Nar-sissy who stared at him self so
long he for got to eat and starved to death. Mommy,
please save him!

WILONA. What about hot wa ter? Don’t worry, baby, we
gonna get you off of this.

DAN IEL. I don’t know, pour ing wa ter on him might be the 
worst thing to do…get some hot tap wa ter. (WILONA
runs into the house.) I guess this means no one can call
you Hot Lips.

(DAN IEL erupts. WILONA re turns with a glass of hot
wa ter. She at tempts to free BY RON. Her hands shake.)

WILONA. You do it, Dan iel.

(DAN IEL takes the glass. He is laugh ing too hard. His
laugh ter con tin ues to build. He can’t keep the cup even.)

DAN IEL. I ca-I ca—…Kenny.

(KENNY takes the cup and be gins to pour the wa ter
onto the mir ror. There is a crack ing sound, fol lowed by
BY RON’s muf fled screams.)
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KENNY (to au di ence). Dad was right.
WILONA. You gotta get this boy to the hos pi tal!
DAN IEL. Wilona, how far do you think I’d get driv ing

down the street with this lit tle clown at tached to the mir -
ror?

WILONA. Call the hos pi tal and see what they say we
should do…Joey and Kenny, go with your daddy.

(DAN IEL ex its, fol lowed by JOETTA. KENNY whis pers
to the au di ence.)

KENNY (to au di ence). Momma’s clear ing ev ery body out
for some thing.

(WILONA wraps a scarf around BY RON’s face.)

WILONA. Sweet heart, you know we gotta do some thing.
I’ma try to warm your face up a lit tle. Just re lax. You
know I love you and would n’t do any thing to hurt you,
right?

BY RON. No. Doe hur’ me! Keh-ee, hel’! Hel’ me, Keh-ee!

(WILONA grabs BY RON by the head and gives a sharp
tug. BY RON is freed; his free dom is ac com pa nied by the 
sound of a very large rub ber band snap ping.)

KENNY. Yeeeowwww.

(BY RON flies into the house, his hands over his mouth.
WILONA looks at KENNY, points to the car and rushes
af ter BY RON.)
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KENNY )ecne id ua ot( .  teg nor yB gnittel era sgod ytrid ehT
away with not do ing his share of the win dows. (As
KENNY scrapes the win dows the rest of the Wat son clan 
as sem bles along-side the car.) Joetta, guess what. I’m
think ing about writ ing my own comic book.

JOETTA. What about?
- i mirc naem laer siht tuoba eb ot gni og s’ti ,lleW .YNNEK

nal who has a ter ri ble ac ci dent that turns him into a
superhero. You want to know what I’m go ing to call this 
new superhero?

JOETTA. What?
eh llA .red noW sselpiL eht mih llac ot gni og m’I .YNNEK

does is beat up superheroes smaller than him and the
only thing he’s afraid of is a cold mir ror!— ,NOR YB(
while mak ing sure his hand is un seen by both the fam ily
and the au di ence, ges tures at KENNY. To au di ence.) I

reg nif ytrid a em pilf nor yB was ohw eno ylno eht saw
sign.

BY RON (sotto voce). You wait, I’m gonna kick your lit tle
be hind. ).sti xe NOR YB(

KENNY )ecne id ua ot( .emit siht now dah I .erac t’n did I .
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