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*** NO TICE ***
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IM POR TANT BILLING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to Chris to pher Paul Curtis as
au thor of the book and Reginald André Jack son as dramatizer 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 names of Chris to pher Paul Curtis and Reginald André Jack son
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
Chris to pher Paul Curtis and Reginald André Jack son, 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”

In ad di tion, all pro duc ers of the play must in clude the fol low ing ac knowl -
edg ment on the ti tle page of all pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with
per for mances of the play and on all ad ver tis ing and pro mo tional ma te ri -
als:

“First com mis sioned and de vel oped in the ‘Book-It Style™’ by
Book-It Rep er tory Thea tre, founded in 1990, Se at tle,

Wash ing ton, www.book-it.org. Trans forming great lit er a ture
into great thea tre through sim ple and sen si tive pro duc tion

and in spir ing au di ences to read.”

* * * *

A work shop of Bud, Not Buddy opened on Jan u ary 14, 2006,
at Book-It Rep er tory Thea tre with the fol low ing cast:

Bud (not Buddy) . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Earl Al ex an der
Mr. Jimmy, En sem ble . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . L. Ster ling Beard
Herman E. Calloway . . . . . . . . . . . . Fred er ick Charles Can ada
Li brar ian, En sem ble. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Mar ga ret Philips Carter
Momma, En sem ble . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Rebecca M. Da vis
Bugs, Steady Eddie, En sem ble . . . . . . . . . An thony Leroy Fuller
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Miss Thomas, En sem ble. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Demene E. Hall
Lefty Lewis, Doo-Doo-Bug, En sem ble . . . . . . . . . Cecil Luellen
Doug the Thug, En sem ble . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Lance McQueen
Deza Malone, Young Momma, En sem ble . . . Shermona Mitch ell
Dirty Deed, En sem ble . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Mi chael Place

Di rec tor: Mark Jared Zufelt

Bud, Not Buddy re ceived its world premiere on De cem ber 1,
2006, at Book-It Rep er tory Thea tre in Se at tle, Wash., with the
fol low ing cast:

Bud (not Buddy) . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Earl Al ex an der
Mr. Jimmy, En sem ble . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Bob Wil liams
Herman E. Calloway . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Bill Hall Jr.
Li brar ian, En sem ble. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Natasha Sims
Momma, En sem ble . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Chelsea Binta
Bugs, Steady Eddie, En sem ble . . . . . . . Brandon Boyd Simmons
Miss Thomas, En sem ble. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Demene E. Hall
Lefty Lewis, Doo-Doo-Bug, En sem ble . . . . . . . . . Cecil Luellen
Billy, Toddy, Doug the Thug, En sem ble . . . . . . . . . Stan Shields
Deza Malone, Young Momma, En sem ble . . . Shermona Mitch ell
Dirty Deed, En sem ble . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . John Ulman

Di rec tor: Mark Jared Zufelt

Bud, Not Buddy opened on Jan u ary 15, 2008, at the
Children’s Thea tre Com pany, in Min ne ap o lis, Minn., un der the
di rec tion of Marion McClinton,
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Ap proaching Bud, Not Buddy

This play has been writ ten in the Book-It style. This al lows 
the play to be sup ported by ac tual nar ra tive from the novel. 
This nar ra tive is most ef fec tive when treated as di a logue.

Ex am ple. Bud has the line.

The whole room smelled like eraser and it felt like some -
thing had poked the back of my eye ball.

In stead of star ing out at the au di ence, a plau si ble way to
de liver this line is to think:

Wow, this room smells like…like, is that eraser— Ow, ow,
ow! What hap pened to my eye?

Bud, as our guide has sev eral asides to the au di ence, as
does the An nouncer. Bugs speaks to the au di ence when he
ex plains where his name co mes from and when he’s look -
ing for the train. The en tire en sem ble ad dresses the au di -
ence as they be come trees. Other than these mo ments the
nar ra tive is to be treated as in-the-mo ment di a logue, de -
signed to keep the ac tion mov ing (not to re place it).

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,
Printing their proud hoofs i’ the receiving earth;
For ’tis your thoughts that now must deck our kings,
Carry them here and there, jumping o’er times…”

There is no ac tual car. A hat stand can be a tree. Bud 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,
par tic u larly in the first act. The more we can ex ter nal ize
Bud’s imag i na tion the better. In the sec ond act, Bud’s need
to use his imag i na tion for sur vival de creases dra mat i cally.
The few mo ments he has in that act, Herman as the Big
Bad Wolf, re call ing the life guard, can still be as large as
the vam pire in the first act.

Mu sic note

The few lyr ics used (bot tom of page 82) are from “You’d
Be So Nice to Come Home To.” So as not to re strict any
pro duc tion for ma te rial that may not be in the pub lic do -
main, I sup port a mu si cal di rec tor’s choice to sub sti tute so
long as the song re flects in some way a com ing to gether or 
a com ing home.

6
© Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois.



BUD, NOT BUDDY

CHAR AC TER ROLES

BUD, 10 DEZA’S DAD, 30s
BILLY, 12 or 13 DEZA’S MOM, 30s
BUGS, 10 DEZA, 11
CASE WORKER, 30s/40s JAKE, 30s
MOMMA, 26 PO LICE OF FICER, 30s
JERRY, 6 LEFTY, 40s/50s
BARKER, any age COP, 30s
YOUNG MR. CALLOWAY, 30s DOO-DOO-BUG, 30s
MR. AMOS, 30s HERMAN E. CALLOWAY, 40s/50,
                                                     (bald, big belly)
MRS. AMOS, 30s DIRTY DEED, 30s
TODD AMOS, 12 DOUG THE THUG, 30s
AN NOUNCER, any age JIMMY, 40s
VAM PIRE, any age STEADY EDDIE, 30s
YOUNG MOMMA, 10 MISS THOMAS, 30s/40s
HORSE (nonspeaking), any age TYLA, 20s/30s
LI BRAR IAN, 30s/40s LIFE GUARD, any age

POS SI BLE DOU BLING

Bud
En sem ble #1 . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Billy, Doug the Thug
En sem ble #2 . . . . . . . Bugs, Young Mr. Calloway, Todd Amos,

Steady Eddie
En sem ble #3 . . . . . . . . . Case worker, Mrs. Amos, Deza’s Mom,

Miss Thomas
En sem ble #4 . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Momma
En sem ble #5 . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jerry, Deza’s Dad, Jimmy
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En sem ble #6. . . Barker, Mr. Amos, Horse, Lefty, Doo-Doo-Bug
En sem ble #7 . . . . . . . . . . . . . *An nouncer, Vam pire, Jake, Cop,

Dirty Deed, Life guard
En sem ble #8 . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Young Momma, Deza, Tyla
*En sem ble #9 . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Li brar ian, Po lice Of fi cer
En sem ble #10. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Herman E. Calloway

All ac tors save the ones play ing Bud and Herman E. Calloway
should be con sid ered as cast. They play the breath ers, an i mals
and num bered char ac ters.

All lines and char ac ters should be dis trib uted to suit the strengths
of the pro duc tion at hand. The dou bling as sign ments above are
just an ex am ple.

En sem ble #7: The roles of Jake, Cop and Dirty Deed should be
por trayed by a white male.

*An nouncer: The An nouncer lines can be div vied amongst the
En sem ble or played by the same ac tor as Dirty Deed.

*En sem ble #9: These roles can be played by a white fe male, or
Ensemble #9 can be omit ted. To do so one could have the white 
male play the Li brar ian and have a black male ac tor play Po lice
Of fi cer. The of fi cer is just mus cle for hire, em ployed by the
Pinkertons. I have no idea whether a black ac tor in this role
would con fuse an au di ence, or if his sub se quent res ig na tion
would be more ef fect ing.
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ACT ONE

Scene 1

(A group of boys at tack the stage. Some play at mar bles
and jacks, oth ers roughhouse. Stand ing in a pool of light 
we find BUD CALDWELL. He places his suit case on the 
ground and opens it. He ad dresses the au di ence.)

BUD. Most kids in the home keep their things in a pa per or 
cloth sack, but not me.

#1. Bud has his own suit case.
BUD. Of trea sures. (Of five fly ers, he takes out the only

blue one. He re gards it with great rev er ence.) The pa -
per’s start ing to wear out but I like check ing to see if
there’s any thing I had n’t no ticed be fore.

BILLY. The boys at the home were get ting their nightly
teas ing from the big gest bully there was.

ALL. Billy Burns.
BILLY. I don’t even be long to this place and it ain’t go ing

to be long be fore my momma co mes and gets me out.
BUGS. Billy, your momma must have a real bad re -

memory. Seems like since she was the one what dropped 
you off here she’d’ve re mem bered where she left you by 
now.

BILLY. Well, well, well, look at who piped up, Mr. Bugs.
I would n’t ex pect a lit tle ig no rant roach-head like you to 
know noth ing about folks com ing back here to get you
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out. Any fool you see walk ing down the street could be
them. Seven lit tle boys in this room and not a one of
y’all knows who your folks is.

BUD. That’s not true, I know who my momma is, I lived
with her for six years.

BILLY. And what about your old man? How many years
you live with him? I got a nickel here and you know
what it says? (BILLY holds the nickel up, moves it like a
pup pe teer and speaks in his best buf falo voice.) Billy,
my man, go ahead and bet this lit tle no-momma fool he
don’t know who his daddy is, then I’d have an other
nickel to bang around in your pocket with.

BUD. You owe me a nickel, my daddy plays a gi ant fid dle
and his name is Herman E. Calloway— (The boys erupt
in an ex plo sion of laugh ter.) And with those words that I 
did n’t even mean to say a lit tle seed of a idea started
grow ing.

(A CASE WORKER en ters. The whip has been cracked.
Children form a line fac ing downstage. The WORKER
de lib er ately walks the line.)

BUD. Uh-oh, here we go again. (CASE WORKER stops.)
Shoot! She stopped at me.

CASE WORKER. Are you Buddy Caldwell?

(Lights up on MOMMA.)

MOMMA. Bud is your name and don’t you ever let any one 
call you any thing out side that ei ther. Es pe cially don’t
you ever let any one call you Buddy.

BUD. Yes, Momma.

10 BUD, NOT BUDDY Act I
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MOMMA. Don’t you worry. (Lights out on MOMMA. She
ex its.)

BUD. It’s Bud, not Buddy, ma’am.
CASE WORKER (grabs an other child). Aren’t you Jerry

Clark? Boys, good news! You both have been ac cepted
in new tem po rary-care homes start ing this af ter noon!

JERRY. To gether?
CASE WORKER. Why, no. Jerry, you’ll be in a fam ily

with three lit tle girls…
BUD. Jerry looked like—
JERRY. He’d just found out they were go ing to dip him in

a pot of boil ing milk.
CASE WORKER. And Bud, you’ll be with Mr. and Mrs.

Amos and their son who’s twelve years old. That makes
him just two years older than you, does n’t it, Bud?

BUD. Yes, ma’am.
CASE WORKER. Now, now, boys, no need to look so

glum. There’s a de pres sion go ing on, peo ple can’t find
jobs and we’ve been lucky enough to find two won der -
ful fam i lies who’ve opened their doors for you. Gather
your things. (She ex its.)

BUD. Here we go again. This was the third fos ter home I
was go ing to, but it still sur prises me when my nose gets 
all runny and my throat gets all choky and my eyes get
all sting-y. But the tears com ing out does n’t hap pen.

JERRY. Jerry sat on his bed.
BUD. I could tell that he was los ing the fight not to cry.
JERRY. Tears were pop ping out of his eyes and slip ping

down his cheeks.
BUD. I could n’t help but feel sorry for Jerry. Six is a real

rough age to be at. Most folks think you start to be an
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adult when you’re fif teen or six teen years old, but it re -
ally starts when you’re around six.

JERRY. It’s around six that grown folks stop giv ing you
lit tle swats and taps and jump clean up to giv ing you
slugs that’ll have you see ing stars in the mid dle of the
day.

BUD. The first fos ter home I was in taught me that real
quick.

JERRY. They ex pect you to know ev ery thing they mean.
It’s around six that your teeth start com ing a-loose in
your mouth. Un less you’re as stu pid as a lamp post
you’ve got to won der what’s com ing off next, your arm? 
Your leg? Your neck? Ev ery morn ing it seems a lot of
your parts aren’t stuck on as good as they use to be.

BUD. Three girls sounds ter ri ble, Jerry, but the worst thing 
that’s go ing to hap pen is that they’re go ing to make you
play house a lot. They’ll prob a bly make you be the baby 
and do this kind of junk to you. (Tickles him.) Ga-ga
goo-goo, baby-waby. You’re go ing to be great. (BUD
crosses downstage and ad dresses the au di ence.) Six is
real tough. That’s how old I was when I knocked on
Momma’s bed room door… (Door opens. Sound of si -
rens. Flashing of lights.) Then found her. (BUD plops
down on his suit case and ex am ines his blue flyer.)
Some thing was tell ing me there was a mes sage for me
on this flyer, but I did n’t have the de coder ring.

(A man [BARKER] is re vealed stand ing on a street cor -
ner pass ing out fly ers. His face is ob scured. As he
speaks a spot light ap pears; stand ing in it is YOUNG
MR. CALLOWAY play ing a bass.)
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BARKER. Limited engagement. Di rect from an S.R.O. en -
gage ment in New York City—Herman E. Calloway and
the Dusky Dev as ta tors of the De pres sion!

YOUNG MR. CALLOWAY. In the mid dle of the flyer
was a blurry pic ture of a man.

BUD. I’ve never met him, but I have a pretty good feel ing
that this guy must be my fa ther. Un der neath the pic ture
some one had writ—

BARKER. One night only in Flint, Mich i gan, at the
luxurious Fifty Grand on Sat ur day June 16th, 1932. Nine 
un til—

(MOMMA en ters and takes a flyer from the BARKER.
She crosses in to BUD.)

BUD. I re mem ber Momma bring ing this flyer with her
when she came from work ing one day.

MOMMA. She got very up set.
BUD. I could n’t un der stand, she kept four oth ers that were

a lot like it. (BUD sits strug gling to de code the flyer.)
MOMMA. But this one got her re ally jumpy. (Exits.)

(Lights shift.)

BUD. The only dif fer ence I could see was that the oth ers
did n’t say any thing about Flint on them.

(Lights shift as we are in tro duced to the AMOSES. MR.
and MRS. and TODD AMOS stand next to a bed. MRS.
AMOS waves BUD over. He turns back to the au di ence
and speaks.)
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BUD. Here we go again. (BUD crosses to the bed and
climbs in. The AMOSES exit turn ing out the light.)

Scene 2

(TODD AMOS re-en ters BUD’s new room. He is car ry -
ing a long yel low pen cil. He stops at BUD’s head and
bends over his face. BUD squirms. TODD turns fac ing
downstage hold ing the pen cil like a ther mom e ter. He
wears a robe, slip pers and a gi gan tic smile.)

BUD. It felt like a steam lo co mo tive had jumped the tracks 
and chug-chug-chugged its way straight into my nose.

TODD. Wow! You got all the way up to R! (TODD shows
BUD the writ ing on his pen cil.)

BUD. Ticonderoga? The whole room smelled like eraser
and it felt like some thing had poked the back of my eye -
ball.

TODD. I’ve never got ten it in as deep as the N on any of
you other lit tle street ur chins. I just might en joy your
stay here, Buddy?

BUD. I was n’t about to let any body call me Buddy and
stick a pen cil up my nose.

TODD. All the way to the R.
BUD. My fist came open and when it landed it made a pop 

like a .22 ri fle go ing off.

(A huge smile ap pears on TODD’s face as he slowly un -
does his robe and lets it fall to the ground. BUD throws
him self off the bed fists up, as we hear the open ing bell
to a ti tle fight. They dance around each other.)
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BUD. He could kiss my wrist if he thought I was go ing to
let him whip me up with out a good fight. Be ing this
brave. (TODD punches him square on the nose.)

TODD. Was kind of stu pid. (TODD pro ceeds to whip BUD 
up with out a good fight.) Even though Todd— (Punch.)

BUD. Was a puffy, rich old mama’s boy— (BUD ducks)
who wore a robe and slip pers.

TODD. He could hit like a mule. (Punch. BUD drops to
the floor in a ball.)

BUD. There co mes a time when you’re los ing a fight that
it just does n’t make sense to keep fight ing. It’s not that
you’re be ing a quit ter, it’s just that you’ve got the sense
to know when enough is enough.

(MRS. AMOS en ters. TODD kicks BUD re peat edly.
Upon see ing his mom, he falls to his knees, and grabs
his throat. He be gins to wheeze heavily.)

MRS. AMOS. Toddy? Toddy boy? You lit tle cur, what
have you done to Toddy?

TODD (breath la bored). Oh, Mother…I was only try ing to
help…and…and look what it’s got ten me. (TODD points 
to his cheek.)

MRS. AMOS. How dare you! Not only have you struck
him, you have pro voked his asthma!

TODD. I just tried to waken him to make sure he’d gone to 
the lav a tory, Mother. Look at him, this one’s got
“bed-wet ter” writ ten all over him.

MRS. AMOS. Mrs. Amos hated bed-wet ters more than
any thing in the world.

BUD. I’m not brag ging when I say that I’m one of the best 
li ars in the world; Todd was pretty dog gone good. He
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knew some of the same rules and things I know. Shucks, 
I’ve got so many of them rememorized that I had to give 
them num bers, and it seemed like Todd knew num ber 3
of…

(Fan fare.)

AN NOUNCER. Bud Caldwell’s Rules and Things for Hav -
ing a Funner Life and Making a Better Liar Out of
Your self. Rules and Things Number 3—

BUD. If you got to tell a lie, make sure it’s sim ple and
easy to re mem ber.

TODD. Todd had done that.
MRS. AMOS. You beastly lit tle brute, I will not tol er ate

even one night of you un der my roof.

(MR. AMOS en ters.)

MRS. AMOS. Lord knows I have been stung by my own
peo ple be fore. I do not have time to put up with the
fool ish ness of those mem bers of our race who do not
want to be up lifted. In the morn ing I’ll be get ting in
touch with the home and, much as a bad penny, you
shall re turn to them. Mr. Amos will show you to the
shed. (BUD reaches for his suit case.) Oh, no, we shall
hold on to his be loved valu ables. Apol o gize or I shall be 
forced to give you the strap ping of your life. (MRS.
AMOS raises her hand. She is hold ing a belt.)

BUD. I’d apol o gize. One beat ing from these Amoses was
enough for me.

MRS. AMOS. Well?
BUD. I started shoot ing apol o gies out.
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TODD. Like John Dillinger shoots out bul lets.
BUD. It was wrong to hit you. I know you were only try -

ing to help. (To MR. AMOS.) And sir, I’m sorry I got
you out of your sleep.

(MRS. AMOS be gins swat ting the in side of her palm
with the belt.)

MRS. AMOS. Mrs. Amos?
BUD. Was go ing to be the hard est— I’m so grate ful for all 

of your help. And I’m re ally, re ally sorry… I could
see—

MRS. AMOS. She needed more.
BUD. Please don’t send me back— I was be ing just like

Brer Rab bit, when he yelled out, “Please, Brer Fox,
don’t throw me in the pricker patch.” This was…

(Fan fare.)

AN NOUNCER. Bud Caldwell’s Rules and Things to Make 
a Better Liar of Your self. Number 118—

BUD. You have to give adults some thing that they think 
they can use to hurt you by tak ing it away. That way
they might not take some thing away that you re ally
do want.

MRS. AMOS. Enough. Put him in the shed. (MRS. AMOS
ex its.)

(MR. AMOS leaves to fetch BUD’s linen. TODD’s
asthma van ishes.)
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TODD. Buddy, keep a sharp eye out for the vam pire bats.
Oh, and watch out for those spi ders and cen ti pedes,
Buddy.

BUD. I re mem ber what hap pened to my best friend, Bugs.

(Lights up on BUGS. He is ly ing down, tug ging, pick ing
and fuss ing at his ear.)

BUGS. When a cock roach crawled in his ear one night at
the home!

(EN SEM BLE MEM BERS 1, 3 and 4 con verge on BUGS.)

#4. Four grown folks had held Bugs down—
#1. Whilst they tried to pull it out with a pair of tweez ers.
#3. But the only thing that that did was pull the roaches

back legs off. (BUGS screams.)
BUD. You’d have thought they were pull ing his legs off,

not some cock roach’s!!
#3. They were go ing to have to take him to the emer gency

room to get the roach out.

(Shift. 1, 3 and 4 exit. BUGS steps to ward BUD.)

BUD. It was al most morn ing when Bugs got back. Did
they get it out?

BUGS. Oh, hi, Bud. Yeah, they got him.
BUD. Did it hurt a lot?
BUGS. Nope.
BUD. Were you scared?
BUGS. Nope.
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BUD. Then how come you were scream ing so dog gone
loud?

BUGS. I did n’t know I was, I prob a bly could n’t hear me
scream ing ’cause that roach was so loud.

BUD. I’ve seen lots of roaches but I’ve never heard one of
them make any sound.

BUGS. Well, bugs ain’t so dif fer ent from us as you’d
think; soon as he saw those tweez ers com ing he com -
menced to scream ing, scream ing in Eng lish too, not
some bug lan guage like you’d ex pect from a roach.

BUD. Yeah? What’d he say?
BUGS. All he kept yell ing was, “My legs! My legs! Why

have they done this to my legs?” (BUGS faces the au di -
ence.) That’s the true story about how Bugs started get -
ting called Bugs. (BUGS bows and ex its.)

(BUD looks at TODD. MR. AMOS grabs BUD by the
arm.)

TODD. The last kid who got put in there got stung so bad
he was swole up as big as a whale. The kid be fore that
 hasn’t been found to this day. All that’s left is that big
pud dle of his blood on the floor.

(MR. AMOS guides BUD to ward the kitchen door. BUD
stops in his tracks.)

BUD. There was a dou ble-bar reled shot gun lean ing against
the side of the ice box. (BUD spies his suit case. He
reaches for it. MR. AMOS pulls him back.) My suit case!
(MR. AMOS drags BUD the rest of the way out side.)

Act I BUD, NOT BUDDY 19

© Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois.



MR. AMOS. Into the dark. (MR. AMOS hands BUD the
).edis ni DUB segdun dna wol lip dna tek nalb

BUD. If I was like a nor mal kid I would’ve bust out cry -
ing. There was a big black stain in the dirt! They re ally

fo hctap a htiw dehs a ni peels em ekam ot gni og erew
a ereh fo tuo deraep pa sid dah ohw dik taht morf doolb

cou ple weeks ago!
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