


SALT & PEPPER

A Full-length Play
by

JOSE CRUZ GON ZA LEZ

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

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



*** NO TICE ***
The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu -
sively by THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY with out whose
per mis sion in writ ing no per for mance of it may be given. Roy alty must
be paid ev ery time a play is per formed whether or not it is pre sented for
profit and whether or not ad mis sion is charged. A play is per formed any
time it is acted be fore an au di ence. Cur rent roy alty rates, ap pli ca tions and 
re stric tions may be found at our Web site: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be con tacted by mail at: DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM -
PANY, P.O. Box 129, 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.

© MMII by
JOSE CRUZ GON ZA LEZ

Printed in the United States of Amer ica
All Rights Re served
(SALT & PEPPER)

ISBN: 1-58342-096-7

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois

www.dramaticpublishing.com


For Rubén Si erra

© The 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(s) 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(s) 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 the size of the ti tle type.
Bio graph i cal in for ma tion on the au thor(s), if in cluded in the playbook,
may be used in all pro grams. In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

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

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



Salt & Pep per was first pre sented as a staged read ing in
June 2000, at the Ken nedy Cen ter, as part of New Vi sions/
New Voices 2000.

Salt & Pep per was read at Childsplay’s New Play Pro -
ject on May 23, 2000 in Tempe, Ar i zona. The New Play
Pro ject was made pos si ble in part by a gen er ous grant from 
the White man Fam ily.

Salt & Pep per pre miered at Childsplay on Oc to ber 27
through No vem ber 19, 2000 at the Tempe Per forming Arts
Cen ter, Tempe, Ar i zona. The pro duc tion was di rected by
Gra ham White head and in clud ing the fol low ing cast:
Hannah . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . LISA RANDOLPH KINDALL
Andy. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . JERE LUISI
Salt . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . GORDON WAGGONER
Old Man. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . JON GEN TRY and D. SCOTT WITHERS
Pep per . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ANDREA MORALES

Pro duc tion Staff and Crew
Set and Cos tume De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . GRO JOHRE
Lighting De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . PAUL BLACK
Sound De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . JULIE RANDOLPH
Fight Cho re og ra phy . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . LARRY GRUBBS
Prop erties Mas ter . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . PAMELA HOUSER
Stage Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . SA RAH TERNAN
Pro duc tion Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . AN THONY RUNFOLA
Tech ni cal Di rec tor. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . AN DREW CAMP BELL
Sce nic Art ist . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . JOLANE MOR GAN
Mas ter Car pen ter DAVE EKHOLM
Cos tume Con struc tion/Ward robe Su per vi sor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

D. DAN IEL HOLLINGSHEAD
Mas ter Elec tri cian . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . TIM MONSON
Elec tri cian . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . CAS SAN DRA FLYNN

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois
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SALT & PEPPER

A Full-length Play
For 3 Men and 2 Women

CHAR AC TERS

SALT . . a 10-year-old boy. Loves his grandpa and brother.

PEPPER . a 10-year-old Latina girl. She dresses like a boy.
She likes to read books.

OLD MAN . Salt and Andy’s grand fa ther. Hannah’s fa ther.
In his 50s. He is a hard man to live with.

ANDY . . . . . . . . . . a 17-year-old boy. Salt’s older brother.
Very pro tec tive of Salt.

HANNAH . . . . . ap pears as a mem ory. She has a beau ti ful
sing ing voice. She is Salt and Andy’s mother.

SETTING: A small ag ri cul tural town, some where near a
desert, 1952.

Ap prox i mate run ning time: 55 min utes
To the best of our knowl edge, the chil dren’s songs: Hush ’n’
Bye; Johnny Get Your Hair Cut (Hey Betty Mar tin); Built My
Lady a Fine Brick House; Go to Sleepy Baby, Bye; and The Ju -
ni per Tree, which are used in this play, are con sid ered pub lic
do main. Mel ody lines ap pear at the back of the playbook.
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SALT & PEPPER

SCENE 1

SETTING: On stage are let ters of the al pha bet scat tered
about. They come in all dif fer ent shapes and sizes. The
let ter char ac ters are not in any rec og niz able or der. They 
may be used to cre ate set tings as well as words.

AT RISE: HANNAH ap pears. There’s a glow about her.
HANNAH is a mem ory. She throws the small pa per
char ac ters up into the air. She is a young woman. She
wears a plain cot ton dress. She wears no shoes.

HANNAH (sing ing).
Hush ’n’ Bye
Don’t you cry
Oh, you pretty little babies

When you wake
You’ll get sweet cake
And all the pretty little ponies

A brown and a grey
And a black and a bay
All the pretty little ponies

OLD MAN (off stage). Hannah?
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(HANNAH runs and hides. The OLD MAN, Hannah’s
fa ther, en ters. He is half dressed in over alls and car ries
a lan tern. He wears no shoes.)

OLD MAN. Hannah, where are you?
HANNAH. Hidin’, Daddy! You gotta find me!
OLD MAN. Hannah, it’s the mid dle of the night.
HANNAH. Where am I?
OLD MAN. You gonna catch your self a cold.
HANNAH. It’s been rainin’ let ters again.
OLD MAN. Let ters?
HANNAH. In all shapes and sizes mixed to gether.

(HANNAH throws some let ters into the air. She runs and 
hides again. The OLD MAN searches for her.)

OLD MAN. Where are you?
HANNAH. I’ve col lected a bunch of ’em, see? Ain’t it

beau ti ful, Daddy?

(HANNAH throws some more let ters into the air. She
runs off again. The OLD MAN searches for her.)

OLD MAN. Honey, come in side where it’s safe.
HANNAH. I can’t, Daddy.
OLD MAN. Why not?
HANNAH. ’Cause I’m writin’ you a post card.
OLD MAN. A post card?
HANNAH. Give up?
OLD MAN. No.
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HANNAH. I found me the most pretty one you ever seen.
Look! (Her hand ap pears. She holds up a small post -
card.)

OLD MAN. There you are!
HANNAH. It’s a pic ture of the Grand Ole Opry. Ain’t it

the most beau ti ful buildin’ you ever seen? It’s where I’m 
gonna make my pro fes sional de but.

OLD MAN. De but? What’s that?
HANNAH. It means I’m gonna sing in front of the whole

world, Daddy. And you gonna be proud of me. Peo ple
will want my au to graph and want me to star in their
Hol ly wood pic tures!

OLD MAN. Let me see your fore head.
HANNAH. I ain’t got a fe ver! (She crosses away from

him.)
OLD MAN. You ain’t makin’ any sense, Hannah.
HANNAH. That’s ’cause it’s a dream, Daddy.
OLD MAN. A dream?
HANNAH. And it yours.
OLD MAN. Mine?
HANNAH. Yes, sir. Rememberin’ how things were. Good

and bad. But there is n’t much time.
OLD MAN. Time for what?
HANNAH. Be fore I go away.
OLD MAN. Why you wanna do that?
HANNAH. It’s in the post card, Daddy. All you gotta do is

read it.
OLD MAN. Hannah, you can’t leave.
HANNAH. Daddy, I gotta go and find my fu ture.
OLD MAN. But it’s here with your boys and me.
HANNAH. It’s in the wind callin’ to me.
OLD MAN. What wind?
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HANNAH. The same one that brings the rain and the
duststorms. It’s callin’ my name…wantin’ to sweep me
up and take me far away.

OLD MAN. To where?
HANNAH. Any where my lit tle songs will he heard,

Daddy.
OLD MAN. There’s nothin’ but heart ache out there. I seen

it. Felt it.
HANNAH. That’s all I’ve ever known, but not no more.

I’m gonna let that wind carry me and my ba bies into the 
fu ture and take us wher ever it wants.

OLD MAN. But them boys are too lit tle to go any where.
HANNAH. That’s why I need your help, Daddy. You gotta 

come with me.
OLD MAN. I ain’t goin’ no where and nei ther are you.
HANNAH. If I don’t go now I’ll just wither away and die.

Can’t you un der stand?
OLD MAN. No, I can’t. You got a place here. Ain’t that

enough?
HANNAH. I made up my mind.
OLD MAN. I for bid you to go!
HANNAH. I’m takin’ my ba bies with me.
OLD MAN. No, you ain’t. You wanna go chase af ter some 

stu pid dream then go, but them boys are stayin’ here
with me.

HANNAH. No.
OLD MAN. You made your choice. So get!
HANNAH. Please, Daddy…
OLD MAN. Get off my place! Get! (HANNAH rushes

away drop ping the post card.) Hannah?! Hannah?!
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HANNAH (sing ing).
Hush ’n’ Bye
Don’t you cry…

OLD MAN. Don’t you leave!

HANNAH (sing ing).
Oh, you pretty little babies…

OLD MAN. Hannah!

(The OLD MAN stands there for a mo ment, alone. He
sees the post card ly ing on the ground. He picks it up,
crum pling it and throw ing it to the ground. A mo ment
later he picks it up and places it in his pocket.)

SCENE 2

A coun try song is heard. ANDY, a 17-year-old boy, en -
ters flip ping a large blue pan cake from a fry ing pan high 
into the air. He grabs a plate of mul ti col ored pan cakes
stacked atop one an other. SALT, Andy’s youn ger brother, 
rushes in wear ing a metal pot on his head and car ry ing
a broom as weapon. He falls to the floor, shoot ing ev ery -
thing in sight.

SALT. Pa-pow! Pa-pow! Pa-pow! Pa-pa-pa-pa-pow! (En emy
fire is re turned at SALT.) Ughhh!!! Pow! Ughhh! (SALT’s
death is dra matic. He falls onto one of the let ters. Beat.
Open ing his eyes:) You wanna play war, Andy?

ANDY. No.
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SALT. Come on! I’ll be the en emy.
ANDY. Go away, Salt. Can’t you see I’m busy?
SALT. Whatcha doin’?
ANDY. Makin’ break fast.
SALT. Pan cakes?
ANDY. Yup.
SALT. Colored ones?
ANDY. Yup.
SALT. Which col ors you makin’?
ANDY. I got green, yel low and blue. (He flips the blue

pan cake high into the air and catches it with the plate of 
col ored pan cakes.)

SALT. Wo! Can I help?
ANDY. Take that stu pid pot off your head.
SALT. Andy, I can’t do that.
ANDY. Why not?
SALT. ’Cause it’s my hel met! It’s my only pro tec tion.
ANDY. Against what?
SALT. The en emy. They’re all around. Hidin’. Waitin’ to

strike me dead.
ANDY. Well, you look real stu pid, Salt.
SALT. I ain’t stu pid!
ANDY. Fine, then you can’t help!
SALT. Okay, there, see! (He drops his hel met to the floor.)
ANDY. Too late.
SALT. Andy!
ANDY. I guess there’s nothin’ to save you now!
SALT. Huh?
ANDY. From the hounds of war! (He howls loudly and

then sticks his arms out and flies by SALT mak ing air -
plane noises.)

SALT. Air raid!
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(SALT grabs the pot and puts it back on his head. ANDY 
re turns, straf ing SALT. SALT uses his broom as an
anti-air craft gun.)

ANDY. I’m hit!
SALT. Yeah!
ANDY. But now I’m a ka mi kaze!
SALT. Oh, no, duck for cover!
ANDY. Too late!

(ANDY crashes into SALT. SALT and ANDY lie there
dead. Beat.)

SALT (jump ing up). I won!
ANDY. No you did n’t! You’re dead!
SALT. No, I’m not, see?! It was my gen eral!
ANDY. What?!
SALT. You killed my gen eral, but I still lived!
ANDY. Salt, no body sur vives a ka mi kaze at tack.
SALT. But I did! You lost! I won! Vic tory dance! (He

pounds out a beat on his hel met us ing wooden spoons.
He dances a vic tory dance.)

ANDY. Will you be quiet!
SALT. Sore loser.
ANDY. Salt, eat your pan cakes!
SALT. They’re gonna need more salt.
ANDY. I al ready added some. Eat.

(SALT grabs a blue pan cake. He rolls it up and eats it.)

SALT. Um…blue one’s real good!
ANDY. It don’t taste any dif fer ent from the oth ers.
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SALT. It do too. Blues taste dif fer ent from yel lows. Yel -
lows taste dif fer ent from greens. Greens taste real dif fer -
ent from blues.

ANDY. What ever you say, Salt…
SALT. Andy, who taught you how to make col ored pan -

cakes? Was it Ma?
ANDY. No.
SALT. Then who?
ANDY. I can’t tell you that.
SALT. Why not?
ANDY. ’Cause it’s a big fat se cret.
SALT. But you can tell me. We’re broth ers. Right?
ANDY. Nope. We ain’t broth ers. Some body left you on the 

porch step. The old man took you in ’cause all you did
was cry.

SALT. That ain’t true!
ANDY. Sure is!
SALT. Well, I don’t care ’bout your big fat se cret! I don’t

wanna know!
ANDY. Fine. Suit your self. But you better hurry be fore the 

old man gets here. It’s your turn to wash them plates.
SALT. I can’t, my arms got broke.
ANDY. Salt!
SALT. They are. See? They won’t move. (He wig gles his

body and his arms flap side to side.)
ANDY. You ain’t weaselin’ outta this again. It’s your turn.
SALT. No, I’m not gonna do ’em.
ANDY. Yes, you are! (He grabs SALT in a headlock.)
SALT. Ow! Let me go!
ANDY. Not un til you say “I give.”
SALT. Why do I al ways gotta wash ’em? 
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ANDY. When you learn how to cook then you won’t have
to do ’em! Now say it!

SALT. No!
ANDY. Say it!
SALT. I give!

(ANDY re leases SALT. SALT places his hel met back on.)

ANDY. When the old man catches you wearin’ that pot on
your head, you’re gonna be sorry.

SALT. No I won’t.
ANDY. Why’s that?
SALT. ’Cause he loves me more than you.
ANDY. Oh, re ally?
SALT. Yup. So you better watch out.
ANDY. He’s been in a foul mood all week.
SALT. That’s ’cause he wrecked his truck and hurt his arm.
ANDY. And he’s takin’ it out on me. It ain’t no pic nic.
OLD MAN (off stage). Andy?
ANDY. See?
SALT. It’s Grandpa!

(The OLD MAN en ters. He wears over alls, boots, a soiled
base ball cap and gloves. His arm is in a sling.)

OLD MAN. Salt, go get ready for school.
SALT. Yes, sir.
OLD MAN. And take that stu pid pot off your head. (To

ANDY.) Don’t you hear me callin’ you?
ANDY. No, sir.
OLD MAN. Well, we got a truck to fix. It ain’t gonna fix

it self.
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ANDY. I was gonna eat first.
OLD MAN. The day al ready started.
ANDY. I’m hurryin’.
OLD MAN. You stayin’ out nights don’t help any.
ANDY. I got my rea sons.
OLD MAN. Well, your rea sons ain’t helpin’ me fix my

truck. All that schoolin’ you’re so proud of, where’s it
got you? It can’t fix my truck en gine. And you know
even less about pro duce. I got a busi ness to run. Them
bills ain’t gonna pay them selves.

ANDY. All you ever do is com plain.
OLD MAN. ’Cause you give rea son.
ANDY. I’m gonna leave one day and then you’ll be sorry.
OLD MAN. You’ll never leave.
ANDY. I might. I got plans.
OLD MAN. Plans?
ANDY. I wanna see the world. Travel to far away places.

Learn to speak dif fer ent lan guages even.
OLD MAN. How are you gonna do that?
ANDY. I’m gonna join the Marines.
OLD MAN. The Marines? They won’t take you. You just

like your ma. Head in the clouds. And look where it got
her.

ANDY. I’m gonna show you.
OLD MAN. Well, you show me how to fix my truck first,

’cause while you’re un der my roof you’ll do as I say!
There ain’t no room for fools or dream ers in this house.

ANDY. Fine, I’m goin’!

(ANDY storms out. The OLD MAN eats one of the col -
ored pan cakes.)
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OLD MAN. Blue one’s good. At least he learned how to
cook.

(SALT en ters comb ing his hair and dressed for school.
He hums “Go to Sleepy Baby Bye.”)

OLD MAN. What’s that song you hummin’, Salt?
SALT. I don’t know.
OLD MAN. I heard it be fore.
SALT. Where?
OLD MAN. That was one of the songs your mama liked to 

sing.
SALT. Really?
OLD MAN. She had the pret ti est voice you ever heard.
SALT. I don’t re mem ber her too good.
OLD MAN. She was al ways singin’ and playin’ her gui tar

for you boys. Wrote her own songs and even made re -
cords too. Just about ev ery body in Nash ville knew her.

SALT. Andy says she had her own bus with her name writ -
ten on it.

OLD MAN. Oh, that’s right. She was a big ra dio star too.
She was al ways singin’ at the Grand Ole Opry and she
even went to make a Hol ly wood pic ture once.

SALT. My ma was a movie star?
OLD MAN. I think she even won one of them actin’

awards.
SALT. How come Ma did n’t ever take us with her?
OLD MAN. Well, that’s ’cause she was al ways on the

road. Them en ter tain ers have got a lot of travelin’ to do
and it ain’t no place for lit tle ones. That’s why you two
come to live with me.

SALT. Was Ma rich?
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OLD MAN. She had so much money she had to put it in
two banks.

SALT. No.
OLD MAN. Yup, but she gave it all away to needy peo ple.
SALT. My ma was somethin’ else, was n’t she?
OLD MAN. She loved you a whole lot.
SALT. Grandpa, did my ma go to school?
OLD MAN. For a lit tle while ’til Andy was born.

 on deen t’n did ehs dna fles reh rof doog laer did ehS .TLAS
school.

OLD MAN. That’s right.
.od sre hcaet ym naht sgniht tuoba erom wonk uoY .TLAS

OLD MAN. Well…
SALT. Why do I gotta go to school, Grandpa? Everythin’ I 

need to know is right here with you. One day, I wanna
drive a truck just like you.

OLD MAN. You do?
SALT. Ah huh.
OLD MAN. Well, maybe missin’ one day won’t hurt.
SALT. You mean I don’t have to go?
OLD MAN. Nope.

.ydnA ekil nialp moc t’now I dna drah laer krow ll’I .TLAS
OLD MAN. Then go get changed. We got us a truck to fix

!revil ed ot ecud orp dna
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