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SIMPLY DIVIDED
A Comedy in Two Acts
by Jeff Lovett

SYNOPSIS: Ever since the Toyota plant opened, the men of Simply, Alabama
have been leaving town. Diner owner Sissy Mae leans on her three closest
friends as the town fades around them. But when a handsome new teacher
arrives, old wounds, new rivalries, and a wave of jealousy threaten to tear their
friendship apart. Simply Divided is a sharp, funny, and bittersweet portrait of
small-town life, love, and the chaos that comes when loneliness meets

competition.

DURATION: 120 minutes.
TIME: Present day.
PLACE: Simply Delicious Diner.

CAST OF CHA TE
(6 femadés, 3 males

wner of Simply Delicious Diner. (277

es)
#The town’s “Cougar”. (236 lines)

A regular customer at the diner. (86 lines)
A part-time tennis coach. (146 lines)

A free-lance hair stylist. (166 lines)

The town’s most eligible bachelor. (105
lines)

Sissy Mae’s daughter. (139 lines)

A young widow. (7 lines)

Sissy Mae’s husband. (31 lines)

(4 lines)

NOTE: Full character descriptions can be found at the end of the script.
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SET

This play consists of one setting: The Simply Delicious Diner. There is a
dining counter and three small tables, with chairs, placed around the set but
the number of tables and chairs may be adjusted for your needs and available
space. There are three entry doors used during the production: one exterior
door downstage left and two doors leading offstage right to the kitchen and
the restroom. The set has been kept purposely simple for easy construction and
easy adaptability to a wide variety of performance spaces.

Y DIVIDED
cad Sct Design
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PROPS

ACT ONE, SCENE 1

N A " " e e A e e A [y

Coffeemaker

Cash Register

Radio

Dry Erase Board w/ markers and erasers
Dart board

Box of darts

Glass coffee pot

Purse

Salt & Pepper shakers (3 pairs)
Tray

Apron

Order Pad

Pencil

Glass of orange juice

Dishrag

Wind-up clock

Watch

Plastic ketchup Bett

Spray bottl isinfectant
Vodka bottle

d'plastic solo cup
lice of pumpernickel toast
Tennis racket
Pot and ladle
Carryout box
Fake money
Long wig on foam head
Large bag with Charity’s hair supplies
Cell phone
Coffee cup
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[1  Money wrapped in plastic
[J  Sheet of paper
[l Lighter

ACT ONE, SCENE 2

Blue Solo cup

Red Solo cup
Cigarettes

Makeup mirror

Eye Makeup

Paper grocery bag
Pan full of silverware
Napkins

Coffee cup

Tray with Steak Dinner
Comb

Mirror

Lipstick

Wheeled suitcase
Plastic bottle of hai
Cellphone

I e

Money wr: i stic
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[ (2)Ap ith “S” on front

s hat
y with salt & pepper shakers (3 pair)
(3) Cellphones
Charity’s hair bag and supplies

Plastic Smock

Plastic hair dye bottle
Mirror

Ladle

Coffee cup

N [

Fake money
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[l Cigarette
[J  Checkbook

ACT TWO, SCENE 2

First Aid Kit

Silverware

Napkins

Charity’s bag of hair products
D’Ellen’s wig

Skull cap

Purse

Cigarettes

(4) Coftee cups

Fake money

Order pad

Plastic ketchup bottle

Spray bottle of disinfectant
Tray with sandwich

Bouquet of flowers

Box of chocolates

Plate with toast

(2) Envelo
Box of darts
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ACT ONE, SCENE 1

AT START: The scene opens with the interior of Simply Delicious, the
last diner still open in the small town of Simply, Alabama. The town has
been slowly dying ever since Toyota opened a new truck plant in
neighboring Mobile and the majority of the male population has moved
away seeking high paying automotive jobs. Simply Delicious is a quaint
little restaurant that specializes in authentic Southern Cooking and is
owned and operated by SISSY MAE MONTGOMERY.

The diner is decorated with SISSY MAE'S collection of- ern” art
and shows her fondness for chickens. The walls fe@ pictares of
chickens, framed needle point tapestries of roosteks and hens, plus

various other memorabilia like old Coca-@bla i rusty farm
implements and a small collection of collect 2s which are for
'show' and not to be used by the patrofis. Theresis a dining counter
situated in the upstage right corner and\behind it is a set of swinging
double doors up stage right that £€xit int kitchen. There are two
round bar stools on the left si the bar. On the counter near the
kitchen door is a coffee makersy, a small dusty cash register and radio.
On the wall, above the @ machines, are three signs. One
advertises the diner's cialties including their “Bottomless Cup of
Coffee” and "Frie 1 hat Would Make the Colonel Come Back
From the Dead" which,features a drawing of KFC's Colonel Sanders

three small round tables in the diner, depending on the size of the set.
Downstage of the counter is a door which exits to the restroom. There
is a small sign hanging on the door that says "Chicks & Chucks"
showing a rooster and a hen standing outside of an outhouse and
indicating that the restroom is unisex. The left wall features a large
picture window looking out onto a street scene which shows a
hardware store across the street that is boarded up and empty and a
book store with a large "Going Out of Business" sign plastered across
its front “Come Back and Bring Your Hungry Friends!” The door has a
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small bell mounted on the wall above it that rings cheerfully when a
customer comes into the diner, an occurrence that does not happen as
often as it used to. There are two prominent fixtures hanging from the
walls of the diner. One is a large sign that says "Today's Special” with
a dry erase board underneath which hangs on the back wall just center
of the dining counter. Another is a large dart board which is mounted
on the wall between the counter and the bathroom door. Affixed to the
center of the dart board is a piece of paper featuring the Toyota logo
which has several darts stuck in it. There is a small box of extra darts
on the corner of the counter for patrons to show displeasure with the
company.

When the curtain opens, the radio is playing a Hank ms song. We
hear a couple of pots bang around in the Ki % SISSY MAE

enters through the kitchen door, singing alo e radio. She is
carrying a coffee pot full of fresh water which shewpéurs into the coffee
maker. After she turns it on, she exits from behind the diner counter
and approaches the "Today's Spegfal” bo d writes down the day's
specialty, Fried Chicken Liver. he finishes writing the special, the
song on the radio comes slose apd the announcer from the local
AM radio station comes o peaker.

ANNOUNCER: ( ed or offstage.) You're listening to WSP,
AM 720, Simply Radio. That was the late, great Hank Williams...
who dieg e back seat of a Cadillac... not some damn Toyotal

SISSY MA w yeah!

continues to write on the board, adding the words “with
grits” thenferases it and writes “with cheese grits” and a price of $5.99.
As she writes, the ANNOUNCER continues to speak on the radio.

ANNOUNCER: (Pre-recorded or offstage.) Well, folks. It's time for the
daily Population Report for Simply, Alabama... brought to you by
Joe's Moving and Storage. Remember, when you got to go, go with
Joe. Okay, here's the new figures from Blanche over at the
Chamber of Commerce. And if you're listening, Blanche, tell Joe
Earl I'm leaving the station at five to go cat fishing and if he wants
to go with me, to bring his own stink bait. Okay, folks... here's the
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tally. The population of Simply, as of this morning, was 2,783
women...

SISSY MAE turns to look at the radio, dramatically crossing her fingers.

ANNOUNCER: (Continued.) ..and 214 men. Looks like we lost three
more to the truck plant last night. Sorry about that ladies.

At this news, SISSY MAE curses the radio, then grabs a dart from the
box on the counter and throws it towards the Toyota logo.

SISSY MAE: Damn you, Toyotal!

SISSY MAE continues to curse Toyota as sh k behind the
counter, turns off the radio and exits back into en. There's the
sound of more pots banging in the kitéhenh as“h€ door opens and
D’ELLEN CHAMBERS enters. She is\the town's "cougar" and is
dressed in a stylish skirt and blouse, boti hich were intended for
younger women. She looks ar ‘he diner when she enters, smiling
to see that she is alone, t SS traight to the "Specials Board"
and using the eraser han ide it from on a string, erases "Fried

Chicken Livers" and re h "T-Bone Steak". She steps back to
admire her work, ]

2rs from the kitchen, carrying a tray with salt and
kers. When she sees D’ELLEN, she puts down the tray and
looks ovesfthe "Specials Board" and then at D’ELLEN angrily.

SISSY MAE: Dammit, D’Ellen. You've got to stop doing that or I'm
going to go broke!

D’ELLEN chuckles to herself as SISSY MAE crosses over and changes
the Specials Board back to say "Fried Chicken Livers".
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SISSY MAE: Last week, | had to sell two steak dinners to these out of
town tourists who sat right there and called everybody they knew
back in Atlanta and told them that you could buy Delmonico steak
dinners in Southern Alabama for $4.99...

D’ELLEN: Yeah, but | bet not many of them come with collard greens
and corn bread.

She gets another laugh out of this and she continues to dig through her
purse.

SISSY MAE: Did you hear the count this morning?

D’ELLEN: Yep. Three more of our eligible breedin k packed up
their underwear and went off to make Japanese . Thank God,
I'm no longer in the market for a husband.

SISSY MAE: | would think four ex ones wo
your appetite by now.

D’ELLEN: Honey, I'll always have the appetite! Unfortunately, Simply

> about satisfied

can't quite deliver the kind of gtality oking for. I'm more of a
“prime rib” kind of gal. (Poi ards menu board.) And all we got
around here is fried chi jvers:

SISSY MAE pulls out d from her apron and walks over to

D’ELLEN.

SISSY MAE Miss Prime Rib... what'll it be today?

D’ELLEN: e I'll start with a nice glass of wine. Maybe a '67

SISSY MAE exits as D’ELLEN digs through her bag some more. SISSY
MAE calls from the kitchen.

SISSY MAE: So, how long has it been now?
D’ELLEN: Nine months and fourteen days. I've just about gotten the

Marlboro smell out of my last Vera Wang skirt.

SISSY MAE returns with a cup of coffee and hands it to D’ELLEN.
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SISSY MAE: Well, I'm proud of you. My Earl has been trying to quit for
years but just can't seem to last longer than a day without an
unfiltered Camel between his teeth.

SISSY MAE crosses to the counter, picks up the tray and starts placing
the salt shakers on the tables. When she's finished, she uses a rag to

start wiping the counter.

D’ELLEN: You hear much from him lately?

SISSY MAE: Every now and then he'll call. But ever e found
that apartment to sublet up in Mobile, he does e home on
weekends like he used to. Those damn Toyo ple stole my

customers... then they stole my husband.
D’ELLEN: Well, at least you got a husband\a
lost his job at the brokerage firm fourgmonth
SISSY MAE: Now, is that number one @r num
D’ELLEN: Three. | was gettin ur th nd a month in alimony
before he lost his job, th checks went down to thirty-five
hundred and this last omemwas only three grand. I'm thinking
about driving up there @ gham and seeing if old Larry really
did lose his job or i ng to stick it to me.
SISSY MAE: Well ou got somebody sending you something.
Earl says it takes allhe makes at the Toyota plant for him to live on,

with his ment and having to support Sarah Beth while she's
going to
D’E ~ she liking it?

Pretty good, | guess. She's working part time at this little

t downtown. She says they sell something called a panini.
You ever heard of one of them?

D’ELLEN: They're grilled Italian sandwiches.

SISSY MAE: Yeah, well, Sarah Beth says | should get me one of those
panini grill things and start putting them on the menu.

D’ELLEN: | bet they’d go great with collards and corn bread.

SISSY MAE: Very funny!

SISSY MAE reaches under the counter and pulls out an old wind-up
clock. She shakes it and then looks over at D’ELLEN.
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SISSY MAE: You know what time it is?
D’ELLEN looks at her watch.

D’ELLEN: Let's see what the Rolex | bought with Larry's money says.
11:03.
SISSY MAE: Oh, my God. Quick, help me get ready for Ray.

SISSY MAE grabs a plastic bottle of ketchup from under the counter
and runs out and sets it on the table in front of D’ELL EN¢

D’ELLEN: You still letting that freak eat in here, Si ae?
SISSY MAE: He's about the only regular | gg D*Ellen. Now, get
up. You know that's his chair. @

SISSY MAE helps D’ELLEN get out of\the chair. D’ELLEN grabs her
purse and heads back to the b tool the Specials Board as
SISSY MAE quickly rearrang table, putting the salt and pepper
shaker in the center and the hu ttle to their left. She looks at it

and then puts the ketchup @ pther side.
SISSY MAE: I c member. Ketchup on the right or on the
left?
D’ELLEN: bout putting out a bottle of French's mustard. That'l
et his pants.
SISS , D’Ellen. You know how he is.
D’ eah, | know how he is. | used to date the freak in high

e'd spend twenty minutes trying to close the door to my
house the right number of times. The whole time | dated him, | never
saw the beginning of one single movie.

SISSY MAE: What's the time? Exactly?

D’ELLEN: 11:04:47....

SISSY MAE: Okay... here we go.

They both look anxiously towards the door as SISSY MAE counts down
from ten.
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SISSY MAE: 10...9...8..7...6..5..4...3..2..1...
D’ELLEN: Blastoffl

At this precise moment, the door opens and in comes RAY, dressed in
a neat pair of slacks and a flannel shirt. RAY suffers from Obsessive
Compulsive Disorder and enters the diner at exactly 11:05 every day
using a strict series of repetitive actions. After he enters, he turns to
close the door. He opens and closes it three times in rapid succession.

D’ELLEN: Come on, Ray. We're gonna' miss the movie.

RAY turns to look at D’ELLEN and disgustedly e ack outside.
SISSY MAE puts her hands on her hips and glares LLEN.

D’ELLEN: God, this is fun!
SISSY MAE: D’Ellen!
D’ELLEN: Don't worry... he'll be back.

As if RAY heard her, the door: s again and he re-enters, turning

s rapidly. He then reaches up
d then counts his steps out loud as
El LEN was sitting just a moment ago.

it with his handkerchief.

D’ELLEN: That's right, Ray. Spray it good. I've been married four
times. No telling how many germs there are still sticking to my ass.

RAY makes a disgusted face, sprays and wipes the seat some more
and then reluctantly sits in the chair. He reaches forward and switches
the ketchup bottle to the other side of the salt/pepper shakers.
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SISSY MAE: Sorry, Ray. | can never remember that part.

SISSY MAE steps up to his table with her order pad.

SISSY MAE: We got a real nice Fried Chicken Liver Special today,
Ray. Comes with cheese grits.

RAY: Just the usual, please, Sissy Mae.

SISSY MAE: Coming right up.

She exits, leaving RAY and D’ELLEN alone in the diner. RAY,\pulls out

a small tape measure from his shirt pocket and begins t ure the
distance between the objects on the table, readjusti em to>make
sure they are in the correct positions on the table. EN watches

this whole episode with a smirk while she reache

out a small bottle of whiskey and adds a @ er coffee. She
watches RAY some more, then digs thfough herspurse. Finally, she
turns the purse upside down and dump$,aboutiten packs of cigarettes
onto the counter, opens one pack and an unlit cigarette in her
mouth. RAY recognizes the s jithout turning to look at her.

r purse, pulls

RAY: Don't you light ths

makes me cough 'ti nosefbleeds.
D’ELLEN: | quits i your information, Ray. Nine months ago.
RAY turns nd sees all the cigarette packs on the counter.
RAY:; quit nine months ago, then why are you carrying

arton of Marlboro's in your purse?

Because that's the way I'm doing it, Ray. | made a pact with
myself. | can buy as many cigarettes as | want, but just no lighters
or matches.

RAY: That ain't quitting, D’Ellen. That's hoping that you won't ever
come across an open flame.

D’ELLEN: Yeah, at least I'm trying, Ray. When was the last time you
tried to walk across a room without counting your steps?

RAY: As | recall, it was the night we broke up. | distinctly remember
“skipping” across the room then.
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D’ELLEN scowls at him as SISSY MAE enters from the kitchen carrying
RAY'S food on a tray. He has ordered his usual lunch—a grilled cheese
sandwich with only one slice of bread on the bottom and a glass of
lemonade in a red plastic Solo cup.

SISSY MAE: Here you go, Ray. Grilled cheese with no bread on top.
She sets it down and RAY immediately moves it around several times
until it is perfectly lined up behind the salt shaker. SISSY MAE turns to
go back into the kitchen and RAY holds up his hand to stop Rer.

RAY: Sissy Mae?

She turns, expecting this and pulls out her ord

SISSY MAE: Yes, Ray?
RAY: | would like to add a side of toast to order. Pumpernickel,
toasted light with no butter.

SISSY MAE: Coming right up (She exits.)

D’ELLEN: Why don't you j der Both pieces of bread at the same
time, Ray?

RAY: Why don't you g ter, D’Ellen?

D’ELLEN: [toldy moking!

RAY: No, you didn't. ¥ou just quit buying lighters.

table beside the half sandwich. RAY clears his throat and SISSY MAE
jumps, grabs the plate and moves it to other side of the sandwich.

SISSY MAE: Sorry. Anything else?

RAY: When was the last time you cleaned the bathroom?
SISSY MAE: This morning.

RAY: With Comet?

SISSY MAE: Yep. With Comet.

RAY: Okay, if you'll excuse me.
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SISSY MAE steps back and RAY pushes back his chair and stands.
He taps the table three times with the knuckles of his right hand, pats
his head three times, then turns and counts his steps to the bathroom
door. When he reaches the door, he pulls out the small can of
disinfectant, sprays the knob and then exits into the bathroom.

D’ELLEN: What a freak show. He has gotten a lot worse since high
school. Did | ever tell you about the time Ray tried to take my bra
off in the backseat of his daddy's Olds ‘887

SISSY MAE turns and heads for the kitchen.

SISSY MAE: No, D’Ellen, you never did.

D’ELLEN: He had to unsnap and re-snap the ree times before
he finally got it unbuckled. Then it h n sweater and he had
to do it all over again. In two years of'dating,JRay never got past first
base. Not because he didn't wahit to. couldn't figure out how
to do it without having a ne breakdown.

SISSY MAE: Just leave hin peaca) D ’Ellen, and let the man eat his

lunch. I'm going to go @ grease for the livers.

SISSY MAE exits i itchen. When D’ELLEN is alone, she looks
around and then getstip, crosses to the table and rearranges the plates
and condii RAY'S table, then sits back down. After a moment,
the door tot room opens and RAY enters. He stops, turns and

close e times in rapid succession, then counts the steps
bac eat, once again pulling out his disinfectant and spraying
the ch fore sitting. After he settles into the chair, he looks at the

table and sees that everything has been moved. He yells out in anguish
and hastily puts everything back in its proper place while D’ELLEN
chuckles and digs through her bag again, looking for a lighter. RAY
takes a deep breath, adds the single piece of toast to the top of his
sandwich and slowly begins to eat. The door opens and in walks TRISH
ANN BLACKWOOD, a beautiful young woman who was a standout
tennis player at the local high school and then attended Ole' Miss on a
tennis scholarship. She had intended to become a professional tennis
player after college, but had to return to Simply to care for her ailing
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grandfather, a wealthy gentleman she calls PIPPY who owns a string
of hotels and liquor stores along the Alabama coast. PIPPY wasn't
supposed to last long, but it's been twelve years and TRISH ANN is still
in Simply where she teaches tennis part-time at the local high school.

TRISH ANN is wearing the same outfit she always wears: a short white
tennis skirt, tight blouse and white tennis shoes. (NOTE: Make sure the
tennis skirt has “built in” shorts.) Under one arm is a tennis racket,
which she carries with her everywhere. After entering, she closes the
door and begins to walk towards the counter.

TRISH ANN: Hey, Ray.
RAY: Did you forget something, Trish Ann?
TRISH ANN: Oh, sorry.

She turns back towards to the door, raisés her S racket and uses
it to ring the bell. This is another one of Ray's QCD rituals.

S
TRISH ANN steps u, the counter and sees D’ELLEN who is once
again sear ough her bag for a lighter.

RAY: Thanks.

TRISH ANN: No problem
toast it light enough fo

RAY: Soft and chewy.

Howis the sandwich? Did Sissy Mae
ay?

you coddle him, Trish Ann? All it does is encourage

eep up with that stupid fake feeble act.

: Who, Ray? | think he's sweet. And besides, it's not an
act. It's called Obsessive Compulsive Disorder. | took a psychology
course at Ole' Miss and learned all about it. Ray is what my
professor called a Compulsive Orderer. He has to do things the
exact same way every time. He can't help it.

RAY: (Over his shoulder.) That's right, | can't help it, you old bat.

At this comment, D’ELLEN takes a pack of cigarettes from her purse
and throws it at RAY, hitting him in the back of the head.
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TRISH ANN: | see you're still trying to quit smoking by carrying around
ten pounds of cigarettes in your purse. And you think Ray's weird?

D’ELLEN: Yeah, and what would your college professor call me? They
have a word for my disorder?

TRISH ANN: Yeah... it's called pathetic.

RAY laughs at this with a mouth full of cheese sandwich as SISSY MAE
comes through the kitchen. She's carrying a large pan of some type of
food which she's stirring with a large spoon.

SISSY MAE: Morning, Trish Ann.

TRISH ANN: Hey, Sissy.

SISSY MAE: How's Pippy today?

TRISH ANN: Pretty good. His gout is both i
morning. “

SISSY MAE: Tell him to drink some chegfy juice™ilat's what my grand
pappy used to do to bring his down. §he usgal?

TRISH ANN: Yeah. But Pippy sai@’ho dar at. Gives him the winds.

SISSY MAE: Okay, white me

etty bad this

SISSY MAE turns to go b w the kitchen.

TRISH ANN: (Cal er.) And he said to make sure you put the
gravy in a little cuplinstead of all over the potatoes. He likes to drink

D’ELLEN: drinks gravy?
A worth six million dollars, D’Ellen. He can bathe in it

TRISH ANN.) When are you going to get out of this “Hicksville”
town, Trish Ann and do something with your life? You've been back
here, what, ten years now?

TRISH ANN: Twelve. You know | can't leave Pippy. He could go any
day.

D’ELLEN: Pippy ain't going nowhere. The only reason he told you that
crap about being on his death bed was because he couldn't keep a
house keeper after your Granny passed. Beau Blackwood is gonna'
outlive us all.
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TRISH ANN: My boyfriend, Bart, has been begging me to move up to
Birmingham. Said there's a big tennis community up there and |
could play in some tournaments and maybe get a national ranking.

D’ELLEN: Trish Ann, | think your days of having a national ranking are
about passed, don't you?

TRISH ANN: No, | do not! And who are you to talk about having
dreams, D’Ellen? What have you ever dreamed of doing with your
life besides cashing alimony checks from the four fools you talked
into marrying you.

D’ELLEN: Three.

SISSY MAE walks with a carry-out box for TRIS to ‘take to
PIPPY. She tries to get into the conversation.

SISSY MAE: Three? Three what?

D’ELLEN: My three ex-husbands.

SISSY MAE: | thought you had four exshusbands.
D’ELLEN: |did, until Carl died lagt month:

TRISH ANN: Which one was umber one or two?
D’ELLEN: Number two. C al cancer.

RAY: (Over his shoulder. @ 't catch cancer.

D’ELLEN: Oh, yeah* do you spray every door knob with
Clorox before

I'm so sorry, D’Ellen. Why didn't you say something?

ay what? (She gets up and crosses away, obviously upset
at the mention of CARL'S name.) That my gravy train had sprung a
leak and | had to cut up my Neiman-Marcus card? Y'all would have
just laughed at me. Anyway, | hated the old buzzard.

TRISH ANN: You shouldn't hold malice against the dead, D’Ellen. I'm
sure that whatever Carl did to you that made you divorce him can
now be forgiven with his passing.

TRISH ANN hands SISSY MAE some money and she reaches into her
apron pockets to make change while D’ELLEN talks.
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SISSY MAE: Yeah, why did you divorce that one?
D’ELLEN: It was his own damn fault!

RAY: I'm sure it was. You are such a joy to live with.
D’ELLEN: Shut up, Ray.

SISSY MAE: Was it his cold feet?

D’ELLEN: No, that was Roger.

TRISH ANN looks at SISSY MAE, questioning.

SISSY MAE: Number four.

D’ELLEN: | liked Roger pretty good. But he me Kind of
circulation problem and the coldest feet you e . And every
night, without fail, he would put them right of my back.

TRISH ANN: So, what was Carl's offense?

D’ELLEN: | don't want to say.

TRISH ANN: Ah, come on. It can't possibly belworse than cold feet in
the back.

SISSY MAE: Bad breath? Fal ches?

RAY: He got new glasses oul e what he married?

SISSY MAE and TRI icker at this a little. D’ELLEN turns,
suddenly angry at e e fun of.

ouldn't pronounce my name. Wouldn't even try.

divorced him because he couldn't pronounce your

eetly? Well, that is much worse than cold feet.

D’E h, he could pronounce it, alright. He just wouldn't. He used
toc e Dellen. My name is D’Ellen. D apostrophe E-L-L-E-N. My
mama named me after this actress who used to be on the Days of
Our Lives. Said she thought it was the prettiest name she ever
heard. | told Carl that my name was not Dellen, but that's what he
insisted on calling me. Used to laugh and say | was trying to act all
“uppity” by putting punctuation in my name. So, after nine years of
hearing my name mispronounced, on purpose, | divorced him.

SISSY MAE: Sounds like just cause to me.
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D’ELLEN: Took him to the cleaners in court, too. Got his house, his
boat and two of his best coon dogs. And on the tenth of every month,
one big fat alimony check.

SISSY MAE: Served him right.

D’ELLEN: But Carl wouldn't let it go. Oh, no. The old buzzard
continued to rub my nose in it. Every month, he would purposefully
leave the apostrophe out when he wrote my name on the check,
just to spite me.

TRISH ANN: (Mockingly.) Well, that does it. He deserved to die!

D’ELLEN: Well, | don't know about that. But, if God had just struck him
mute, | would have been fine with that.

The door opens and CHARITY COLLINS walks in, ng a wig on a
foam head in one hand and a cell phone in @- NCHARITY is a

free-lance hairstylist who does people's hair omes while her
husband, HAROLD, travels as a long-haul tru #"She is wearing a
gaudy smock and has a large bag slung overher should which she
uses to carry all of her hairstyling gquipment®Her hair is bleached pure
white. CHARITY considers if to be a beauty expert and
trendsetter in the small tows implpand has a different hair style or

ough the door, she's talking on her

color every day. As she ¢ @
cell phone. When she RAY at the table, she closes the door and

obediently reache ses the mannequin's wig to ring the bell
above the door whichNmakes RAY smile.

CHARITY: @ Roz. I'm hurrying just as fast as | can, but how was

e0 now that they would have Clara's funeral so quick?
g on her wig right now and have to have it over there by
e viewing. Yes, Roz, I'm doing a wig for a dead woman, so
what? Doylene says her mama wants to be buried looking like
Tammy Wynette and her hair is way too thin to tease. So, we'’re
going to have to go with a wig. Okay, I'm at the diner getting some
coffee. I'll run this thing by the funeral parlor and be over there in an
hour. Yes, you'll have plenty of time to get a seat in the front row,
with the family. Okay, you go ahead and shave your neck and pluck
those chin whiskers and that will save us at least a half an hour.
Okay, bye.
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CHARITY shuts her phone, puts it in the pocket of the smock and sets
the wig head down on the table near the door.

CHARITY: | guess y'all heard, Clara Bartlett dropped dead in the sugar
aisle at Piggly Wiggly yesterday.

RAY: Sad.

CHARITY: Hey, Ray. How's the sandwich today?

RAY: Soft and chewy.

SISSY MAE: Yeah, we heard. Took out the entire shelf of Dixie Crystal
Sugar and a Twinkies display. What a mess!

CHARITY: Diabetes. | told her the last time | was over working
on her hair that she had to stop eating Dunkin' , butthe old
girl wouldn't listen to me. And now look. Laid u n oak casket
over at the Merkel Brothers Mortuary wit allover her face

and hair too thin to tease.
SISSY MAE: Coffee?
CHARITY: Yeah. Extra black.

CHARITY sits down at the tabl begins to style the wig with a large

comb and pick she pulls fr ba

CHARITY: You know, her rks up at the Toyota plant and even
though he ask i ey won't let him off for the funeral.

TRISH AN one of the darts from the box on the counter and

throws it to he dart board.

TRI @ Bastards!
CHAR Well, at least with her passing, there's more men to go

around for the women of Simply.

D’ELLEN: Like we had a lot of competition from Clara. She was what?
Eighty-three?

TRISH ANN: ...and half blind?

CHARITY: Yeah, but she was scrappy and some men like that. Don't
they, Ray?

RAY: | know | sure do.
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D’ELLEN shakes her head at this remark as SISSY MAE enters with
CHARITY'S coffee and takes it to the table.

SISSY MAE: | wish you wouldn't do your comb-outs in here, Charity.
Last week, Roy from down at the bank found a blond hair in his
Chicken Fried Steak and got so mad, he nearly called in my loan.

CHARITY: This one don't shed. It's made from dog hair. Feel it.

SISSY MAE reaches out and touches the wig lightly.

SISSY MAE: Soft.
CHARITY: Golden retriever. Clara's gonna' love it.

o

CHARITY barks at SISSY MAE, frightening
TRISH ANN chuckle, SISSY MAE walks over

'ELLEN and
table.

SISSY MAE: Another one, Ray?
RAY: No, thank you. Just the tic

SISSY MAE hands him thegieke

from his shirt pocket and @

plastic.
SISSY MAE: You al s give me the cleanest money in town, Ray.
RAY: That| e | have it dry-cleaned. Kills the germs.

andWRAY pulls out a few crisp dollars
them to her. They are wrapped in

ounts his steps as he crosses toward the door. He
) his bottle, opens and shuts the door three times, pulls it

RAY: See you tomorrow, Sissy Mae. Trish Ann. Charity.

RAY pauses as he looks over at D’ELLEN and then exits as he
purposefully pronounces her name incorrectly.

RAY: See you later, Dellen.
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RAY reaches up and rings the bell with his hand, then exits, laughing.
D’ELLEN jumps off her stool and starts to chase after him but is
restrained by SISSY MAE. Just as the door is closing, a young man
enters the diner. He stands in the open doorway for moment, consults
a sheet of paper in his hand, looks back out towards the street and
turns to enter the diner. GABRIEL HILL (GABE) is tall and very
handsome and the women immediately swoon at his sight. As he
enters the room, he holds out a piece of paper and looks confused.

GABE: Excuse me, ladies. | was wondering if any of you ht know

where | could find... (Looks at the paper.) 216 Braxto Street?
I'm a little lost.
The WOMEN are speechless for a second, th gets off her

stool and crosses over to him.

D’ELLEN: Did you say Bragg?

GABE: Yes. Braxton Bragg. Oddgiame treet, don't you think?

D’ELLEN: Not in Simply. our streets are named for dead
Confederate Generals.

TRISH ANN: One of
Confederacy a few
dollars.

rt ideas of the Daughters of the
hought it would bring in more tourist

Had some damn bushy eyebrows. Let's see... well, you keep
heading down this way, and at the railroad tracks, you turn right onto
General Joseph Wheeler Drive... then...

TRISH ANN: No, that's the long way. (Pointing.) Go back to the IGA
and turn left onto John B. Gordon, then left onto William Barksdale
Lane... should be the second house on the right.

From the table where she is teasing the wig, CHARITY speaks up.
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CHARITY: But, he ain't there.

GABE: Who? William Barksdale?

CHARITY: Clarence Polk. That his house, 'cept he don't live there no
more. Moved up to Mobile and got him a job putting the airbag
warning stickers on the dashboards of Toyota trucks. So, if you've
come to visit ‘ole Clarence, you'll need to head up to Mobile.

At the mention of the word “Toyota”, SISSY MAE grabs a dart from the
box and throws it at the dartboard.

SISSY MAE: | hate Toyota! Clarence Polk was o y best
customers!
GABE: Well, I'm not here to visit Clarence. | just b is house.

At the mention of this, SISSY MAE, D’ELL! d TRISH ANN all
gather around GABE excitedly. CHA s”in her seat and
continues to tease the hair on the wig. She's happily married.

D’ELLEN: Oh, really?
GABE: Yes, ma'am. Closeg
TRISH ANN: You're mov
GABE: Yes, ma'am.
school. | start

D’ELLEN: ...married. What about you?

GABE: Ma'am?

D’ELLEN: Married?

GABE: Oh, no ma'am. Not yet. | guess I'll be turning Mr. Polk's old
place into a swinging bachelor pad.

CHARITY: You might want to clean the carpets first. Clarence had this
thing for stray cats.
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ALL the WOMEN look at GABE with delight. D’ELLEN extends her
hand to GABE. She still has the unlit cigarette between her lips.

D’ELLEN: And my name's not ma'am. It's D’Ellen Chambers. Miss
D’Eellen Chambers.
GABE: Well, nice to meet you, Dellen..

Everyone winces as GABE mispronounces D’ELLEN'S name. She
grimaces, then recovers.

D’ELLEN: D’Ellen... with an apostrophe. I'm sure yo how to
use one of those, since you're an English teacher Il. (She uses
her cigarette to indicate the punctuation mark in ir.)

GABE: Yes, ma'am. I'm sorry. Here. Let me ou.

He reaches into his pocket and pulls outfa light Iich he holds up to
D’ELLEN. SISSY MAE and TRISH A bothlyell "NO!" at the same
time, startling GABE. SISSY MAEgulls D N away as TRISH ANN
turns the stunned man around xtends her hand out to him.

TRISH ANN: My name w Ann Blackwood. | work at the high
school, too.

GABE: Letmeg teacher?

TRISH ANN: Nope. nis coach. Part time.

SISSY MAE: Like something out of the Bible.

TRISH ANN: Or one of those romance novels with Fabio on the cover.

GABE: Well, I'm not any of those things. Just a lowly English teacher,
I'm afraid.

SISSY MAE: Well, | think you're just what this little town needs.

GABE: A breath of fresh air.

D’ELLEN makes an exaggerated show of smelling GABE sensuously,
which makes him a little uncomfortable.
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D’ELLEN: Yes.

SISSY MAE: So, how about some of my famous fried chicken livers
and cheese grits? First meal is always on the house.

GABE: No, ma'am. I've got to find my new house and meet the movers
so | can get settled in. Maybe some other time.

SISSY MAE: Well, I'm here every day except Sunday, eleven til three.

D’ELLEN: Me, too.

TRISH ANN: And soam I...

GABE looks around at the fawning women who are tryil t- smile

the other.

GABE: Well, | just might stop by tomorrow fter I've had
some time to get settled a little. It was a pl eeting you all.

D’ELLEN: The pleasure is all mine... | siean, otrs?
GABE: Okay... well, | better be going.\Now tell me again how to get

to Mr. Polk's... | mean, my ho
SISSY MAE: Head that way

the railroad tracks take a right on

Boulevard, past the
TRISH ANN: Don'fli
way you came,
if you go past a mailbox that's painted to look like a
e too far...
sure I'll find it. Thank you, ladies. See you tomorrow.

fish, yo
GAB

GABE s to exit. After he passes CHARITY'S table, he turns and
compliments the wig.

GABE: Nice wig.

CHARITY: It's Golden Retriever. Got to have it on the head of this old
dead lady in an hour.

GABE: Oh... okay... ah... bye...
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GABE exits and there's stunned silence as the ladies just look at each
other for a moment. After a beat, D’ELLEN runs over and grabs her
purse, stuffs the cigarette packs back into them and heads for the door.

SISSY MAE: Where you going, D’Ellen? You haven't even ordered
your lunch yet.

D’ELLEN: Don't have time. I've got to go shopping. Did he say noon
tomorrow?

CHARITY: He didn't say.

D’ELLEN: Oh. Well, | guess | might pop in tomorrow sometime, Sissy.
You know, just to check on you.

SISSY MAE: Okay, but keep your hands off my Sp

Boar

d

and SISSY
RISH ANN grabs

D’ELLEN waves to them and exits in a huri
MAE look at TRISH ANN. There's a short beat
the food box off the counter and heads ed

TRISH ANN: Well, I've got to getghis chi over to Pippy before he
tries to cook his own lunch. ly burned down the house the last
time he did that.

TRISH ANN starts to e door and SISSY MAE calls out to
her.

SISSY MAE
CHARITY:

alone in the diner. After a second, SISSY MAE walks over and pulls the
darts from the dartboard and puts them back in the box, a small
indication that maybe there is some hope left for their town.

SISSY MAE: Sure am glad the two of us are so happily married.

CHARITY: Yep, me too. And the longer Harold stays on the road
behind the wheel of that rig, the more happily married I'll be.

SISSY MAE: (Pointing towards CHARITY'S coffee cup.) How about
another cup?
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CHARITY: Better make it to go. | gotta' get this wig over on Clara's
head while she still looks like Tammy Wynette instead of Tammy
Fay Baker.

SISSY MAE exits into the kitchen as CHARITY continues to tease the
wig. As the lights dim, she starts singing "Stand By Your Man". Curtain.

ACT ONE, SCENE 2

AT START: It's the next morning at Simply Delicious? ing has
changed, except the "Specials Board" now lists M w/Gravy as
the daily special. When the curtain opens, RAY is at his usual

place, eating his cheese sandwich and drinking'1
Pacing behind him impatiently is D’ELLEN. S
provocatively than the day before and ig ]
opens.

ed Solo cup.
ssed even more

D’ELLEN: Hurry up, Ray. He' ere any minute.

RAY: (With a mouth full of sandwich‘h\Who?

D’ELLEN: None of you @ s, that's who. You've just got to be
finished with that stupid ‘€éheese sandwich before he gets here, that's

all you need to

D’ELLEN:
RAY: And
D’E

She ge , Snatches the cup and runs into the kitchen. After a few
seconds, she returns with a blue Solo cup and puts on the table beside
RAY'S plate.

RAY: | can't drink that!

D’ELLEN: Why not? It's lemonade, like you wanted.

RAY: It's blue.

D’ELLEN: (Lifting the cup and looking in it.) No, it's not. It's yellow!

RAY: The cup! The cup is blue. | can only drink lemonade from a red
cup!
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D’ELLEN: Good Lord, Ray. What difference does it make? Red or
blue, it's still lemonade.
RAY: | don't drink out of blue. Only red!

RAY defiantly crosses his arms and leans back, indicating that he will
go no further in finishing his meal until the cup is replaced.

D’ELLEN: You are so weird!

D’ELLEN runs back into the kitchen and returns with a red Selo which
she slams down next to RAY'S plate.

D’ELLEN: Okay, here's your stupid red cup. Now and get out!
RAY looks into the cup and sniffs it.

RAY: You didn't put poison in it, did yo

D’ELLEN: I'm in too big of a hurpy? Just t, you freak.

RAY: Why do you hate me so , D’Ellen?
D’ELLEN: (Sitting back on stooRbehind him and looking through

her purse and pulling é @ cigarettes, putting one between her
: ou just get on my nerves sometimes.

again, | eally did. | just... | just couldn't...

D’ELLEN: what, Ray? Take advantage of me? (This is an old
W, ohstie bursts from the bar stool, nearly in tears.) You were
the boy that | ever let touch me, Ray. The first one | ever let take
m e back of a car. | practically threw myself at you, Ray and
what did you do?

RAY: Well...

D’ELLEN: Nothing! That's what you did. All you could do was count
the number of times you could unsnap and snap back my bra. 1-2-
3 off... 1-2-3 on. | can only imagine what it would have been like if
we had ever actually gotten around to going all the way. You would
have probably counted all the way through that, too.
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RAY: | tried. | didn't know | was OCD or anything back then. My mama
said | got my head stuck in the toilet when | was little and ever since
then, | haven't been right.

D’ELLEN: Do you know that you are the reason | got married... and
divorced... four times, Ray?

RAY: Me? Why is that my fault?

D’ELLEN: Because | never felt like | was really and truly a desirable
woman because of you. Every time a man touched me, | would
think... huh, | wonder if he's counting how many wrinkles are on my
face... or mentally trying to line up my teeth like a set of\Popsicle
sticks!

RAY: I'm sorry. | think I'm better now. | bet if you come over
here right now, | could get that bra off just fine,

D’ELLEN: (Screaming.) It's too late, Ray! >@ eem is gone

forever, thanks to you! Now, finish your ch dwich and your
stupid red lemonade and get out of h€ére bef6 start doing a little
counting of my own. (She grabs a handful of darts from the box on
the counter.) Like how many @6f thes s | can stick into your
head!

RAY, now scared, quickly e
She's dressed in a fres
and is hastily putti

loudly with
where shep

D’ELLEN: Someone who didn't steal my innocence, Ray. Now, finish
that sandwich!

D’ELLEN glares at him and RAY takes the last bite of his sandwich,
then finishes his drink in one quick gulp. He stands, reaches into his
pocket and hands a couple of plastic wrapped bills to D’ELLEN.

RAY: Where's my change?
D’ELLEN: How would you like for me to change your face?
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Without waiting for his change, RAY turns and runs for the door,
counting his steps. He opens and closes it three times, very rapidly, all
the time looking over his shoulder to make sure D’ELLEN isn't about to
throw a dart into his back. He reaches up and rings the bell quickly,
then exits and slams the door.

TRISH ANN: What was that all about?

D’ELLEN: Nothing. Just me and Ray reminiscing about old times.

TRISH ANN: (Looking around.) Where's Sissy Mae?

D’ELLEN: She had to go down to the IGA so she cou some of
those special Italian bread crumbs for the meatlo s shéwants
to make it extra special today.

TRISH ANN: Well, that's not fair.

D’ELLEN: What do you mean, not fair?

TRISH ANN: She's married, D’Ellen!

D’ELLEN: And you've got a boyfriend in Birmingham, Trish Ann.
That's not fair either. I've got ody!

TRISH ANN: You seriously thi e is going to be interested in you?
Didn't you go to your with, like... | don't know... Lyndon
Johnson?

D’ELLEN: Tennis tra
TRISH ANN: Gol

Just as th EN and TRISH ANN start to sling insults at each
other, SIS comes through the front door with a bag of
groc sses and puts them on the counter.

SISSY : Well, they were out of bread crumbs, but they did have

a buy one, get one free special on Hunt's Spaghetti Sauce, so we'll
have to make a little menu change.

She goes over to the "Specials Board", erases it and writes “Spaghetti
with Meatballs”. She steps back, pleased with the results.

SISSY MAE: There. That ought to impress Mr. Gabe, the Englishman.
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SISSY MAE grabs the grocery sack from the counter and heads into
the kitchen.

TRISH ANN: English teacher!
D’ELLEN: What did they say about him at the high school today?

TRISH ANN continues to put on her makeup as D’ELLEN walks over
to the "Specials Board" where she erases the word "Meatballs" and
replaces it with "Steak".

TRISH ANN: | don't know. One of the kids in my mixe es class
got a nose bleed and | didn't get a chance to go officedto find
out. That's why | was late. | had to go home a nge clothes.

That Watkins boy sure knows how to spew,

D’ELLEN: Nobody knows where he came fro @ thing?

TRISH ANN: All | heard was one of thegirls in ocker room saying
that she rode by his house last ni and saw him sitting on the
phone porch, smoking a cigar,

D’ELLEN: He smokes?

TRISH ANN: | guess so.
from her mouth, crumples it up and throws it

D’ELLEN: Oh, no. He ¢
smokes.

oke. I'll never be able to quit if he

She takes the cigare
behind the g
utensils in

SISSY MAE: That's okay, just as long as he doesn't own a lighter.

D’ELLEN: How am | supposed to quit smoking if Gabe smokes?

SISSY MAE: You really thing he's going to be interested in you,
D’Ellen? You could be his...

D’ELLEN glares at her and SISSY MAE changes her words.

SISSY MAE: ...his big sister.
D’ELLEN: | need him, Sissy.
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SISSY MAE: | thought you said you didn't need no man?

D’ELLEN: And | thought | didn't... but ever since Carl died, there's just
been this... void... in my life.

TRISH ANN: You mean, a void in your checking account.

D’ELLEN: Besides... all of you guys have someone. You're married,
Charity's got Harold and Trish Ann has that boyfriend up in
Birmingham. | don't have anyone. And | have... you know... needs.

SISSY MAE: Hey, | have needs, too. And Earl sure ain't satisfying them
way up there in Mobile. But that don't mean | have to jump on the
first thing that comes through those doors like a dog in heat. When
Gabe gets here today, let's try to act civilized, okay?

The door opens and CHARITY enters, dragging gard looking
young woman, CARLOTTA, behind her. CHAR w osen to color

her hair red for the day and has her big bag ent slung over

her shoulder. The woman trailing behi er essed in a pair of
pajamas and an open house coat. Shejis wearing one unlaced work
boot on her right foot. Her makeup | eared, her hair wildly

disheveled and it is obvious that\she had been on a crying jag for
several days. CHARITY dite er ne of the chairs at the table by
the door, and puts her bag the other chair.

CHARITY: Just at right here, Carlotta. Let me get some
coffee and I'll get Started on your comb out.

CHARITY @ @ o the counter and orders a coffee from SISSY MAE,
“extr.

SISSY : What is she doing here, Charity? | told you that you
couldn't do any more hairstyling in my diner. The customers
complain too much.

The other TWO WOMEN are looking curiously at CARLOTTA who has
begun to cry softly into her napkin.

CHARITY: [l be finished before the lunch rush, don't worry. And
Carlotta has real thick hair so it will stay right up there on her head.
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ALL the WOMEN watch her for a moment and then talk in hushed tones
about the poor woman.

TRISH ANN: Who js she?

CHARITY: Carlotta Murkerson. She lives in that green single wide over
there on General J.E.B. Stuart Road.

D’ELLEN: The one with the white tires by the driveway?

CHARITY: The very one.

SISSY MAE: What's she doing in my diner getting her hair done?

CHARITY: | told her about Gabe.

D’ELLEN: What did you go and do that for? Ain't she ied?
CHARITY: Used to be. Her husband was one of t onesto get
him a job at the Toyota plant. Got killed last m hen a forklift

lost its brakes.
TRISH ANN: Poor thing.

SISSY MAE pulls a dart from the box and throws it at the dart board.
SISSY MAE: Murderers!
She turns and goes into t @ n to get CHARITY'S coffee.

CHARITY: Well, walking down the road this morning in
nothing but a nightgown and that one shoe and just felt so sorry for

ed'd bring her in here, do up her hair a little and see what

@ thinks. She's still pretty young and has all her teeth.
CA lows her nose loudly into her napkin and then calls to
CHAR

this Gak

CARLOTTA: You think my little Joey, Jr. will learn to call him daddy?
He's not but three.

CHARITY: I'm sure that he will, honey. He's pretty young and his daddy
was gone so much these past three years, Joey Jr. probably
couldn't have picked him out of a lineup anyway.

At this insensitive comment, CARLOTTA breaks out into a fresh burst
of tears.
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TRISH ANN: Charity! That's mean.

CHARITY: Listen. Pickings around this town are pretty slim and unless
Carlotta learns to go ahead and bury her dead husband, put on
some Maybelline and bait her hook, little Joey, Jr. won't ever have
anybody to call daddy.

SISSY MAE comes back in from the Kitchen carrying a cup of coffee
which she sets down on the counter in front of CHARITY.

CHARITY: She ain't got nobody.

D’ELLEN: Neither do I.

CHARITY: Yeah, but you've had four husbands e's only had
one. And the one she had just got flattene@dby ayforldift, so | figure
that kind of moves her to the front of the li &} eN.

TRISH ANN: It's probably the Christianghing to

CHARITY: (Raising her hands in a fake evangelical fervor.) Praise
Jesus!

CHARITY picks up her cof
CARLOTTA is now using
reflection in the shiny

CHARITY: Put that n, Carlotta. Them's for the paying customers.

CARLOTT; @ own the utensils quickly and mumbles that she's
sorry,

CHAR Alright, let's see what we can do with your hair.

CHARITY opens her bag, pulls out her pick and quickly goes to work
on CARLOTTA'S hair. As if on cue, the door opens and in walks GABE.
D’ELLEN and TRISH ANN quickly run over and grab him by each arm,
leading him across the room.

D’ELLEN: Oh, Gabe. So nice of you to drop by again. Here, come sit
by me.
TRISH ANN: | guess you found your house okay, huh?
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GABE: Yes, just where you said it would be.
CHARITY: Smelled like cat pee, didn't it?

GABE ignores the comment and sits down at the table in the same
chair vacated by RAY. SISSY MAE comes over and removes the dirty
dishes.

SISSY MAE: I'm sorry, let me get these out of your way, Gabe. So,
what can | get you? Like | said, the first meal is on the house.

GABE: What's the special?

SISSY MAE: (She points to the board.) Well, today we aghetti
and... (She stops when she sees the change D’ made.)

D’ELLEN: ...and steak.

GABE: Spaghetti and steak?

D’ELLEN: T-bone.

GABE: Sounds unusual. I'll try it. Medium rare.

D’ELLEN: (To SISSY MAE.) Medium rare, please.

D’ELLEN looks up at SISSY. and smiles, knowing that she's
another expensive cut of meat. With
1d heads into the kitchen. Over at the

next table, CARLOTT
hair roughly.

D’ELLEN: So, Gabe. How do you like our little town so far?

GABE: Oh, it's very quaint. Like living in a Civil War Museum or
something.

TRISH ANN: Yeah, the ladies from the Daughters of the Confederacy
got a little carried away. | think their last president, Annette Murray,
must have had a hyperactive thyroid or something. During her year
in charge, she must have ordered up fifty new Confederate General
statues and nearly three hundred Confederate Battle Flags and put
them up all over town. If General Sherman were alive today, he'd
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say “screw Atlanta” and march his troops straight for Simply,
Alabama.

GABE: Well, | think it's very charming. I'm sure that I'm going to love
it here. Everyone is very friendly and polite.

TRISH ANN: We do our best to make people happy in Simply.

CHARITY speaks up between her punishments to CARLOTTA.

CHARITY: Especially the widows.
GABE: | beg your pardon?

CHARITY: I'm just saying that there just ain't nothing ager to
please than a Southern widow. After a woman li ith a man for
afew years and gets used to feeling his body ne r every night,

well it just does something to her when he
away. There's a cold place in her bed tha
she'll do just about anything... and | ptean a

nly snatched
to be filled and

g...

She looks over at CARLOTTA wh@a} as if o e, opens her house coat
wide to reveal her chest to GABESerying softly while she does it.

TRISH ANN: Oh, my
Danielle Steel

over to
Carlott

Have you had the pleasure of meeting my friend,

stands and extends his hand to CARLOTTA.

GABE: No, | have not. My name is Gabriel Hill, but everyone calls me
just Gabe.

CARLOTTA looks at him, turns to CHARITY who urges her to smile,
then blurts out.

CARLOTTA: I've got all my own teeth.
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CARLOTTA flashes an unusually large smile. GABE is taken aback by
this statement and is not sure how to respond.

GABE: What a coincidence. Ah... sodo I.
D’ELLEN: (From the table.) Tell him about the cold spot in your bed,
Carlotta.

CARLOTTA is now embarrassed and looks at CHARITY, then bursts
into fresh tears.

CARLOTTA: | can't do this. | just can't do this. I've stil od from
Joey's funeral in my Frigidaire. (She turns and ut the door,
crying.)

GABE: Did | say something wrong?
CHARITY: No. Carlotta's just a little emotio @ ple get that way
when they stop grooming themselvegfprope

SISSY MAE enters from the kitcheén wit E'S food and he turns
and returns to his seat.

SISSY MAE: Here youg @ etti and Steak. My specialty.
D’ELLEN admires fter SISSY MAE sets it on the table.

D’ELLEN:
SISSY MA

GABE: It does look good. Thank you.

As he lifts the fork to his mouth, he is aware that everyone is watching
him. Self-consciously, he takes a bite and smiles big to show how much
he enjoys the food.

SISSY MAE: | like to see a man with a healthy appetite.
D’ELLEN: Yeah. (Beginning to get excited.) Chew it slow, sugar.
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GABE looks towards D’ELLEN at this remark and then cuts another
piece of meat.

SISSY MAE: So, tell us a little about yourself, Gabe. We don't often
get new faces in town. Especially ones that have to be shaved.
TRISH ANN: Except for D’Ellen.

D’ELLEN glares at TRISH ANN from the insult. GABE wipes his mouth
with his napkin and begins to tell them about himself.

GABE: Well, | was born in Memphis, Tennessee.
D’ELLEN: How exciting. Did you ever meet Elvis? | im in Goncert
one time in Vegas.

GABE: Well, unfortunately, | was just a baby ied. But | did
drive by Graceland one time.

D’ELLEN: (Realizing her gaff.) Oh...

TRISH ANN and CHARITY snickef.

GABE: (Continuing his st layed football in high school.

SISSY MAE: Quarterba
GABE: How'd you kn
D’ELLEN: Bet i

ndsome guy like you dated the head

ay, after high school, | went to Vanderbilt on a football
ship. All my life, I've loved children so | decided to major in
education with a minor in musical theater. Do you have any children,
Miss Dellen?

GABE forgets and mispronounces her name. The OTHER WOMEN
laugh, but D’ELLEN just smiles and shakes her head.

D’ELLEN: No, I'm afraid | don't.
GABE: Grandchildren?
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The WOMEN laugh again as D’ELLEN fights to stay calm.

D’ELLEN: | think it's kinda' hard to have grandchildren without having
children first. Don't you think, Gabe?

GABE laughs at this mistake and D’ELLEN joins him. TRISH ANN and
SISSY MAE continue to snicker.

GABE: Oh... | guess you're right. Sorry.

D’ELLEN: That's alright. I'm still a young woman yet. So, wh@ knows...
maybe if | met someone close to my age...

TRISH ANN: Like Bob Barker?

D’ELLEN glares at TRISH ANN. In an effo the tension,
SISSY MAE speaks up.

SISSY MAE: I've got a daughter. She's in ¢ollege. Wants to be a
lawyer, | think.

GABE: Well, good for her.

SISSY MAE: Lives with hemdaddy® | am married you know. (She
holds out her hand to @ ABE her wedding ring.) He works at
the Toyota plant in e | guess you can call it work. He just sits

on his butt all icks on that little handle that lets down the

tailgate of them Toyeta trucks. Makes $36 an hour, plus medical and
dental.

CHARITY speaks from her table.

CHARITY: My husband, Harold, is a truck driver. Long haul. Me and
Sissy Mae have got a lot in common.

SISSY MAE: Except | don't bring my customers into your house and
cook all over the place.

CHARITY: Carlotta ain't got nobody, Sissy Mae. Have some
compassion, why don't you.
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GABE: Well, | am sure that your husbands miss you both terribly. (He
takes another bite of his meal.)

D’ELLEN: So, you didn't leave someone special back in Memphis?

GABE: Just my mother and father. They're addicted to the barbecue
and won't leave.

D’ELLEN: You know, | make great barbecue. Learned from my thir... |
mean, my first husband. What do you say you come over to my
house this evening and I'll whip us up some for supper. Show you
some real southern hospitality. Simply style.

GABE has finished his meal and wipes his mouth.

GABE: That's sounds wonderful, Miss Dellen.
D’ELLEN: That's Dee-Ellen, dear.

GABE: Oh, I'm so sorry, Miss D’Ellen. | app the invite, but I've
still got a lot of unpacking to do if I'mfgoing téwb& ready for my first
class Monday. So, if you'll excuse mg, I'll have to take a rain check
for another time.

D’ELLEN: Well, my door is al pen for you. Any time of the day...
or night.

The OTHER WOMEN es at this obvious come-on.

GABE: I'll keep that ind. (Standing.) Now, if you'll excuse me, I've

so much for the nice lunch, Sissy Mae. I'm sure that
g to be my favorite restaurant in all of Simply.

is the ONLY restaurant in Simply.
GABE: Then, my favorite it is. Have a good afternoon, ladies.

GABE exits, leaving the WOMEN sitting in silence. Finally, CHARITY
speaks up.

CHARITY: Y'all should be ashamed of yourselves. At least Carlotta
had the decency to show the man her teeth and bad hair. Y'all are
doing everything you can to hide yours.
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D’ELLEN: We're just trying to be hospitable. It's obvious that the poor
man is lonely.

TRISH ANN: Did you see the size of his hands?

SISSY MAE: Huh?

SISSY MAE starts to clean up GABE'S dishes and TRISH ANN gets
up to help her.

TRISH ANN: His hands. They were huge.
SISSY MAE: So?

SISSY MAE takes the dirty dishes and starts to the Kitchen.
TRISH ANN follows her.

TRISH ANN: So, Bart has really small ha @ d he gets them
manicured every single week.

SISSY MAE: Men get manicures?

TRISH ANN: Bart does.

SISSY MAE and TRISH A
silence as D’ELLEN sits
CHARITY puts her fo
starts filing her toefiai

it in e kitchen. There's a temporary
table, fidgeting with the utensils.
e chair vacated by CARLOTTA and
a moment, she speaks to D’ELLEN.

CHARITY: sed to be a lot like you, D’Ellen.

D’ELLEN: do you mean, “like me?”
CHA sed to chase anything on two legs.
D’ do not chase men, Charity.

CHAR Oh, sure. And that's why you have four ex-husbands.

D’ELLEN: Three. Carl's dead, so technically, he's not really an ex
anymore.

CHARITY: Honey, him being dead just makes him extra ex 'cause
you'll never be able to patch things up between the two of you. Don't
you see what you're doing?

D’ELLEN: What am | doing, Charity? And, you know, if you're so smart
and worldly, why do you spend every day doing hair in stranger's
bathrooms? And putting wigs on dead people?
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CHARITY: Nothing wrong with that. Shows that | am well adjusted and
confident in who | am. You see, D’Ellen, that's just my point. Unlike
you, | don't need to have a man just so | can feel like a woman.

D’ELLEN: No, all you need is a bottle of hair dye.

CHARITY is about to deliver a snappy comeback when the door bursts
open and in walks SARAH BETH, the daughter of SISSY MAE. She's
dressed in jeans and a college sweatshirt and dragging a large
wheeled suitcase behind her, which she struggles to get through the
door. Before either of the women in the room can say a word, SARAH
BETH looks around and asks for her mother.

SARAH BETH: Where's my mama?

D’ELLEN gets up and goes to SARAH BETH.

D’ELLEN: Sarah Beth. Honey, what are you doing here?
SARAH BETH: | need to talk to mama® ere is she?

D’ELLEN turns and heads ki n.
D’ELLEN: Il gogeth ust calm down.

SARAH BETH looks und the room and sees CHARITY at the table.

CHARITY: arah Beth.
SAR ey, Charity. Nice hair.
CH You like it? | mixed the colors myself. | call it Autumn

. (She emphasizes “surprise” by jabbing her hands at
SARAH BETH, then reaches into her bag and pulls out a bottle.)
Come on over here and | can do yours just like it in a jiffy.

SARAH BETH: Maybe later. Right now, | need to talk to my mama.

At the moment, SISSY MAE comes through the kitchen doors, wiping
her hands on her apron and looking worried. She and SARAH BETH
meet halfway.
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SISSY MAE: Sarah Beth. What's the matter, honey? Are you okay? Is
it your daddy? Was he run over by a forklift?

SARAH BETH: (Hugging her mother tightly.) | ain't going back there,
Mama. | don't care what you say, | ain't.

SISSY MAE: Going back where, honey?

SARAH BETH: (Pulling away.) Back to live with Daddy.

SISSY MAE: What happened?

CHARITY: Did he hit you? (She pulls out her cell phone.) 'Cause if he
did, my Harold will be passing through Mobile on I-10 on Thursday
and all | got to do is call him and he'll be glad to take a little detour
to whoop some ass.

SARAH BETH: No, he didn't hit me. It's worse tha

D’ELLEN: Take away your credit cards?

SARAH BETH: No... worse.

D’ELLEN: (To TRISH ANN.) What's worse t @

SARAH BETH can no longer hold it in.

SARAH BETH: He's cheatin u, Mama.

They are all in shock for a v@ then SISSY MAE laughs nervously.

SISSY MAE: No, our daddy would never do that to me. I'm
sure you've just e a mistake.

o mistake. | caught them. | was supposed to work a

estaurant, but things were slow and they sent me

ew Daddy had been working some double shifts at

and might be sleeping, so | snuck in real quiet... and

TRISH ANN: Caught “them”?

SARAH BETH: Daddy and his girlfriend.

SISSY MAE: No. I'm sure it was just a misunderstanding.

SARAH BETH: They were doing it on my bed, Mama. Right on top of
the quilt Granny Johnson made for me. You know, the one with the
little horses?

SISSY MAE: The Unicorn Quilt?
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She puts her hands on her hips, seemingly more offended that her
mother's quilt has been soiled that the fact that her husband has been
cheating.

SARAH BETH: Yes, the stupid Unicorn Quilt. | heard noises coming
from in there and thought we might have burglars or something, so
| threw open the door and flipped on the light switch and there they
were. Naked. And she was on top.

CHARITY: Harold likes it that way, too.

TRISH ANN: Gross!

D’ELLEN: We don't need to know that, Charity.

SARAH BETH: Daddy yelled. Tried to cover hims fell Fight off
the bed in a big, nasty, naked heap. (She points crotch.) | saw
his... “thingy”, Mama.

SISSY MAE reacts to this horrible idea, ng

SARAH BETH: The tramp was scared®she ran right out the front

door of the apartment butt . (She starts to cry.)

SISSY MAE: Honey, it's 'm suge there is a logical explanation
for it.

D’ELLEN: Really? W ould like to hear it.

SARAH BETH: | dy, what in the hell are you doing with that

SISS rtified at this.

SISSY : He wiped his nose on my mama's quilt?

SARAH BETH: Yes, right on one of those pretty little pink Unicorns.
After he wipes his nose and got a hold of himself, he spilled the
whole story. Said that him and this woman met at the plant. She
puts on the wiper blades or something. Said he didn't mean for it to
happen, it just did.

SISSY MAE: Earl wiped his nose on Granny Johnson's prize unicorn
quilt? She won third place at the Simply County Fair with that quilt!
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SARAH BETH: Mama, are you hearing what I'm saying? Daddy's
leaving you. Says he's been wanting to do it for months. He thought
you might get the picture when he stopped coming home on the
weekends.

At this news, SISSY MAE sits at the table, dejected. TRISH ANN and
D’ELLEN gather around to comfort her.

CHARITY: Harold's a slob, but at least he comes home a couple times
a year.

TRISH ANN: Shut up, Charity. This ain't about you.

SISSY MAE: He's leaving me?

SARAH BETH: Yes, Mama. He's leaving you. F oman with a
tattoo of a butterfly right on her butt. | saw j

SISSY MAE finally understands and begins to up. She suddenly
Jjumps up, kicks over her chair and runRing to the dart board, rips the
Toyota logo off of it and begins to téar the to shreds while cursing
the plant. She then grabs the ard off the wall and starts banging
it against the lunch counter;

SISSY MAE: Damn Toyot . Ruined my life. Ruined my mama's
prized quilt! Sh place with that quilt! Third place!!!

D’ELLEN apt@
MAE brana @
TRI w It's okay, Sissy Mae.

D’ELLE es, honey. Let go of the dart board before you put your
eye out.

SISSY MAE: | believed him when he said that his boss was giving him
some extra work on the weekends and he needed to stay in Mobile.
Apparently the only extra work he was getting was from Madame
Butterfly.

D’ELLEN: It will be okay, Sissy Mae.
TRISH ANN: Yeah, everything's going to be okay.

H ANN run to her and try to calm her down. SISSY
dart board as a weapon towards them.




48 SIMPLY DIVIDED

As TRISH ANN and D’ELLEN approach her, SISSY MAE swings the
damaged dart board widely in their direction, warning them to stay
away.

SISSY MAE: No, it's not. I've lost my husband. I've lost my figure from
eating leftover fried chicken all day. All I've got is this lousy little diner
in a dying little Alabama hick town where there's more dead
Confederate soldiers on the streets than real people.

D’ELLEN snatches the dart board away from SISSY E, who
immediately runs over to the cash register, pops out t er and
indicates that it's empty.

SISSY MAE: Look at this cash register. Emp

D’ELLEN: Honey, you keep your money in y¢ @m

SISSY MAE remembers this, reaches\in and pulls out the plastic
wrapped money from RAY.

SISSY MAE: Oh, that's ri
nut job who makes me
and scrub the toilet Wi
$2.99 on a stin

y only real paying customer is some
y hands and knees every morning
just so he'll come in here and spend
e sandwich. | don't have anything.

SARAH BE. ly slides down onto the floor next to the counter and
cries.

H: That's not true. You've got me.

SISSY : Oh, | know, Sarah Beth. | didn't mean it like that.

SARAH BETH: No. | mean, you've got me. Literally. | told Daddy that
| couldn't live in the same apartment with someone who's going to
“do it” on my bed every night. Especially after seeing his...

SISSY MAE puts her hand over SARAH BETH'S mouth to keep her
from saying the word again. SARAH BETH moves it away to talk.
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SARAH BETH: So, I'm moving back to Simply. | didn't want to be a
lawyer anyway. What | really love is helping you around the diner. |
only got that restaurant job in Mobile hoping that it would help me
not miss you so much. But, that... and the fact that | saw my father
naked... well... it didn't. So, I'm moving back home. If that's okay
with you?

SISSY MAE: Of course it is, baby.

SARAH BETH: And I'll need a job.

SISSY MAE: Ah... okay.

TRISH ANN: (Crossing to them.) It's going to be great. The two of you
working together, side by side. Hey, you could ev nge the
name of the diner.

CHARITY: Yeah... maybe call it the Unicorn Cafe.

D’ELLEN: Shut up, Charity. | think it's great, %

to be okay. (She puts her arm around SISS
SISSY MAE: (Wipes the tears from hefface.) Ex-Wives Club?

efything is going
Welcome to the

Ex-Wives Club, Sissy Mae.

D’ELLEN: Il be the PreSident you can be the
Secretary/Treasurer. We ¢ ve our meetings right here in the
diner.

SISSY MAE: Divorced.
are either over sev

@ 1d living in a town where all the men
made of granite.

D’ELLEN and TRIS N cross to her and hug her.

if you want. It's your diner.

SISSY MAE looks at her friends and they ALL start to laugh. Then her
face turns serious and determined.

SISSY MAE: You know. Maybe this is the best thing that could happen
to me.

D’ELLEN: What?

SISSY MAE: Yeah. Me and Earl haven't been happy in years.
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SARAH BETH: You haven't?
SISSY MAE crosses to her daughter.

SISSY MAE: It wasn't your fault, honey. We just grew apart. Maybe
this is for the best. We can both start over fresh. Earl with the
Butterfly Girl... and me with...

SARAH BETH: With?

SISSY MAE: | don't know... someone young and energetic. Someone
who will make me feel young again. I'll get me a treadmill, loese some
weight. Maybe learn the sixty-four positions of the K utra.

SISSY MAE runs her hands through her hair as C does some
slow squats behind her.

CHARITY: Better stretch real good firs
SARAH BETH: Y’all are gross!

SISSY MAE hugs SARAH BETH, crosses and grabs her luggage which
she begins to drag into the kiteken.

SISSY MAE: It's a newdda th of us, Sarah Beth. Now, come on.
Let'sgetyous i e what they taught you up there in the big
city.

The three women in the room look at each other for a moment, then
TRISH ANN and D’ELLEN sit at the table and sigh. D’ELLEN pulls a
cigarette from her purse and puts it in her mouth.

CHARITY: Looks like y'all are going to have some fresh competition
for the fine new school teacher's attention.
TRISH ANN: Sarah Beth?



JEFF LOVETT

51

CHARITY chuckles.

CHARITY: No... Sissy Mae.

TRISH ANN and D’ELLEN look at each other.
D’ELLEN: Got a lighter?

Curtain.
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