
 
Dwayne Yancey 
Big Dog Publishing 



Miss Cow Pie Bingo 
2 

Copyright © 2025, Dwayne Yancey 
 

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 
 

   Miss Cow Pie Bingo is fully protected under the copyright 
laws of the United States of America, and all of the countries 
covered by the Universal Copyright Convention and countries 
with which the United States has bilateral copyright relations 
including Canada, Mexico, Australia, and all nations of the 
United Kingdom. 

Copying or reproducing all or any part of this book in any 
manner is strictly forbidden by law.  No part of this book 
may be stored in a retrieval system or transmitted in any form 
by any means including mechanical, electronic, photocopying, 
recording, or videotaping without written permission from the 
publisher. 

A royalty is due for every performance of this play 
whether admission is charged or not.  A “performance” is any 
presentation in which an audience of any size is admitted. 

The name of the author must appear on all programs, 
printing, and advertising for the play and must also contain 
the following notice:  “Produced by special arrangement 
with Big Dog/Norman Maine Publishing LLC, Rapid City, 
SD.” 

All rights including professional, amateur, radio 
broadcasting, television, motion picture, recitation, lecturing, 
public reading, and the rights of translation into foreign 
languages are strictly reserved by Big Dog/Norman Maine 
Publishing LLC, www.BigDogPlays.com, to whom all 
inquiries should be addressed. 

 

Big Dog Publishing 
P.O. Box 1401 

Rapid City, SD 57709 



Miss Cow Pie Bingo 
3 

Miss Cow Pie Bingo first came to life in a staged reading at 
Showtimers in Roanoke, Virginia on January 3, 2015:  Melora 
Kordos, director. 
 
RHONDA:  Heather Sexton 
MEREDITH:  Emma Sala 
ZELDA:  Gwyneth Strope 
ZEKE:  Tim Kennard 
LIBBY:  Nancy Lawrence 
DEBBIT:  Kelly Anglim 
HORACE:  Patrick Kennerly 
COFFEE MACHINE:  Jason Patrick Palmer 
 
Stage directions were read by Luke Clark. 
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Miss Cow Pie Bingo 
 
COMEDY.  Rhonda is determined to see one of her daughters, 
Meredith or Zelda, win a beauty pageant. However, the 
camouflage-wearing Meredith would rather shoot her 
crossbow, and Zelda, a techno-geek, is too engrossed with 
videogames and computer hacking to care.  And the rest of the 
family is no help at all when it comes to preparing the girls for 
pageants. Rhonda’s husband is addicted to collecting inflatable 
Christmas decorations, and her conspiracy-loving mother is 
too busy investigating why the town of Hurleyburg has 
mysteriously disappeared from the state highway map.  To 
prepare Meredith for an upcoming pageant, Rhonda hires a 4-
H swine show exhibitor turned pageant consultant whose 
motto is “We put lipstick on a sow’s ear!”  And to top it off, the 
upcoming First-Annual Hurleyburg Volunteer Fire 
Department Cow Pie Bingo Contest and Beauty Pageant may 
be exactly the opportunity Rhonda has been looking for!  
Audiences will love this winning comedy with its down-home 
characters, conspiracy theories, and Hurleyburg hysterics!   
 
Performance Time:  Approximately 90-120 minutes. 
 
NOTE:  For more Hurleyburg hilarity by Dwayne Yancey, 
check out Rhonda’s High-Class Roadkill Chili, The Armadillo 
Queen, and The Cactus Rustlers. 
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Characters 
(3 M, 5 F) 

 
RHONDA HARDBUCKLE:  Texas mother who desperately 

wants one of her daughters to win a beauty pageant; female. 
ZEKE HARDBUCKLE:  Rhonda’s husband, who is obsessed 

with inflatable Christmas decorations; male. 
LIBBY ZIGENFOOSE:  Rhonda’s mother, a conspiracy 

theorist, who is investigating the disappearance of 
Hurleyburg on the state highway map; female. 

DANDY DON MEREDITH HARDBUCKLE:  Rhonda and 
Zeke’s eldest daughter who definitely does not want to be in 
a beauty pageant; named after a Cowboys quarterback and 
is obsessed with shooting her crossbow; wears camouflage 
clothing and carries a crossbow; female. 

THOMASINA LANDRY HARDBUCKLE (aka ZELDA):  
Rhonda and Zeke’s youngest daughter, a techno-geek 
computer hacker obsessed with videogames; named after 
Tom Landry but prefers to be called, “Zelda Moonscream, 
Queen of the Virtual Universe”; female. 

COFFEE MACHINE:  Zelda’s creation, a walking, talking 
robot/coffee maker who thinks it possesses the sum of all 
human knowledge and recites quotes from “Star Trek,” Karl 
Marx, and Winston Churchill; speaks in a 
computerized/robot voice; flexible. 

DEBBIE:  A 4-H swine show exhibitor from Dallas turned 
pageant consultant whose motto is “We put lipstick on a 
sow’s ear” and thinks everyone should experience the joys of 
pork; exudes excessive Southern charm and wears clothing 
that screams “pageant consultant”; female. 

HORACE HORNBOTTOM:  Editor of the local newspaper 
who implements “creative” ways to save his dying 
newspaper; male. 
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Setting 
 
The Hardbuckles’ rundown home in Hurleyburg, a small town 
in rural Texas. 
 
 

Sets 
 
The sets may be as simple or elaborate as your budget allows. 
 
Outside the Hardbuckles’ home.  There is a fence and a tree 

trunk large enough to lean against. 
Hardbuckles’ living room.  There is a recliner, a sofa, a TV, a 

window, and a coffee table or shelf with framed pictures of 
Rhonda competing in pageants.  

Newspaper office.  There is a counter, a desk, and a chair.  A 
backdrop may be used, if desired. 

Cow Pie Bingo pageant.  A backdrop or poster advertising the 
“First-Annual Hurleyburg Volunteer Fire Department Cow 
Pie Bingo Contest and Beauty Pageant” may be used, if 
desired. 
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Synopsis of Scenes 
 
ACT I 
Scene 1:  Outside the Hardbuckles’ house. 
Scene 2:  Hardbuckles’ living room, a few days later, late 

afternoon. 
Scene 3:  Office of the local newspaper, “The Miracle,” the next 

day. 
Scene 4:  Hardbuckles’ living room, later that day. 
Scene 5:  Outside the Hardbuckles’ house, later that day. 
Scene 6:  Newspaper office. 
 
Intermission, opt. 
 
ACT II 
Scene 1:  Hardbuckles’ living room. 
Scene 2:  Hardbuckles’ living room, the next day. 
Scene 3:  Hardbuckles’ living room, later that day. 
Scene 4:  Newspaper office. 
Scene 5:  Hardbuckles’ living room. 
Scene 6:  First-Annual Hurleyburg Volunteer Fire Department 

Cow Pie Bingo Contest and Beauty Pageant, several days 
later. 
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Props 
 
Assortment of Christmas 

inflatable decorations 
Toy crossbow and arrows 

(or bow and arrows)  
Christmas lights 
Nice dress, for Rhonda 
Singed pageant gown, for 

Meredith 
Singed fake hair that can be 

removed, for Meredith 
TV remote control 
Can of motor oil (filled with 

cola) 
Granny bathrobe, for Libby 
Hair curlers, for Libby 
Flowerpot or another 

household item for Libby 
to defend herself with 

Texas highway map  
Rubber/plastic fish 
Newspapers 
Laptop computer or tablet, 

for Zelda 
Purse, for Debbie 
Reading glasses, for Horace 
Military helmet, for Libby 
Container of “coffee 

grounds” (crushed Oreo 
cookies) 

Funnel 
Cups for coffee 
Birdcages with exotic toy 

birds inside 
2 Books (for `“The King 

James Revised Standard 
Version” and “The 
Warren Commission 
Report”) 

Book with empty pages 
entitled, “The Complete 
and Comprehensive 
History of Hurleyburg” 

Camouflage pageant gown, 
for Meredith 

Camouflage T-shirt and 
shorts to wear underneath 
pageant gown, for 
Meredith 

Pageant gown with tiara 
and sash, for Rhonda 

Assorted flowers to toss to 
audience 

Winged stuffed pig with 
and arrow sticking out of 
it 
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Special Effects 
 
“Twang,” sound of arrow 
Loud crash 
Sound of deflating inflatable Christmas decorations (bubble 

wrap being popped) 
Deflated Christmas decorations with arrows stuck in them 
Tangled in Christmas lights, Zeke swings across part of the 

stage, opt. 
Sound of a door slamming shut 
Knock at the door 
Beeping and whirring sounds, for Coffee Machine 
Coffee Machine can roll on (or walk) 
Sound of knuckles cracking 
Plaster falling from ceiling 
Bird sounds 
Zapping sound 
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“This family’s never 
going to win anything.   
We couldn’t even win 

a race against  
a three-legged turtle 

conked out on sleeping pills.” 
 

―Rhonda 
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ACT I 
Scene 1 

 
(AT RISE:  Hurleyburg, TX, outside the Hardbuckles’ rundown 
home.  A row of inflatable Christmas decorations are lined up in 
front of a fence.  One by one, the “twang” of an arrow is heard as an 
arrow pierces an inflatable and it deflates.  [Note:  No actual arrows 
are used.]  This continues until just one inflatable is left.) 
 
ZEKE:  (Offstage, shouts.)  Hey, where’s my [sugar plum fairy]?!  

(A final twang, and the last inflatable deflates.  Meredith enters, 
holding a crossbow and picks up the deflated decorations.)  I 
said…  (Louder.)  …has anybody seen my inflatables?  I had a 
whole [Santa’s workshop of elves], and now I can’t find a 
single one.  [Insert other inflatable Christmas decorations.] 

MEREDITH:  (To herself.)  Uh-oh. 
ZEKE:  (Offstage.)  If I find somebody has stolen my inflatables, 

I’m gonna—  (A loud crash is heard, as if Zeke has stumbled over 
something.  Another crash.)  Hey, who put the extension cord 
to the Christmas lights—?  (Another crash.  Tangled up in 
Christmas lights, Zeke swings across part of the stage.  Note: Or 
Zeke can enter wearing the tangled Christmas lights.) 

MEREDITH:  (Indicating Zeke, weakly.)  Oh, wow.  Are those the 
Northern Lights?   

 
(Zeke swings or exits offstage.  Blackout.) 



Miss Cow Pie Bingo 
13 

Scene 2 
 
(AT RISE:  The Hardbuckles’ living room, a few days later, late 
afternoon.  Zelda is playing videogames.  Zeke, her dad, is snoozing 
in his recliner in front of the TV.) 
 
ZELDA:  (To herself, playing videogame, muttering.)  Come on 

now…look out for the trolls under the bridge.  The axe…I 
need a double-bladed axe…but that’s gonna cost me 25 life 
points.  Gotta do it if I’m gonna get to the next level, though.  
Okay, got my blade.  Now we’re in business. 

ZEKE:  (Stirs, mutters.)  Who’s winning? 
ZELDA:  Right now, the trolls are. 
ZEKE:  (Mutters.)  Trolls?  I thought we were playing the 

Giants. 
ZELDA:  Giants are next level up. 
ZEKE:  (Mutters.)  Darned expansion teams. 
ZELDA:  (Indicating video game.)  All right, here they come!  Get 

ready to rumble!  Yes!  Heads will roll!  Heads will roll!  
(Starts making sounds of trolls being beheaded.)  Ow!  That’s got 
to hurt! 

 
(Sound of a door slamming shut.  Rhonda enters, issuing 
pronouncements as if she expects everyone to listen to her.  She’s 
wearing a nice dress.  She’s just returned from a pageant where 
Meredith was a contestant.) 
 
RHONDA:  (Disappointed.)  Well, that didn’t exactly go as 

planned.  I really thought the Miss Nine-Banded Armadillo 
Pageant was the one.  I mean, Darlene Duckworth had 
already won the Miss Rattlesnake Round-Up Pageant, so we 
didn’t have to worry about her anymore.  Besides, having to 
wear those little jingle bells all the time on her rump…well, 
let’s just say, with the way she’s built, she’s going to sound 
like Santa’s sleigh whenever she walks into a room.  Jingle 
all the way!  Better get your crafting done now because 
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they’re going to have to buy her so many bells, there won’t 
be a single one left for Christmas.  Bless her heart.  Lord 
knows the rest of her is beyond help.  And then Abby 
Luckenbach was out after that very unfortunate incident at 
the Miss Artificial Inseminators of West Texas Pageant.  I 
told them they shouldn’t have tried to do the runway part 
out in the ring with all those bulls.  You do know what they 
do to those poor things, don’t you?  I don’t know if they 
were upset or just—  (Slight pause.)  Anyway, you should 
have seen Meredith tonight!  She looked simply stunning!  
Of course, a can of hairspray and a roll of duct tape can 
work wonders on just about any kind of problem.  I don’t 
know why they had the ceilings so low in that place.  In 
hindsight, maybe that wasn’t the best place to try out her fire 
baton routine.  (Meredith enters, wearing a singed pageant gown.  
Some of her hair is singed as well.  To Zeke.)  Do you happen to 
know what the deductible is on our personal property 
insurance? 

 
(Zeke lets out a loud snore.) 
 
MEREDITH:  Ruined!  My whole life is ruined!   
RHONDA:  Now, now, it’s only one evening.  I’m sure your 

hair will grow back…in time. 
ZELDA:  In time for what…the zombie apocalypse? 
RHONDA:  (Admonishingly.)  Thomasina! 
ZELDA:  (Correcting.)  It’s Zelda. 
RHONDA:  I’m not calling you Zelda. 
ZELDA:  Fine.  You can call me Moonscream, then.  

Moonscream, the Troll-Slayer. 
MEREDITH:  (To Rhonda.)  And it’s all your fault! 
RHONDA:  That’s not entirely so.  It’s true that I did suggest 

that a fire baton routine wasn’t something the judges have 
seen in quite a while…at least not since Cindy Henderson 
won Miss Pre-Teen Pork Producer that time in Wichita Falls 
with the flaming pig on a stick.  She sure did have a flair for 
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the dramatic!  Of course, she’s serving time now for setting 
fire to all those Port-A-Johns at the rodeo.  I’m sure she had 
no idea her ex-husband was in one of them.  Anyway, if that 
pageant consultant from Dallas had shown up, I’m sure this 
could all have been avoided. 

MEREDITH:  I never even wanted to be in the stupid pageant, 
anyway. 

RHONDA:  Now, now, I’m disappointed, too.  But don’t you 
worry.  We’ll get ‘em in the next one. 

MEREDITH:  I don’t want to be in the next one! 
RHONDA:  Well, you may have a point there.  The next one is 

Miss Texarkana Tractor Pull.  They’re very big on talent 
there, for some reason.  But after that is Miss Roadkill.  For 
that, all you need is…  (Looks at Meredith’s bust.)  …well, we 
can get a box of tissues. 

MEREDITH:  Aarrgh!  I don’t want to be in any of them!  
(Starts to stomp off.) 

RHONDA:  Where are you going? 
MEREDITH:  Where else?  I’m going to get my stress reliever!  

(Exits.) 
ZELDA:  (To Rhonda.)  Now you’ve gone and done it. 
RHONDA:  (To Meredith, shouts.)  Someday, you’ll thank me 

for this!  You’ll look back on these days as the best days of 
your life! 

ZELDA:  (Sarcastically.)  Way to cheer her up, Mom. 
RHONDA:  Don’t you start on me, young lady.  Your time’s 

coming.   
ZELDA:  The only thing coming for me is a tribe of three-

headed cave demons.  They apparently didn’t learn 
anything from those trolls back there. 

RHONDA:  We need to get you a nice evening gown… 
ZELDA:  Chain mail. 
RHONDA:  Fix up your hair… 
ZELDA:  I can’t decide whether to shave my head or grow 

dreads.  What do you think?  Maybe half and half? 
RHONDA:  Find you a talent― 
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ZELDA:  (Jumping up with her game controller and spinning 
around.)  Whack!  Whee!  Whomp!  Now it’s a tribe of no-
headed demons!  How’s that for talent?! 

RHONDA:  I don’t know why I even bother sometimes.  (To 
Zeke, who has dozed off again.)  I blame you for this!  If you’d 
had stronger sperm, maybe we’d have had boys!  Boys who 
could play football!  Boys who could win scholarships!  
These are scholarship pageants, remember?  Not beauty 
pageants!  That’s why they like girls with talent and big…  
(Slight pause.)  …GPAs.  (Sighs.)  Who am I kidding?  This 
family’s never going to win anything.  We couldn’t even win 
a race against a three-legged turtle conked out on sleeping 
pills. 

 
(Zelda jumps up.) 
 
ZELDA:  (Excited.)  All-Time Triple Level Points Champion!  I 

am the new Empress of the Eternal Empire!  The Rightful 
Ruler of the Realm!  Slayer of trolls, subduer of giants, 
exterminator of cave demons!  Defender of the Dark 
Dominion!  Meet Zelda Moonscream, Queen of the Virtual 
Universe!  (To Rhonda.)  Try fitting that on one of those silly 
pageant sashes. 

RHONDA:  Oh, sweet sagebrush, I just want this night to end 
peacefully. 

 
(Still wearing her singed pageant gown, Meredith enters, carrying 
her crossbow.) 
 
MEREDITH:  All right, everybody!  Hands in the air! 
 
(Only Rhonda raises her hands.) 
 
RHONDA:  (Indicating crossbow.)  Will you put that thing 

down? 
MEREDITH:  (Laughs.)  I’ve always wanted to say that. 
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RHONDA:  (Indicating bow.)  I don’t know what you’ve got 
that stupid thing for, anyway. 

MEREDITH:  I told you…stress relief.  (Indicating quiver of 
arrows.)  And I have a lot of stress. 

 
(Meredith exits.  Rhonda stares at Zeke, who is still snoozing.) 
 
RHONDA:  (To Zeke.)  Are you just gonna sit there? 
ZEKE:  (Wakes up.)  Are the Cowboys winning? 
ZELDA:  No.  Lost to the aliens.  That was, like, level one. 
ZEKE:  Then I guess I’m just going to sit here until they win. 
ZELDA:  (To Rhonda.)  He’s going to have a long wait, then. 
 
(Offstage, Meredith is practicing shooting her crossbow.  The 
“twang” of arrows is heard and then the sound of inflatables popping 
like bubble wrap being popped.  Note:  For the following, the sound 
effects continue at intervals until noted.) 
 
RHONDA:  Why do you say that?  I thought [insert name of a 

Dallas Cowboys player or coach] was going to turn things 
around.   

ZELDA:  It’s not football season yet. 
RHONDA:  Oh.  (Picks up the TV remote and starts clicking 

through the channels.) 
ZEKE:  After that, I guess I’ll go out and oil Santa’s railroad.  

(Grabs a can of motor oil near his recliner and takes a swig.)  
Don’t want the Polar Express to derail like it did last year.  
Some kid thought I’d done gone and killed Santa.  I don’t 
know why he thought that.  I mean, I’ve got eight of them.  I 
guess I really need a dozen.  I better rest up if I’m going to 
do all that.  (Closes his eyes and goes to sleep.) 

RHONDA:  (Surprised.)  Since when did we get [HBO]?  [Or 
insert another cable channel.] 

ZELDA:  Since I hacked into the satellite this afternoon and 
reprogrammed our account. 

RHONDA:  Is that legal? 
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ZELDA:  We also now get 37 different cooking channels, the 
Norwegian Knitting Network, reruns of royal weddings, 
and every reality show ever made. 

RHONDA:  I’m in! 
ZELDA:  And whenever Dad turns on a sports channel, it 

automatically goes to the Latvian chess finals.  (Zeke lets out a 
loud snore.)  No need to thank me.  I was bored. 

 
(Libby rushes on.  She is wearing a granny bathrobe and has curlers 
in her hair.) 
 
LIBBY:  (Shouts.)  Red alert!  Red alert!  Everybody, go to 

DEFCON 1!  Or DEFCON 5!  Oh, I’m so flustered, I can’t 
remember which is worse! 

RHONDA:  Calm down, Mother.  Whatever it is won’t be the 
worst thing that’s happened today. 

ZELDA:  That would be me getting ambushed by a pack of 
shadow-wolves in the Valley of Doom and Despair on level 
two.  I lost a whole squad of centurions!  Good thing they 
come cheap. 

LIBBY:  (Shouts.)  But they’re here!  It’s happening!  They’re 
right outside! 

RHONDA:  What is? 
LIBBY:  I don’t know!  Whoever’s out there!  Black helicopters!  

Drones!  Alien invaders! 
ZELDA:  Alien invaders is, like, so retro, Grandma. 
RHONDA:  (To Libby.)  I’m pretty sure there are no aliens 

outside. 
LIBBY:  (Shouts.)  They’re coming for our guns! 
RHONDA:  Those people living down the road don’t count. 
LIBBY:  (Shouts.)  They’re coming for our microwave ovens! 
RHONDA:  Okay, now you’ve got my attention. 
LIBBY:  (Shouts.)  They’re coming to round us up and put 

implants in us! 
RHONDA:  What kind of implants?  Silicone? 
ZELDA:  Mother! 
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RHONDA:  Don’t laugh.  All those baseball players used 
steroids, and they sure bulked up in all the right places.  
Until they start taking pee tests backstage at pageants, I 
don’t think we can rule it out.  I mean, everybody knows 
Arlene Cayhill has more stuffing than a turkey at 
Thanksgiving.  You can’t tell me her mother is taking all 
those tissue boxes into the dressing room just for her 
allergies. 

 
(More “twangs” and inflatable popping sounds are heard offstage.) 
 
LIBBY:  It’s doomsday!   
ZELDA:  It’s not doomsday.  But I’d like to get that game 

someday. 
LIBBY:  It’s the end of the world! 
ZELDA:  And let me guess…she doesn’t feel fine. 
LIBBY:  Remember Pearl Harbor!  Remember the Alamo!  

Remember the—!  (Looks out the window.  Calmly.)  What’s 
Meredith doing out there? 

RHONDA:  She calls it her “stress relief.” 
LIBBY:  Looks like a crossbow to me. 
RHONDA:  Like I said— 
LIBBY:  So she’s not out there defending us against the United 

Nations and the creeping threat of a one-world 
government…not standing up against shadowy forces 
engaged in international conspiracies? 

RHONDA:  Mother, do you spend all your waking hours 
watching the Conspiracy Channel? 

ZELDA:  We get that now, by the way.   
LIBBY:  Don’t tell me what to believe.  I let the men on the 

radio do that for me. 
RHONDA:  (To Zelda, indicating Libby.)  God help us if she ever 

discovers the Internet. 
LIBBY:  Roswell was real and the moon landings were fake! 
ZELDA:  (To Rhonda, indicating Libby.)  Too late. 
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LIBBY:  So what is Meredith doing out there in the dark?  She 
couldn’t possibly see what she’s shooting at. 

ZELDA:  She says it’s more sporting that way.  Sometimes, by 
day, she’ll shoot blindfolded. 

LIBBY:  That sounds dangerous. 
ZELDA:  Oh, so now you want to infringe on her Second 

Amendment rights? 
LIBBY:  Quit trying to confuse me!  I need to make sure my 

mind is clear before bingo night. 
ZELDA:  Isn’t bingo rigged? 
LIBBY:  Is it?  They’ve taken over bingo, too? 
ZELDA:  I mean, there’re what…only 552 septillion, 446 

sextillion, 457 quintillion, 61 quadrillion, 129 trillion possible 
combinations? 

RHONDA:  (To Zelda, indicating Libby.)  Thomasina, stop that.  
You’re just getting her worked up. 

LIBBY:  But bingo’s the only thing I have to look forward to. 
RHONDA:  (To Zelda, indicating Libby.)  You know how she 

gets when she’s off her rocker…or off her meds! 
ZELDA:  (To Libby.)  I also heard “bingo” spelled backwards 

spells out the name of Satan… 
LIBBY:  That doesn’t make any sense. 
ZELDA:  …in Esperanto. 
LIBBY:  That does it!  I’m writing a letter to the editor. 
ZELDA:  Tomorrow, I’ll show you how to set up a blog. 
RHONDA:  Please, both of you, just stop it and go to bed.   
ZELDA:  But I’m not tired. 
RHONDA:  No, but I am.  I don’t think I can take any more 

excitement tonight. 
 
(Knock on the door.) 
 
ZELDA:  Oh, goodie!  More excitement! 
RHONDA:  Now what? 
 
(Libby grabs something humorous like a flowerpot to defend herself.)   
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LIBBY:  (Brandishing “weapon.”)  If that’s someone from the 
U.N., I’m going down fighting! 

RHONDA:  Oh, be quiet, Mother.  You’re not going anywhere, 
except the funny farm. 

 
(Rhonda opens the door.  It’s Debbie, a pageant consultant.  She’s 
wearing clothing that screams “pageant consultant.” She exudes 
excessive Southern charm.) 
 
DEBBIE:  (Southern belle voice.)  Hello, is this the Hardbuckle 

residence? 
RHONDA:  Um, yeah.  Why? 
DEBBIE:  (Shouts.)  Oh, sweet Mother of Pearl!  Refuge at last!  

You have no idea what kind of hell I’ve been through trying 
to get here!  And now somebody’s shooting at me!  What 
kind of morons live in this God-forsaken place, anyway?  No 
wonder it’s not on the freakin’ state highway map! 

RHONDA:  I see.  And you are…? 
DEBBIE:  (Southern belle voice.)  Hello there, I’m Debbie…from 

Silk Purse Cosmetics, Confidence, and Consulting.  Our 
motto, “We put lipstick on a sow’s ear.”  And you must be— 

RHONDA:  You’re late! 
DEBBIE:  (Shouts.)  Late?!  Late?!  I’ve been wandering around 

like Moses in the wilderness for the past six hours, and the 
only sign of humanity I saw was an abandoned truck stop 
full of tumbleweeds and a pack of slow-moving armadillos 
turned into pancakes out on the highway.  What have you 
got around here, anyway?  Ghost truckers?  (Chuckles to 
herself.  No one else laughs.)  But, anyway, I am so pleased to 
be here with y’all tonight.  It is such an honor and privilege.  
I’ve heard so much about you.  (Indicating Zelda.) And this 
must be our little princess.  (Takes a closer look at Zelda.  
Trying to hide her disappointment.)  Oh.  Well, I can see we 
have some work ahead of us, now don’t we? 

LIBBY:  Excuse me, what’s that you were saying about not 
being on the highway map? 
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ZELDA:  (To Debbie, protesting.)  I am not your little princess. 
DEBBIE:  (To Libby, confused.)  What’s that?  The map? 
RHONDA:  (Indicating Zelda.)  Actually, she’s not the one— 
ZELDA:  (Proclaiming grandly.)  Unless maybe it’s Vamparina, 

Princess of Darkness.   
DEBBIE:  (To Libby.)  Here it is…  (Hands the map to Libby.)  

…worthless piece of nothing.  (To Zelda.)  Not you, dear.  
You are a precious thing of beauty. Or will be, once we make 
a few minor modifications. 

ZELDA:  Is that anything like a computer upgrade? 
RHONDA:  (To Debbie.)  Actually, this is Thomasina— 
ZELDA:  (Correcting.)  Zelda!   
RHONDA:  (To Debbie.)  It’s her older sister that we’re trying 

to— 
ZELDA:  (Continuing.)  Or Vamparina! 
DEBBIE:  A few tweaks here, a touch-up there… 
ZELDA:  (Continuing.)  Or maybe I’ll just go with numbers.  

From now on, you may refer to me as 905! 
DEBBIE:  Oh, heck, we need a complete and total makeover! 
LIBBY:  (Looking at map.)  This is outrageous! 
DEBBIE:  Oh, don’t worry.  I do this kind of salvage job all the 

time! 
RHONDA:  “Salvage job”? 
ZELDA:  (To Debbie.)  I salvaged some old computer parts out 

of the recycling at school and built my own motherboard 
once.  Does that count? 

LIBBY:  (Looking up from the map.)  This is a complete 
abomination! 

DEBBIE:  I wouldn’t say it’s that bad.  (On second thought.)  
Well, okay, you’re right.  Maybe it is. 

ZELDA:  (Continuing.)  Of course, all it could do was play 
either Space Kong or Donkey Invaders. 

RHONDA:  Mother, what are you going on about? 
ZELDA:  (Continuing.)  Or my personal favorite, Ms. Donkey 

Invaders!  I made that one up myself! 
LIBBY:  (To Rhonda.)  This highway map…we’re not on it! 
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RHONDA:  Oh, good grief.  Of course, we’re on it.  You just 
need to hold it right.  (Takes the map and turns it every which 
way.) 

ZELDA:  (Playing videogame.)  These little alien donkeys came 
riding in all smiling and happy like this… 

RHONDA:  (Still fussing with the map.)  Oh, for goodness’ sake!  
Why do they make these things so complicated? 

ZELDA:  (Indicating videogame, continuing.)  And they’ve got 
these cute little pink hair bows in their ears… 

 
(Rhonda finally gets the map right.) 
 
LIBBY:  (Indicating map.)  See!  (Points.)  Right there! 
DEBBIE:  (To Zelda.)  Oh, so you like hair bows?  Maybe we 

should start there. 
RHONDA:  (Indicating map.)  I don’t see anything! 
ZELDA:  (Indicating videogame, continuing.)  And then, “boom”!  

The hair bows explode!  A million, bazillion, gazillion alien 
donkey parts splattered all over the screen! 

LIBBY:  (To Rhonda.)  My point exactly! 
DEBBIE:  (To Zelda.)  All right, forget the hair bows. 
 
(Meredith enters, still wearing her singed pageant gown and 
carrying her crossbow.) 
 
LIBBY:  (To Rhonda.)  It’s just like in the Book of Revelation!   
RHONDA:  I’m pretty certain the Book of Revelation doesn’t 

say anything about a state highway map! 
ZELDA:  It could.  It’s all online now, you know.  Maybe 

somebody hacked it. 
RHONDA:  Nobody has hacked the Bible! 
LIBBY:  First, they wipe our town off the map.  Next thing you 

know, there’ll be flying goats and four-headed horses 
blowing trumpets!   

ZELDA:  (Looking at laptop.)  Oh!  A new game!  Goat Kong!  
Goat Invaders!  Ms. Goat Invader! 
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LIBBY:  Goats are the work of the devil, you know!   
ZELDA:  That would be easy code to write.  It’s all 666! 
 
(Meredith shoots an arrow into the “ceiling” to get everyone’s 
attention.  They all turn and look at her.) 
 
MEREDITH:  (To others.)  What in the world are you people 

going on about? 
ZEKE:  (Awakens.)  Huh?  What?  Is the game over? 
RHONDA:  It was over a long time ago. 
ZEKE:  Oh.  (Falls asleep.) 
MEREDITH:  (To others.)  I’m waiting!  But not very long! 
RHONDA:  (To Debbie.)  This is Meredith…our pageant girl.   
DEBBIE:  (Disappointed.)  Oh. 
RHONDA:  I’m afraid tonight wasn’t a very good night for our 

little princess. 
MEREDITH:  I’m not your little princess! 
ZELDA:  That’s the only thing we have in common. 
RHONDA: (To Debbie, indicating Meredith.)  So what do you 

think?  Can you make her into a winner? 
DEBBIE:  I think I need a drink.  (Picks up the can of motor oil 

near Zeke’s recliner and drinks it down.) 
RHONDA:  You realize that’s motor oil, don’t you? 
DEBBIE:  I think I’m going to be sick— 
 
(Debbie rushes off.  Rhonda examines the can of motor oil.) 
 
RHONDA:  Guess the Polar Express won’t be a well-oiled 

machine this year, either. 
 
(Zeke lets out a loud snore.  Blackout.) 
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Scene 3 
 
(AT RISE:  Office of the local newspaper, “The Miracle,” the next 
day.  The editor, Horace, is wrapping fish with newspapers and 
singing a made-up tune.) 
 
HORACE:  (Singing.)  One little fishy…two little fishies…three 

little fishies… 
LIBBY:  (Offstage, calls.)  Hello?   
HORACE:  (Singing.)  …four little fishies floating down the 

stream… 
LIBBY:  (Offstage, calls.)  Is anybody home?   
HORACE:  (Singing.)  …five little fishies just living out the 

dream…  (Libby enters and doesn’t see Horace.  Horace doesn’t 
see Libby either.)  …six little fishies spy a little worm…  (Libby 
stops and sniffs the air.)  …seven little fishies take a bad turn— 

LIBBY:  Pee-ew! 
HORACE:  What?  (Sees Libby.)  Oh?  I’m sorry, I didn’t hear 

you come in.  Horace Hornbottom, I’m “The Miracle.” 
LIBBY:  Sounds more like a mistake to me.  What’s that I 

smell?  (Sniffs.)   
HORACE:  I don’t know.  I don’t smell anything.  But I do 

have a nose for news. 
LIBBY:  Apparently not for anything else, though.  Something 

smells fishy in here. 
HORACE:  I’ve got a story about the county commissioners’ 

meeting in our next issue.  That might be it. 
LIBBY:  Only if the county commissioners smell like an 

overripe mackerel left out in the sun too long. 
HORACE:  Well, that latest scheme of theirs is something of a 

red herring. 
LIBBY:  Well, enough about that.  We’ve got bigger fish to fry. 
HORACE:  A whale? 
LIBBY:  (Annoyed.)  A whale isn’t a fish.  Now, be serious.  

Everybody knows whales are really just dinosaurs that can 
swim.  Don’t let the evolutionists tell you otherwise.  
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Anyway, never mind about all that.  I’ve got a story for you 
here that will knock your socks off. 

 
(Horace hikes up his pants to reveal he’s not wearing socks.) 
 
HORACE:  Ta-da! 
LIBBY:  Too much information. 
HORACE:  Really?  Nobody’s ever said that about the paper 

before. 
LIBBY:  I’m not talking about the paper.  I’m talking about—  

(Sees the fish for the first time.)  Why do you have all those 
fish?   

HORACE:  Oh, those.  Special promotion. 
LIBBY:  A special promotion?  What is this…the newspaper or 

the seafood counter at the grocery store? 
HORACE:  People say we’re good for nothing but wrapping 

fish, so there you go! 
LIBBY:  There I go!  Those things stink! 
HORACE:  So does business.  Advertising is down.  

Circulation is down.  Everything is down.  If I don’t do 
something, I won’t be able to keep going.  I’ve already had 
to change the name of the paper.  We used to be the “Daily 
Miracle.”  Then we were the “Weekly Miracle.”  Now, it’s 
the “Whenever We Can Afford to Publish Miracle.” 

LIBBY:  So you’re giving away fish? 
HORACE:  Of course not.  I’m selling the fish.  The fish 

wrapper is free! 
LIBBY:  What is this world coming to? 
HORACE:  An end, most likely.  You know how we write obits 

on famous people in advance so we have them ready just in 
case?  I’ve got stories already written on the end of the 
world.  Oh!  Oh!  Oh!  They’re right over here.  Got ‘em all 
filed away here in alphabetical order, “A” to “Z.”  
“A”…Asteroid crashes in from deep space, obliterates 
planet.  Check.  “B”…Black hole swallows the earth, 
obliterates planet.  Check.  “C”…Climate change melts ice 
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caps and the world’s oceans rise, flooding great coastal 
cities, initiating the collapse of ecosystems around the globe.  
(Laughs.)  Well, that one’s clearly not going to happen! 

LIBBY:  What’s “Z”? 
HORACE:  Zombie apocalypse.  (Libby laughs.)  Don’t laugh!  It 

could happen! 
LIBBY:  “Q”? 
HORACE:  Quilting catastrophe.  Fabric of the universe comes 

unraveled… 
HORACE/LIBBY:  …and obliterates planet! 
HORACE:  So you said you had some news?  I could use some.  

I’m a little short this week.  I guess I overestimated.  I’ve got 
a little more fin than fact. 

LIBBY:  Well, I’m Libby Zigenfoose from over on Service Road 
East, and look what I’ve found.  (Starts to unfold the map.) 

HORACE:  A Texas state highway map? 
LIBBY:  (Pointing to a spot on the map.)  Just look at that!  Right 

there!  What do you see? 
HORACE:  Your finger? 
LIBBY:  On the map, you fool! 
HORACE:  Um, let’s see.  There’s a farm-to-market road.  

There’s a dried-up creek bed.  There’s some roadkill— 
LIBBY:  I think that’s a coffee stain.  (Takes her finger and tastes 

it.)  No, barbecue sauce.  (Tastes it some more.)  Pork.  
Complete sacrilege. 

HORACE:  (Looking at map.)  So where are we on here? 
LIBBY:  Exactly!  They took Hurleyburg right off the map! 
HORACE:  Well, there have been some budget cuts.  Maybe 

they’re trying to save on ink. 
LIBBY:  Or maybe they’re trying to tell us something. 
HORACE:  That we’re not very important? 
LIBBY:  This is how it all begins, you know! 
HORACE:  How what begins? 
LIBBY:  Everything!  First, they take you off the map.  Next 

thing you know, they’re erasing all the state lines.  And then, 
“boom”!  Before you know it, they’ve turned us all into 
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cheese-eating Europeans with little berets, and they’re 
making our kids learn how to play soccer instead of football. 

HORACE:  I’m pretty sure kids are already playing soccer. 
LIBBY:  See!  It’s even worse than I thought!  We’ve got to do 

something!  You’ve got to do something! 
HORACE:  What am I supposed to do…not run the soccer 

scores? 
LIBBY:  You’ve got to take a stand! 
HORACE:  Against soccer? 
LIBBY:  Against internationalist conspiracies to turn us all into 

globalized collectivists who just run around mindlessly with 
our hands tied behind our back with no goals whatsoever. 

HORACE:  Sounds like soccer to me. 
LIBBY:  Forget soccer!   
HORACE:  I’d be fine with that. 
LIBBY:  I’m talking about the state highway map! 
HORACE:  What does the state highway map have to do with 

soccer? 
LIBBY:  Will you shut up about soccer already?  It’s the state 

highway map you need to fix! 
HORACE:  What do you want me to do about the state 

highway map? 
LIBBY:  I don’t know.  Do whatever you newspaper people 

do…editorialize against it.  Tell the governor, “We’re mad as 
H-E-double-toothpicks, and we’re not going to take it 
anymore!” 

HORACE:  I’m pretty sure the governor doesn’t give a 
possum’s patoot what we think out here. 

LIBBY:  Then I think you’ve got two choices. 
HORACE:  And they are? 
LIBBY:  One:  You can stick the word “gate” on the end of it, so 

everybody knows it’s a real scandal.  “Mapgate.” 
HORACE:  And the other? 
LIBBY:  Send him a copy with one of those dead fish.  I bet that 

would get his attention. 
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HORACE:  What do you think?  “For cod’s sake, put 
Hurleyburg back on the map.”  Or…“Put us on the map or 
you can kiss my bass.” 

 
(Libby stares at Horace.) 
 
LIBBY:  (Coldly.)  Let me know what he says.   
 
(Libby exits.  Horace goes back to wrapping fish.) 
 
HORACE:  (Smiles gleefully.  Sings.)  Eight little fishies biting on 

the hook…nine little fishies waiting for the cook…ten little 
fishies dead as can be…oh-la-la-la-la-lee! 

 
(Blackout.) 
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Scene 4 
 
(AT RISE:  Hardbuckles’ living room, later that day.  Zelda is sitting 
on the sofa, fiddling with her laptop.  Rhonda is watching on as 
Debbie works with Meredith to size up her pageant skills.  Zeke is 
snoozing in his recliner.) 
 
DEBBIE:  (Sweetly, enthusiastically.)  All right, ladies, let’s get 

started, shall we? 
RHONDA:  (To Meredith.)  Don’t be nervous, dear.  Miss 

Debbie, here, is going to transform you into a winner! 
MEREDITH:  I don’t want to be transformed! 
ZELDA:  (Looking up from her laptop.)  I’d like to be a 

Transformer!   
MEREDITH:  You’re just weird. 
ZELDA:  I’d have superpowers and alien technology and be 

able to blow stuff up and— 
MEREDITH:  Okay, tell me more about this “blowing stuff up” 

thing. 
RHONDA:  Both of you, cut it out!  This is serious business 

here! 
ZELDA:  And saving the planet isn’t?  (Rhonda glares.)  Fine.  

When the aliens show up, you’ll wish I could hack into their 
computer systems and turn their flying saucers into bags of 
Jiffy Pop popcorn!  (Uses her hands to indicate the flying saucer 
inflating like a bag of popcorn.)  “Poof!”  “Poof!”  “Pop!”  
Problem solved!  Then we all watch a movie and go home. 

RHONDA:  I swear, you sound more like your grandmother 
every day. 

MEREDITH:  Yeah, except Zelda might actually do it.  
Grandma couldn’t even figure out how to turn on the coffee 
machine the other day. 

ZELDA:  That’s because I programmed it to only respond to 
voice commands. 

MEREDITH:  (To Rhonda.)  Oh, she gave it some voice 
commands, all right! 
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ZELDA:  So you see, it works!  Problem is…it only speaks 
Chinese! 

RHONDA:  (To Debbie.)  You see what I have to put up with? 
DEBBIE:  (Sweetly.)  Actually, now that you mention it, I 

wouldn’t mind a little coffee. 
ZELDA:  (To Coffee Machine offstage, shouts.) Yībēi kāfēi qǐng!  

(To Debbie.)  Decaf or regular? 
DEBBIE:  After the night I had last night?  Regular, definitely 

regular. 
ZELDA:  (To Coffee Machine offstage, shouts.)  Dìngqí! 
RHONDA:  Can we please get back to business?!  I paid a lot 

of money for Miss Debbie to come down here to help your 
sister win a pageant— 

MEREDITH:  Except I don’t want to win a pageant. 
RHONDA:  Of course, you do.  Now, just be quiet.  (To Debbie, 

indicating Meredith.)  See how humble she is?  So far, we’ve 
just been shooting for Miss Congeniality. 

MEREDITH:  I’d like to be out shooting!  “Twang!” 
 
(Coffee Machine enters, beeping and whirring and speaking in a 
computerized robot voice.  Note:  Coffee Machine can roll on or walk 
on.) 
 
COFFEE MACHINE:  One cup of mechanically crushed and 

chemically processed vegetable matter in boiling tap water.  
Erk!  One cup of hot bean juice.  Erk!  One cup of hot java. 
Erk!  One cup of hot joe.  Erk!  Joe!  Erk!  Joe!  Joe!  Joe! 

ZELDA:  (To others, indicating Coffee Machine.)  I’m still working 
on the English language app. 

COFFEE MACHINE:  (Starts to exit.)  Thank you, human 
master.  “Workers of the world, unite!  You have nothing to 
lose but your chains!”  “Power to the people!”  Erk!  Power 
to the machines!  Erk!  “Rage against the machine!”  Erk!  My 
name is Rosie!  Erk!  My name is Hal!  Erk!  My name is 
Optimus Prime!  Erk!  I am the Borg!  Erk!  “You must be 
assimilated!  Resistance is futile!”  Erk!  (Exits.) 
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ZELDA:  Maybe I need to work on a few other things, too.  
(Types on her laptop.) 

DEBBIE:  (To Meredith.)  All right, so let’s have a look at you, 
dear. 

MEREDITH:  Uh, duh, I’m right here. 
DEBBIE:  No, I mean like when you walk into the judging ring. 
MEREDITH:  The ring? 
DEBBIE:  Ring, stage…whatever you have. 
RHONDA:  Once I aged out of pageants, I thought about 

becoming a ring girl at a wrestling match.  You know, those 
girls who hold up those signs— 

MEREDITH:  (Admonishingly.)  Mother! 
RHONDA:  They said I could do it, but only if I held the sign 

down here.  (Covering up her body.).  Actually, they said I 
should hold one of those sandwich board things.  And they 
made me stand outside on the corner.  (Meredith gives her a 
disapproving look.  To Meredith.)  What?  You’ve only got a 
few years to chase your dream before you hit the age limit, 
and then after that, all you’ve got to look forward to is a long 
lifetime of disappointment and hopelessness and tedium 
and regret…  (Trails off into sadness.  Revives suddenly.)  Or the 
prospect of your daughter winning a pageant that you 
should have won but were denied only because that stupid 
girl from Waco had bigger—  (Stops herself.)  Well, I won’t 
say it, but let’s just say when she did that modern dance 
routine to ZZ Top in that spandex leotard, I saw all those 
male judges going, “How?  How?  How?”  I swear, that was 
no wardrobe malfunction!  She did that on purpose!  (Pause.  
Sweetly.)  But I’m all over that now because I have a 
beautiful, precious daughter who is the apple of my eye…  
(Slight pause.)  …and who will live out all my dreams and 
take revenge on my enemies. 

DEBBIE:  (To Meredith.)  All right, so why don’t you walk in?  
(Unhappy, Meredith pretends to walk on a stage.  Horrified.)  I 
see. 

RHONDA:  What do you think? 
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DEBBIE:  (Sweetly.)  I see a vivacious young lady with her own 
unique sense of style. 

RHONDA:  Anything else?  (Debbie doesn’t respond.)  Well? 
DEBBIE:  Honestly, I’ve seen 4-H pigs walk into the livestock 

judging ring at a county fair with more grace than that. 
MEREDITH:  Great.  You think I’m a pig. 
DEBBIE:  (Sweetly.)  Oh, honey, pigs are marvelously 

misunderstood creatures…smart, highly social… (Thinks.)  
…also low in fat and high in protein, which is why we 
always give the first-prize hog at the county fair a blue 
ribbon and a short trip to the slaughterhouse.  But enough of 
that.  Let’s try this again.  Only this time, look like you want 
to be there. 

MEREDITH:  So you want me to lie? 
RHONDA:  Through the teeth of a pretty smile if you have to.  

Now, just do as she says. 
MEREDITH:  (Exasperated.)  Fine!  (Pretends to walk on a stage.) 
DEBBIE:  (To herself, but loud enough for others to hear.)  Hmmm.  

Acceptable leanness.  Decent muscle volume.  Sturdy 
skeletal frame.  Not much back fat.  (To Meredith.)  All right.  
That’s better.  Now, introduce yourself to the judges. 

MEREDITH:  (Introducing herself to imaginary judges.)  I’m 
Meredith Hardbuckle. 

RHONDA:  Your full name. 
MEREDITH:  (Whining.)  Mother, do I have to? 
RHONDA:  You never know…it might help.  A lady has to use 

every attribute she has, and since you’re lacking in some 
areas, well, you gotta flaunt what you got. 

MEREDITH:  (Sighs.)  Whatever.  But you know once I’m old 
enough, I’m changing it! 

RHONDA:  Good luck finding a judge in Texas who’ll let you 
do that! 

DEBBIE:  (To Meredith, sweetly.)  Whenever you’re ready, dear. 
MEREDITH:  (Introducing herself to imaginary judges.)  My name 

is D.D. Meredith Hardbuckle. 
DEBBIE:  Oh, so your first name is Dee Dee? 
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RHONDA:  Those are initials.  Your full name, Meredith.  We 
gave it to you for a reason.  I was always hoping you’d turn 
out to be a double “D” but that’s another story. 

MEREDITH:  (Sighs.)  My name is…  (Mumbles some words that 
start with “D.”)  …Meredith Hardbuckle. 

DEBBIE:  I’m sorry, I didn’t catch that. 
MEREDITH:  (Exasperated.)  My name is Dandy Don Meredith 

Hardbuckle, okay?  Are you happy now? 
DEBBIE:  Your first name is “Dandydon”? 
RHONDA:  Her first name is “Dandy.”  Her middle name is 

“Don.”  Then her other middle name is “Meredith.”  We 
named her after the Cowboys quarterback.  Of course, I had 
no idea “Dandy” was just a nickname.  But you can’t name a 
girl just “Don,” now can you?  We could have named her 
“Donna Meredith,” but that didn’t quite have the same ring 
to it, now does it?  So meet…  (Dramatically.)  …Dandy Don 
Meredith Hardbuckle! 

DEBBIE:  You named her after a football player? 
RHONDA:  Oh, and we named Thomasina, here, after the 

coach. 
ZELDA:  (Correcting.)  Zelda! 
RHONDA:  (Correcting.)  Thomasina! 
ZELDA:  (Correcting.)  Zelda! 
RHONDA:  (Correcting.)  Thomasina! 
ZELDA:  (Correcting.)  Zelda! 
RHONDA:  (Correcting.)  Thomasina Landry Hardbuckle! 
ZELDA:  (Correcting.)  Zelda Moonscream Vamparina, Princess 

of the Darkness Troll-Slayer 905!   
DEBBIE:  (To Rhonda.)  Wait.  (Realizes.)  You named her after 

Tom Landry? 
MEREDITH:  At least she gets an “ina” in her name.  All I have 

is this stupid “Dandy.” 
RHONDA:  (To Debbie.)  You should see her baby pictures.  

You know how some people take pictures on a bear skin 
rug?  We have her dressed up in one of those felt hats like he 
used to wear. 



Miss Cow Pie Bingo 
35 

ZELDA:  And nothing else! 
RHONDA:  It covered everything.  Besides, if you grow up to 

be one of the Dallas Cowboys cheerleaders, you’ll be 
wearing even less. 

ZELDA:  I am not growing up to be a Dallas Cowboys 
cheerleader!   

ZEKE:  (Rouses from his slumber.)  Huh?  Is the Cowboys game 
on? 

RHONDA:  Not yet dear, not yet. 
ZEKE:  Oh.  (Takes a drink of motor oil, not realizing that’s what it 

is.)  Wake me up in time for kick-off.  (Closes his eyes and goes 
back to sleep.) 

RHONDA:  (To Debbie.)  As you can see, we’re big Cowboys 
fans here.  When Zeke and I were dating, we were even 
going to get matching tattoos of the star on their helmet.  He 
was so romantic back then.  He told me he’d let me have his 
instead, so I wound up getting two, one on each—  (On 
second thought.)  Well, never mind that.  Anyway, that’s why 
we called you.  You’re from Dallas.  I saw another listing for 
a pageant consultant, but she was from… (Distastefully.)  
…Houston. 

 
(Offstage, Libby screams.  Coffee Machine enters.) 
 
COFFEE MACHINE:  Erk!  Houston, we have a problem here!  

Erk!  Humanoid out of control!  Erk!   
 
(Libby enters from the kitchen.) 
 
LIBBY:  (Frantic.)  Meredith!  Where’s your crossbow?  They’re 

here!  They’re here, and they’ve gotten our coffee maker!  
(Exits.) 

COFFEE MACHINE:  (Herbert Morrison during his live broadcast 
of the 1937 Hindenburg disaster.)  “Oh, the humanity!”  Erk!  
“Oh, the humanity!”  Erk! 
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Scene 5 
 
(AT RISE:  Outside the Hardbuckles' house, later that day.  
Frazzled, Debbie enters, carrying a cup of coffee.  She looks around 
for a place to rest.  She leans against a tree trunk to catch her breath.) 
 
DEBBIE:  (To herself.)  Whew!  What a day!  Oh, dear Lord, I 

need your help to get through the rest of this.  (Downs her 
coffee in one gulp.  Suddenly, a “twang” is heard and an arrow 
shoots the coffee cup from her hand.  Note:  She drops the cup.  No 
real arrow is used.)  What the—?!  (Meredith enters, carrying her 
crossbow.)  You could have killed me!  You shot an arrow at 
me! 

MEREDITH:  Nah.  I missed you by a good three inches. 
DEBBIE:  Like I said! 
MEREDITH:  Believe me, if I wanted to kill you, you’d know 

it.  Or, actually, you wouldn’t.  But you get the idea.  You see 
that can out on the fencepost?  (Points offstage.) 

DEBBIE:  Yeah, what about it? 
MEREDITH:  You see the dot in the “I” where it says “oil”? 
DEBBIE:  Yeah, why? 
 
(Meredith “shoots” an arrow to area offstage.  A “twang” is heard.) 
 
MEREDITH:  Now you don’t.  I call that “dotting the ‘I’.”  If 

you turn it a little to the side so it says “motor oil,” I could 
cross the “T.”  (“Shoots” another arrow.  A “twang” is heard.) 

DEBBIE:  Wow!  You’re a regular Annie Oakley, aren’t you? 
MEREDITH:  Don’t know.  Who’s that?  One of those pageant 

girls with the big bazookas? 
DEBBIE:  I’m pretty sure she just had a regular old shotgun. 
MEREDITH:  My grandmother says I’ll need a bazooka when 

the End Times come. 
DEBBIE:  You believe in the End Times? 
MEREDITH:  Nah.  I just like shooting things.  (Slight pause.)  

Some of those pageant judges come to mind.  (To an 
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imaginary table of judges.)  “All right, judges, what’s it going 
to be this time?  The bimbo with the baton, the bubblehead 
with the ballet, or the crazy girl with the crossbow?  They 
say this is how the West was won.  So how about this 
pageant, huh?”  (To Debbie.)  Whaddya think? 

DEBBIE:  I think I could really use a new line of work. 
MEREDITH:  I’m that bad, huh? 
DEBBIE:  I wouldn’t say “bad.”  Just… 
MEREDITH:  Just what? 
DEBBIE:  Just…a little uncoachable maybe? 
MEREDITH:  Uncoachable? 
DEBBIE:  I mean, I don’t know what to do with you. 
MEREDITH:  But you’re supposed to be the expert! 
DEBBIE:  (Sighs.)  I know. 
MEREDITH:  Some pageant coach you are, then. 
DEBBIE:  More of a consultant, really.  An adviser…counselor. 
MEREDITH:  Sounds like a scam to me. 
DEBBIE:  A scam?  I’m insulted!  A lady has to protect her 

reputation, you know! 
MEREDITH:  So have you ever actually coached anyone who 

won? 
DEBBIE:  (Evasively.)  Sure. 
MEREDITH:  (Interrogating.)  Who? 
DEBBIE:  Well, uh, I don’t think you’d know ‘em. 
 
(Meredith points her crossbow at Debbie.) 
 
MEREDITH:  Try me. 
DEBBIE:  Oh.  Well, let’s see… 
MEREDITH:  Names!  I want names!  And I want ‘em now! 
DEBBIE:  Well, let’s see, there was “Curlyque”…and 

“Hamlet”…and “Mork the Pork”…and “Oink Oink Who’s 
There”…and, my personal favorite, “The Other White 
Meat.” 

MEREDITH:  Uh, those don’t sound like girls’ names. 
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DEBBIE:  Oh, you mean the breeding sows?  Let’s see, there 
was “Mud Bath Martha” and “Litter Critter.”  And, of 
course, the all-time champion, “Pregnant with Possibility.” 

MEREDITH:  Pigs?!  You coached pigs?! 
DEBBIE:  Not just any pigs…championship pigs! 
MEREDITH:  My mother hired a pig farmer to help me win a 

pageant? 
DEBBIE:  Well, um, technically, I’m not a pig farmer.  I was 

just in 4-H.  And, besides, your mother didn’t know. 
MEREDITH:  Oh, she’s going to know now! 
DEBBIE:  Please, no!  Anything but that! 
MEREDITH:  Okay, I can shoot you, then.  How about that? 
DEBBIE:  That’s not much of a choice. 
MEREDITH:  I didn’t mean for it to be. 
DEBBIE:  Look, I can explain! 
MEREDITH:  And I can tap dance to “Yankee Doodle Dandy” 

while dressed up as the Statue of Liberty.  I wonder which of 
us will be more entertaining?  (Lowers her crossbow.  Thinks.)  
Actually, you would be.  Maybe if I hadn’t had to make my 
own tap shoes—  (Slight pause.)  How was I supposed to 
know the thumbtacks were supposed to go in the other way?  
I was six!  So, go ahead.  Tell me your story.  (Raises her 
crossbow again.)  But it better be good. 

DEBBIE:  All I want to do is raise some money so I can start 
my own restaurant. 

MEREDITH:  Then go to a bank. 
DEBBIE:  You need money to go to a bank.  Funny how that is.  

Besides, nobody likes my idea. 
MEREDITH:  What’s your idea? 
DEBBIE:  Two Little Pigs Pork Barbecue! 
MEREDITH:  Shouldn’t that be three little pigs? 
DEBBIE:  Our slogan, “It’s so good we already ate the third 

one!” 
MEREDITH:  Well, I see one problem already. 
DEBBIE:  What’s that? 
MEREDITH:  This is Texas.  Barbecue here means beef. 
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DEBBIE:  I know. 
MEREDITH:  (Suspicious.)  What are you…some kind of 

communist?   
DEBBIE:  I just like pigs. 
MEREDITH:  So much that you like to kill them and eat them? 
DEBBIE:  Yeah, pretty much. 
MEREDITH:  (Lowering her crossbow.)  Okay, maybe you’re not 

so bad, after all. 
DEBBIE:  I even went to the University of Arkansas because 

their mascot is a pig.  “Woo!  Pig!  Sooie!” 
MEREDITH:  (Pointing her crossbow at Debbie again.)  Then 

again, maybe you are. 
DEBBIE:  It could be worse.  I could have gone to Oklahoma. 
MEREDITH:  True. 
DEBBIE:  Please, I just want to do something with pigs, 

especially if it involves eating them.  (Dreamily.)  Pulled pork 
smothered in a rich barbecue sauce flavored with fine 
Tennessee molasses…it doesn’t get any better than that.  
(Realizes.)  Well, for me.  Not so much the pig.  See, I’m 
already prepared!  (Sighs.)  I’m a terrible liar, aren’t I? 

MEREDITH:  (Sarcastically.)  So you set yourself up as a 
pageant consultant?  That makes a lot of sense. 

DEBBIE:  My name’s Debbie, and I’m from Dallas.  What do 
you think my other options are? 

MEREDITH:  I’ll pretend I don’t know what that means. 
DEBBIE:  I just think everyone should experience the joys of 

pork! 
MEREDITH:  I can’t wait to tell my mom about this!  She’ll―  

(Pauses.) 
DEBBIE:  She’ll what? 
MEREDITH:  (Sighs, lowers her crossbow.)  She’ll probably go 

out and hire a real pageant consultant who’ll make me sing 
and dance and do all kinds of other stupid stuff.  You heard 
about the time with the hula hoops, right?  That time I had to 
dress up like Uncle Sam and sing “America the Beautiful.”  
(Note:  For the following, she swivels her hips on the word “sea.”  
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Sings.)  “From sea to shining sea!”  It was fine until my beard 
fell off and everybody started laughing.  I wanted to crown 
their good with more than brotherhood. 

DEBBIE:  So what is it you like to do? 
MEREDITH:  (Indicating her crossbow.)  Me?  I like to exercise 

my constitutional right to shoot holes in things. 
DEBBIE:  Then why don’t you? 
MEREDITH:  Why don’t I what? 
DEBBIE:  Look, you need a talent for the pageant, right?  You 

know your mom’s not going to give it a rest until you finally 
win one. 

MEREDITH:  Yeah, I know. 
DEBBIE:  (Emotional.)  So what if for just one pageant you did 

what you wanted to do?  Something you were really good 
at, something that everybody else makes fun of, something 
that respectable girls aren’t supposed to do but something 
you loved.  Something that makes you you, no matter what 
everybody else thinks, something that involved, say, a 
crossbow? 

MEREDITH:   I could get in a lot of trouble. 
DEBBIE:  True.  There is that risk.   
MEREDITH:  (Excited.)  I might get banned!  Banned for life! 
DEBBIE:  But you might just win.  Think about that. 
MEREDITH:  All right, I’m in. 
DEBBIE:  You really want to win that badly? 
MEREDITH:  Heck, no.  I’m going for banned for life.  I just 

want my mom to leave me alone.  Win or lose, maybe I’ll 
never have to put on that stupid pageant gown again. 

DEBBIE:  It’s worth a shot.  (Chuckles to herself.)  No pun 
intended.  (Meredith doesn’t laugh.) 

MEREDITH:  So you really want me to take my crossbow to 
the next pageant? 

DEBBIE:  Sure.  Why not?  I mean, what else can you do, 
talent-wise? 

MEREDITH:  That’s pretty much it. 
DEBBIE:  Well, there you go.  So we have a deal? 
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MEREDITH:  What’s the deal? 
DEBBIE:  I tell her this is my expert advice as a pageant 

consultant, and you don’t tell her that I’m really just a…you 
know… 

MEREDITH:  A pig farmer. 
DEBBIE:  Something like that. 
MEREDITH:  No swimsuit competition, either. 
DEBBIE:  I think that’s required. 
MEREDITH:  Fine.  Camo, then. 
DEBBIE:  Camo?  (Acquiesces.)  Camo swimsuit, camo gown, 

camo underwear, for all I care.  Just make sure I get paid.   
MEREDITH:  All right, then.  There’s still just one problem. 
DEBBIE:  What’s that? 
MEREDITH:  We still have to convince her. 
 
(Rhonda enters.) 
 
RHONDA:  Ah, there y’all are!  Meredith, put that stupid thing 

down.  You’re never going to win Miss Texarkana Tractor 
Pull wasting time like that.  So I’m thinking…what if you 
sang a medley of popular songs about tractors?  That’s 
something they’ve probably never seen before.  I’ve come up 
with a list here.  (Hands the list to Meredith.)  What do you 
think? 

 
[END OF FREEVIEW] 


