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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
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For the Wordsmith, Jim Lehrer:
On ward, sir!
Ever onward.

* * * *

And to Alex and Nicky:
The same as above.
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IM POR TANT BILLING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to James Glossman as the
dramatizer of the play and James Lehrer as the au thor of the book 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 James Glossman and James Lehrer 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 James Glossman and
James Lehrer, 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:

“Or i ginally pro duced by Play wrights Thea tre of New Jer sey,
Mad i son, N.J., John Pietrowski, Ar tis tic Di rec tor.”

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



FLYING CROWS was first pre sented in a fully staged
work shop at Play wrights Thea tre in Mad i son, N.J., in De -
cem ber 2006, di rected by James Glossman with sound de -
sign by Jeff Knapp. The cast was:

OLDER MAN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Rich ard Cur rie
MID DLE-AGED MAN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Dan Domingues
YOUNG MAN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jake Speck
THE WOMAN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Prentiss Benjamin

A slightly re-worked ver sion was later pre sented in an
on-book stag ing at New Jer sey Rep er tory Thea tre, Long
Branch, N.J., in June 2007, again di rected by James
Glossman with sound de sign by Jeff Knapp. The cast was:

OLDER MAN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . John Astin
MID DLE-AGED MAN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Dan Domingues
YOUNG MAN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . An thony Blaha
THE WOMAN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Prentiss Benjamin
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The world pre miere pro duc tion of FLYING CROWS
opened on March 2, 2008, at Play wrights Thea tre in Mad i -
son, N.J. (ar tis tic director, John Pietrowski), di rected by
James Glossman, with the fol low ing cast and de sign ers:

OLDER MAN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Reathel Bean
MID DLE-AGED MAN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Dan Domingues
YOUNG MAN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . An thony Blaha
THE WOMAN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Prentiss Benjamin

Sound and Mul ti me dia De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jeff Knapp
Cos tume De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Bettina Bierly
Lighting De sign. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . John Wade
Set De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Drew Fran cis
Pro duc tion Stage Man ager . . . . . . . . . . Danielle Con stance
Cos tume As sis tant . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Marissa Marlborough
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FLYING CROWS

CHAR AC TERS

OLDER MAN (JOSH [1933, 1918, 1905]; LUKE [1997];
HARRY LEON ARD [1998])

MID DLE-AGED MAN (LT. RANDY BENTON [1997];
AMOS [1933]; DR. WILL MITCH ELL [1933, 1918]);
var i ous others

YOUNG MAN (BIRDIE [1933, 1997]; MAR SHAL
LLOYD [1905]; JULES PERKINS [1997]; var i ous oth -
ers)

THE WOMAN (MED TECH, AUNT MARY, NURSE,
SHER IFF DIANE SAMS [1997]; LAW RENCE,
HILDA, JANICE [1933]; DR. MAY FIELD [1918]; var i -
ous oth ers)

The ac tion of the play takes place mainly in 1997, 1933 and
1918 in Un ion Sta tion, Kan sas City, Mo., and in the Mis souri
State Lu na tic Asy lum, with oc ca sional Mis souri side trips along
the way.

The ac tion of the play is in tended to be as fluid and the at ri cally
“cin e matic” as pos si ble, on a bare stage with just a few rock ing
chairs, a roll ing ta ble, and a base ball bat as the ma jor prop er ties; 
with ac tors mov ing quickly and eas ily from era to era; and with
a few pro jec tions hang ing above the ac tion to help keep the au -
di ence “lo cated in time.”

7

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



NOTE: Pro ducing com pa nies are in vited ei ther to in ves ti -
gate and dis cover their own pe riod im ages and mu sic, or to 
con tact orig i nal Multi-me dia De signer Jeff Knapp, at
jknapp@jephens.com.
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ACT I

(As the au di ence en ters, we see sev eral sim ple wooden
rock ing chairs ar ranged across the stage. We hear folk
mu sic from the 1930s, with a slight taste of the Ozarks,
about dust bowls and beau ti ful girls and gang sters. We
see TWO MEN—one quite old, one young—sit ting and
rock ing in two of the rock ing chairs, cen ter, side by side, 
dressed in non de script gray in sti tu tional shirts and blue
denim pants. The YOUNG MAN has his sleeves rolled
up above the el bows; the OLDER MAN is but toned up,
both at col lar and cuffs. They rock in a reg u lar rhythm,
as if they could keep this up for hours.

As the play be gins, a cor ri dor of light opens UC and a
lovely young WOMAN en ters to ward us down this path,
look ing at the two rock ing MEN. As she reaches their
rock ing chairs, she nods to the light ing booth, and the
front light fades on the MEN, leav ing them as rock ing
sil hou ettes.

When she speaks to the au di ence, the TWO SEATED
MEN spring into ac tion, build ing the set ting out of the
rock ing chairs—al most all of the raw ma te rial that will
be used to cre ate the play’s scenes. They are joined for
the scene change by the fi nal ac tor of the piece, a solid,

9
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MID DLE-AGED MAN, who flips on a flash light as the
fur ni ture shifts in the dim ness. At the mo ment, he is
dressed in a windbreaker, base ball cap and kha kis, like
an off-duty cop. At the same time, a large PRO JEC TION 
is seen hov er ing above: KAN SAS CITY, 1997.)

THE WOMAN. A pri vate se cu rity firm had al ready done a
search of the vast, mostly de serted Un ion Sta tion build -
ing.

MID DLE-AGED MAN (flip ping on a flash light as the fur -
ni ture shifts in the dim ness). Hello! Any body in here?

OLDER MAN (speak ing rap idly to WOMAN as he works,
very help ful). But the con trac tor’s in sur ance com pany—

THE WOMAN (still to au di ence). in con sul ta tion with the
city man ager’s of fice—

MID DLE-AGED MAN [RANDY]. HELLO?
OLDER MAN. —in sisted that there be one fi nal, thor ough

in spec tion su per vised by the Kan sas City Po lice De part -
ment.

RANDY (look ing at some thing dis gust ing on his shoe).
Aww…what is that?

OLDER MAN [LUKE] (to RANDY, anx ious about this).
They wanted to make ab so lutely sure there was noth ing
on the pre mises—

THE WOMAN. —par tic u larly no per son or an i mal, dead
or alive—

LUKE (over lap ping, im pa tient of in ter rup tion). Dead or
alive, that could, through le gal or other means, im pede
the im por tant res to ra tion work that was about to be gin.

RANDY (now the crud has got ten on his hand). Aw,
hell… What is that?

10 FLYING CROWS Act I
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THE WOMAN (in di cat ing RANDY, now wip ing off hand).
That was how Randy Benton—

RANDY (with tired irony). Lieu ten ant Randy Benton—
LUKE (ea gerly shak ing hands with RANDY). —and Luke

Wil liams, a newly hired uni formed guard for the Un ion
Sta tion Re birth Cor po ra tion!

THE WOMAN. —found a per son.

(MU SIC, as LIGHTS snap to down ward shaft il lu mi nat -
ing a gap now cre ated within a heap of stacked rock ing
chairs. From the shad owy gap we hear a faint qua ver ing 
voice of YOUNG AC TOR now play ing OLD BIRDIE:)

BIRDIE. Please…
RANDY (whis per ing). I hear some thing.
LUKE (edg ing away). Yeah. Maybe I should go and call

this in—
RANDY (shout ing). Is any one in there?
THE WOMAN. They were in a store room un der the old

Harvey House Res tau rant. The voice seemed like it was
com ing from be hind a fancy full-length mir ror against
the far wall.

BIRDIE (still in vis i ble within the awk ward-look ing con -
struc tion). Please….

RANDY (pull ing on the “mir ror”—part of the chair con -
struc tion). Heavy dark oak frame around the cracked and 
yel lowed glass—

THE WOMAN. —Or nate, de tailed etch ing of Ro man sol -
diers on horses—

RANDY (still pull ing on un yield ing mir ror). —el e gantly
dressed women in car riages—

Act I FLYING CROWS 11
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RANDY & WOMAN. Why would an ex pen sive piece like
this be hang ing in a res tau rant store room?

BIRDIE (even more ghostly). Please…!
LUKE (try ing to get away again). Maybe I c’n go find

some an tique dealer and ask about it maybe— (RANDY
grabs LUKE’s wrist with out even look ing, hold ing him
in place.)

RANDY. Hold it. Hinges…
THE WOMAN (re mov ing chair). And the mir ror swung

eas ily away from the wall, like a door. (MU SIC stops.)
RANDY (call ing again, unholstering his gun). Is any one in 

there? This is the po lice!
LUKE (duck ing aside as he sees RANDY’s gun). Oh shit…
RANDY. Kan sas City PD!
BIRDIE (from within). Please…don’t hurt me…please….
THE WOMAN. And that was how Lieu ten ant Randy

Benton, a forty-five-year-old de tec tive in the KCPD Vi -
o lent Crimes Di vi sion, found a liv ing per son—a very old 
liv ing per son—named Birdie.

(MU SIC again, as BIRDIE, a tall, thin man at least well 
into his sev en ties, edges into the LIGHT. He wears a
blue work shirt and old denim pants, un der a long coat,
filthy and un kempt. He is squint ing into RANDY’s flash -
light beam, as RANDY puts away his gun and RANDY
and LUKE al most lift and carry BIRDIE into the low
seat of an other rocker, which THE WOMAN has placed
apart, in a sep a rate low pool of LIGHT.)

RANDY (as they get him seated). What are you do ing
here—in Un ion Sta tion?

12 FLYING CROWS Act I
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(BIRDIE speaks as if he were just learn ing how, though
with a rusty, crack ing voice.)

BIRDIE. This…is…where…I…live.
LUKE. No body lives in a train sta tion.
RANDY. What’s your name?
BIRDIE. Birdie.
RANDY. What’s your last name?
BIRDIE. Birdie…just Birdie…Carlucci…right, Carlucci…

Name’s Birdie Carlucci.
LUKE. OK, Carlucci. Where you from?
BIRDIE (now sud denly look ing right at LUKE). I’m…an

es caped… LU NA TIC. (LUKE backs away quick.)
RANDY. Where did you es cape from, Mr. Carlucci?
BIRDIE. The…Somerset…asy lum.
RANDY. How did you get here?
BIRDIE. I came…with Josh…on The Flying Crow.
LUKE (still backed off). What’s he say ing? Rode here on a 

crow? Sure sounds like a looney, all right.
RANDY (an noyed at the in ter rup tion). I know all about

The Flying Crow. (To BIRDIE:) Stream lined pas sen ger
train of the Kan sas City South ern. “Lux ury on the Line.” 
(Aside to LUKE:) Went out of busi ness at least thirty
years ago.

BIRDIE. Where’s Josh?
RANDY. Who’s Josh? (BIRDIE is look ing around with

fear.) Who’s Josh, Mr. Carlucci?
BIRDIE (look ing around, breath ing faster). He’s my

friend…from Cen tral ia.
RANDY (lean ing in, speak ing gently). My aunt’s a li brar -

ian in Langley, that’s not far from Cen tral ia. Where’s
Josh now?

Act I FLYING CROWS 13
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BIRDIE. Josh…loves books. Spent all his time…in the li -
brary…at Somerset. He’s…cured.

RANDY. Cured of what?
BIRDIE. Of…see ing some thing aw ful.
RANDY. When did you and Josh come here to Un ion Sta -

tion, Mr. Carlucci?
BIRDIE. Sixty-four…years…ago.

(MU SIC re turns, now with squawk of po lice ra dios and
flash ing lights of an un seen ambulance. THE WOMAN
be comes MED TECH.)

RANDY. Where are you from orig i nally, Mr. Carlucci?
BIRDIE. Here…Kan sas City…re ally. (BIRDIE is still

speak ing in frag ments, but seems far more de lib er ate
about it now, as if choos ing which words to say and
which to hold back.)

LUKE. You did n’t live in that lit tle room down there for
sixty-four years, did you, mis ter?

BIRDIE. No…no. At first, I moved around…stay ing dif fer -
ent places…each night or two.

RANDY. Dif fer ent places?
BIRDIE. Waiting room…bag gage rooms…down at the

train shed…of fices, stores, all over. This is a big, big
build ing. (Fiercely, as MED TECH shines a light in
each of his eyes:) I was here. I saw it…don’t ask me
any thing. You won’t get noth ing outa me.

RANDY. What?
BIRDIE. I know you want to hear about…Pretty Boy…and 

Righetti. But I won’t talk. Don’t you worry.
RANDY (over lap ping). “Pretty Boy”? What are you—are

you talk ing about Pretty Boy Floyd?

14 FLYING CROWS Act I

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



BIRDIE. I was here. I saw it.
RANDY. Is that who you’re talk ing about, Mr. Carlucci?

Pretty Boy Floyd, the gang ster? Did you see the…what
wa…back in the thir ties, what——the, the, the Un ion
Sta tion Massac—did you see the Un ion Sta tion mas sa -
cre, Mr. Carlucci? All those law men and their pris oner
shot and killed right here, right in front of this train sta -
tion. Gunned down right in the mid dle of the day? Is
that what you’re say ing?

BIRDIE. It was…a great life. (He is be ing strapped onto
the stretcher.)

RANDY. I don’t un der stand—back then, did you tell any -
body what you saw, Mr. Carlucci?

(BIRDIE is look ing around, now pan ick ing, grabs
RANDY’s jacket to keep from be ing rolled away up a
path way now cre ated by col umns of rock ing chairs.)

BIRDIE. Don’t want…to go…back. Not now. (Getting
breath less again.)

LUKE. Back where?
BIRDIE (whis per ing fiercely). To Somerset…the asy lum.

They’ll kill me. Josh said—
RANDY. Somerset’s been closed down for years, Mr.

Carlucci. They don’t even have places like that any more. 
These of fi cers will take you to a hos pi tal to get checked
out, and then you’ll be turned over to some body in
Social Services. You’ll be fine.

BIRDIE (not let ting go). Tell Josh… Tell Josh…where I
am.

RANDY. Cer tainly, Mr. Carlucci, I’ll try. What’s his last
name? Josh what?

Act I FLYING CROWS 15
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BIRDIE. Don’t…know. He saw.
MED TECH. Ex cuse me, De tec tive. This old guy is se ri -

ously de hy drated, with an ir reg u lar heart beat and Lord
knows what else. We’re get ting him to the ER right
now. So un less this massacre thing is some kind of
break ing case…?

RANDY. The Un ion Sta tion mas sa cre was in 1933. A
bunch of cops and FBI men and their pris oner got
gunned down by gang sters just right about here, right
where we’re stand ing.

MED TECH. So no im me di ate threat to national security,
then. You can talk to him in the hos pi tal.

BIRDIE (still hold ing onto RANDY’s jacket, keep ing
stretcher from moving). Tell Josh. He saw!

RANDY. Saw what, Mr. Carlucci? Did Josh see the Un ion
Sta tion mas sa cre too?

BIRDIE. Don’t be…stu pid. What, your, your ears…filled
with nick els? Josh saw the Cen tral ia mas sa cre.

RANDY. Cen tral ia?
MED TECH (stop ping to un clasp BIRDIE’s fist from

RANDY’s jacket). Come on, Mister Man. I gotta get you
to the hos pi tal. Enough mas sa cres, OK, Mis ter?

RANDY (got the name con nected now). Cen tral ia? But
was n’t…that was back dur ing the Civil War, Mr.
Carlucci. The Cen tral ia Mas sa cre was more than a hun -
dred…a hun dred and thirty years ago.

BIRDIE (hold ing on, try ing to get up into RANDY’s face).
Will you tell Josh…where I am?

(MED TECH gives RANDY a look.)

RANDY. Yessir, Mr. Carlucci. I’ll tell him. I’ll tell Josh.
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(BIRDIE lets go and is rap idly wheeled away up the line 
of chairs, con tin u ing to mut ter: “Tell Josh…Tell
Josh…!” RANDY watches, then turns to ward the au di -
ence and rubs a tired hand over his face.)

RANDY (cont’d). I’ll just…tell Josh. (He al most laughs.)
Sure I will.

(MU SIC, as chairs shift into the geo met ric rows we first
saw. JOSH takes his place in one of the chairs in the
front row, starts rock ing with steady reg u lar ity.

LIGHTS grad u ally shift to very late af ter noon. We are
now in the large, screened-porch com mon room at
Somerset. Birdsong and other ru ral out door sounds as
AMOS ap pears—a burly at ten dant, dressed in soiled
whites, played by the same ac tor who played RANDY—
push ing YOUNG BIRDIE be fore him. BIRDIE is some -
thing of a mess, like he’s been roughed up.

As AMOS speaks—loudly, jarringly—MU SIC cuts off
sharply:)

AMOS. Hey, Josh, here’s a new one!

(PRO JEC TION ap pears over their heads: SOMERSET
ASY LUM, 1933.)

THE WOMAN. Josh had been rock ing in the com mon
room for nearly ninety min utes when they hus tled some -
body in—
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JOSH (fin ish ing her thought). —some body who smelled
like bad meat.

THE WOMAN. Kid could n’t be more than six teen, sev en -
teen years old…

(As JOSH says this, he opens his eyes and speaks di -
rectly to THE WOMAN. He is the only char ac ter who
does so—to ev ery one else, her words, when she is not
spe cif i cally play ing a char ac ter, are mak ing clear to
them some thing in side their own head. JOSH has been
liv ing in side his own head for a very long while now,
and can thus see THE WOMAN clearly. AMOS sits
YOUNG BIRDIE down force fully in the chair on JOSH’s 
left, shov ing him into place with a pad ded base ball bat.)

AMOS. Here’s a new one for ya called Birdie!
JOSH (to WOMAN). It was Amos, the bush whacker who

smelled like Ivory,
THE WOMAN & JOSH. “The Soap That Floats!” (This

makes both of them smile.)
AMOS (pat ting BIRDIE, now in place on a rocker). Teach

him, Josh. Teach this lit tle Birdie how to rock the loon -
ies away. Rock, rock, rock, Birdie. Rock, rock, rock.
(AMOS strolls off, laugh ing.)

JOSH (clos ing his eyes again). Bush whacker.
THE WOMAN. “Bush whacker” was what ev ery one here at 

the Mis souri State Asy lum for the In sane called the at -
ten dants.

JOSH. Some body had used the name sev eral years ago as a 
kind of pe jo ra tive joke, but it had caught on—

THE WOMAN. —and was now part of the ac cepted lan -
guage. Josh knew about the orig i nal bush whack ers—
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JOSH (his eyes still closed). —bar baric bands of Con fed er -
ate gue ril las who preyed on Un ion sol diers and sym pa -
thiz ers dur ing the Civil War. Their worst crime, of
course, was com mit ted at Cen tral ia.

THE WOMAN. Josh was an ex pert on that.

(Through all this, YOUNG BIRDIE has been sit ting
rigid, his eyes wide open. As she speaks, THE WOMAN
be gins to walk around, set ting each of the empty rock ing 
chairs to rock ing, one af ter an other.)

THE WOMAN (cont’d). Most of the other inmates in the
room were rocking. Josh could hear the low sounds on
the wooden floor.

JOSH. All us lu na tics, lined up in straight rows eight
across like sol diers.

THE WOMAN. Or school chil dren.
JOSH. Or sticks.
THE WOMAN. Law rence of Sedalia, three rows down and 

to the left, was one of the few who never rocked. Law -
rence just sat there dur ing rock ing time—

JOSH. —still as one of those Civil War stat ues on a court -
house square.

THE WOMAN. The only time Law rence moved…
JOSH. …was when he took off his clothes—
THE WOMAN. —which, he said, drove him crazy.

(We hear a dis tant hor ri ble weep ing, as if com ing from
one of the empty chairs be hind them.)
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JOSH. The bush whack ers used to make him put his clothes 
back on, but lately they’d be gun to just leave him mostly 
na ked.

THE WOMAN. Some times even when he was drip ping
wet from one of the hydrotherapy tubs where they’d just 
been hos ing him down, they’d just leave him to sit, and
not rock—

JOSH (thought ful). —mostly na ked.

(He turns and looks a mo ment at BIRDIE, still and
straight be side him, eyes wide. THE WOMAN co mes
around be side JOSH, on the op po site side.)

THE WOMAN (im plor ing JOSH). That’s the way Josh’s
own eyes used to be—

JOSH. —be fore Dr. Will Mitch ell helped me start my Cen -
tral ia per for mances.

THE WOMAN. Maybe this kid Birdie could per form
some thing that could help him too.

JOSH (hard). Maybe he’d end up with the incurables—
THE WOMAN (still “push ing” JOSH). —mostly old sol -

diers who saw some thing in the war that made them
crazy.

(They look each other in the eye a long mo ment. Then
JOSH sighs and turns back to YOUNG BIRDIE.)

JOSH. Hey. Birdie, is it? Ever sat in a rock ing chair be -
fore? (Noth ing. He turns back again, giv ing THE
WOMAN a “You see?” sort of look. She nods to ward
YOUNG BIRDIE again, and JOSH re luc tantly makes
an other at tempt, dem on strat ing). All you have to do is
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put your feet down on the floor in front of you and push 
back. Do it gently. Let the chair rock you for ward, and
then push your feet against the floor again. Do it over
and over. Noth ing to it, see? That’s what we mostly do
is rock—in the morn ing for two hours, in the af ter noon
for two hours, and af ter sup per for an hour be fore we go 
to bed—so you’d better start do ing it. Try it. You can do 
it. If you don’t rock you won’t have much to do here,
just sweep the floor or go to the li brary. They’ve got big 
heavy push brooms for sweep ing and pol ish ing the floor, 
and you can do that all day, but it’s not as good as rock -
ing. And you can only go to the li brary in the morn ing.
Amos said your name was Birdie, right? Birdie from
where? Where in Mis souri you from? (With sud den frus -
tra tion:) Birdie as in tweet-tweet?

(YOUNG BIRDIE turns his head to ward JOSH and
speaks in a deep, rough voice:)

BIRDIE. Tweet-tweet. (And sud denly laughs…and just as
sud denly stops again.) Kan sas City.

JOSH (star tled). What?
BIRDIE. I’m from Kan sas City. You?
JOSH. Mostly from Cen tral ia. I’m from Cen tral ia.
BIRDIE. Never heard of it.
JOSH. OK, then, fine with me. But start rock ing, Birdie of

Kan sas City. It’s the only med i cine they’ve got around
here to calm you down be sides a base ball bat and a lot
of hot and cold wa ter. So, for your own good, rock,
Birdie of Kan sas City. (BIRDIE does his quick laugh-
 and-stop-again, then sets him self and starts to rock.)
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That’s great. (He matches his chair’s rhythm to
BIRDIE’s.) You’re a rock ing nat u ral.

BIRDIE. That’s me, I guess. A rock ing nat u ral. A rock ing
nat u ral in the nuthouse, that’s me. (He laughs again, the
laugh ter turn ing into a yawn.) It’s mak ing me sleepy.

JOSH. It’s OK to sleep. I know about sleep be cause I
could n’t do much of it for a long time when I came
here.

BIRDIE. Why not? (He has stopped rock ing. JOSH’s rock -
ing con tin ues steadily.)

JOSH. Ev ery time I closed my eyes, I’d see some thing aw -
ful that I’d seen be fore, and I’d start to scream and rant.
That’s why I’m here.

BIRDIE. That’s it? That’s what you do to show you’re
crazy?

JOSH. Don’t worry. Not ev ery body’s the same kind of
crazy, of course.

BIRDIE (start ing to rock again, speak ing very loudly now). 
Me too! That’s my prob lem too! You bet. That’s it. I
close my eyes and scream! That’s me too.

THE WOMAN. Josh hoped Amos or one of the other
bush whack ers did n’t hear the kid.

JOSH. Talking was n’t al lowed dur ing rock ing time.

(YOUNG BIRDIE’s eye lids drift closed, and then sud -
denly he throws his hands up ward and be gins to scream
very loudly:)

BIRDIE. NO! NOOOOO! STOP! DON’T SHOOT NO
MORE! NO! NO! THE BLOOD! LOOK AT THE
BLOOD! HELP! HELP ME! HEEEEEEELP MEEEEE!
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(AMOS re ap pears on the run, hold ing a base ball bat
with a piece of old quilt wrapped around the fat part
and held in place by large rub ber bands. As he crosses
to just downstage of the scream ing BIRDIE, mask ing our 
view, he winds up and ap pears to hit BIRDIE pre cisely
on the side of the head with the bat.

At the mo ment of im pact, there is a bright, blind ing flash 
of light, along with the over-am pli fied sound of…well, of 
a pad ded base ball bat hit ting the side of a man’s head. 

When AMOS steps aside, BIRDIE’s head is lolling down 
on his chest, un con scious.)

AMOS. Damn lit tle loud mouth Kan sas City pain in the ass. 
I’d just filled out a queen-high flush! You’re not do ing
your job, Josh. You get that boy all calmed down good
or he’ll be “step ping out” a lot more, yeah?

JOSH (con tin u ing to rock steadily). He’ll calm down, Mr.
Amos. Yessir, he’ll calm right down all right.

AMOS. All right. (As he leaves:) Damn, when am I ever
gonna see cards like that again… (He is gone.)

JOSH (con tin ues to rock as he speaks qui etly to the un con -
scious BIRDIE). They call ’em Somerset Slug gers
around here. It’s one of those Lou is ville Slug ger base -
ball bats with a piece of old quilt wrapped around the fat 
part with rub ber bands. Makes a sound like no other
sound I ever heard. (He closes his eyes.) Well, go ahead
and sleep for now, Birdie of Kan sas City. I won der what 
kind of bloody hor rors you see when you close your
eyes. But sleep for now. Sleep.
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