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RULES FOR COMING QLU WHEN YOU'RE IN THE

DRIVER'S SEAT ('Y YOUR MOM'S CAMRY

by lessi:.a Marie Fisher

Synopsis: "Rules For * Jouiirg Out..." is the coming out story
for people who ar= tired of unnecessarily dramatic and
unrealistic coming <u. stories. Almost nobody “KNOWS”
completely what cheit sexuality is — most people have to find
the answers throizgh wial and error. Lauren and Liam navigate
love, sex, family, :dentity, relationship abuse and the sticky
in-between of queer adolescence, while working through their
own imperfect friendship.
Cast Size: 1 Female, 1 Male




GAY COWBOY5
by
Ciara Hannon




“I guess they say nobody's perfect
But they've never met a devil like you”
- Orville Peck




Characters
(In Order Of Appearance)

LADY - (20s—30s) (Female Presenting)

“Boy oh Boy does her name suit her just fine”

Saloon owner of the Hoyden Hideaway. Sharp tongue,
sharper wit. Keeps her bar and her heart locked down.

ARLO - (20s—40s) (Male Presenting)

“A walking George Strait Song”

Sheriff with a shiny badge and an ego to match.
Handsome, whiskey-soaked, and wav 1cc sure of
himself.

FENNEC - (Teens—20s) (Femalr: Pres=nting)

“For the actresses whose resumes uve stacked with
productions of ANNIE.”

A trickster fox in human form. Plays at innocence with
pigtails and party tricks, vui nnderneath is cunning,
restless, and ready to bi‘c

ANN - (30s—40s) (Fems!e Presenting)

“What Hells’ alreav raised up”

The Heel, known to 1nost as the infamous Midnight
Mangler. All tatcos, a whiskey-smooth voice, and
danger wrapp.d ‘1 wrath. Equal parts mother and devil.

FANCY - (2¢5-20s) (Female Presenting)

"The John Cerz of the Wild Wild West"

Clad in a flame-blazed suit, she walks with the same
swagger of all the cowboys of the past. She's bold,
charming, and a little reckless, but carries the weight of
family history on her shoulders.
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GAY COWBOYS

SCENE 1 - SALOON

(A saloon, simple in design, LADY enters, and boy oh
boy does her name suit her just fine. She is divine and
dangerous. She owns this bare-bones bar known as the
HOYDEN HIDEAWAY. ARLO enters. He’s the most
handsome man and he knows it. A mustache caked in
whiskey and charm. He leans against the wocd boards.
He brushes up his brand-new sheriff star. iic swiles at
LADY.)

LADY: Ain’t happening.

ARLO: (talking about his sherif” star) "Nhat? You don’t
like it? Thought gold was my color.

LADY: ‘Bout the only thivg frat looks good on you is
distance.

ARLO: Is that any wey fo taik to the new sheriff? Was
thinkin’ your <averite customer ‘oughta get a
discount.

LADY: You got veucr luck sticking your pecker in a
cactus. Wu aiii’t doing that no more. Starting fresh.
Drinkin’ darcin’, dealin’. That’s all I'm offering.

ARLO: 1'm hkece to keep you safe from people who are
much rougher dancers than I am. (Sucks his teeth.)
Don’t you prefer me? There’s some dangerous
people out there, Lady.




LADY: Oh please, there’s 10 bad sons of bitches out
there and 9 of ‘em call me ma’am.

ARLO: You’re making a mistake.

(He puts his hand on her. She sidesteps him and almost
breaks his hand. He lets out a howl.)

LADY: Get out!
ARLO: You think you’re above the law—

LADY: Oh no, I just have no interest beix’ beniesth the
law.

ARLO: So then what? Winter mean. noth'ng?

LADY: Everybody’s gotta stay vvarm, and you were the
pelt I chose. Now it’s sumrae:, and you’re making
me sweat.

ARLO: If I walk out that ccor, the law will be keeping
a watchful eye on you. No more of the special
treatment I’ve bee:n dealieg out for you. One wrong
move, and I’'m taking:-

LADY: Your daua: vz, GoodBYE!

(He goes to [zave. A child’s scream can be heard. A child
comes barreling in. Enter FENNEC. She has too much
blush on, massive pigtails, and a pale pink dress. She’s
adorable. Appears to be no older than ten. Key word.:

appears.)




FENNEC: Help! Help me! I came from Crestridge. My
home! Crestridge burned with my family living in the
heart of it. It was like a lightning strike. It’s not the
people that destroyed Crestridge, but a person. No, a
woman. NO. A devil draped in all black. She is the
dark night sky without a shimmering star. She is the
moon that commands the tides and the ocean. She is
a— bitch. They call her the Midnight Mangler. (She
pulls out a wanted poster) She is marked with the
snake all up her arm. Like Satan himself picked her
to carry out his wicked deeds. She’s lixc lLightning.
She is quick and fast and bright. And-

(A glass at the bar smashes down. A ha«d clad in red
nails and a snake tattoo covers her nand and makes its
way up her arm. She laughs a lavgh vt settles itself in
your marrow. Her voice is like whiskey. Dark and
smooth. This is the Midnight Mangler. But let’s call her
ANN.)

ANN: And I wish they would’ve let me smile for the
picture. If you’re ¢sk'ng ine, everyone should smile
just a bit more. I don’t know why it is in every town
I go to, everyorce just seems so dreadful. Why the
hostility? I savea that child.

FENNEC: O:ulitz siic s lying! You killed my family!

ANN: A"t That T did! And they say women can’t do it
all. Now, ":n gonna count to—

LADY: Can I help you with somethin’? Seems you’ve
lost your way.

ANN: A drink would do me just fine.
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LADY: My apologies, sugar. I don’t think I can make
that happen.

ANN: And why is that?

LADY: You didn’t say please.

ANN: Well then, can I please get a drink?
LADY: You’re not from around here, are you?

ANN: What gave it away?

LADY: Because everyone knows that in my bar, you
either come correct or get corrected.

ANN: Well then, come correct me, ma zin.

LADY: You couldn’t afford roc

ANN: Well, I'm guessing atier J take this town for all
it’s worth—

LADY: Oh, if you don  watch it. I’ll put you to work,
and who knows, w2y with some guidance, that
mouth can do ¢o muci; more than just talk.

FENNEC: Shc onrped down Crest—

(ANN raises a haid. Shush, the adults are talking.)

ANN: Don’t be mistaken. [ earn my money on my feet,
not on my back. Or my apologies, do you prefer all

fours? But you know somethin’? It loses its glamor
after a while: money that is. But this...
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(She goes to pull her gun. LADY puts her hairpin under
ANN'’s chin.)

ANN: Now, don’t get me excited. 'm gonna start
countin’.

(LADY doesn’t move)
ANN: 1-2-3!

(BOOM! The doors burst open. If you have the money
for a smoke machine, imagine it here. The mus.c blares.
Enter FANCY. The hero. She is clad in :: [lame-blazed
suit, and she walks with the same swagger of all the
cowboys of the past. I mean come on, her name is
Fancy.)

ANN: (Venomous) You.
FANCY: (Through a s:nile) Ms.

ANN: Thought I buined you. Back in Crestridge, back
in that chapel.

FANCY: 1It’ll ta¥c so much more than some fire and
brimstone ‘¢ bring me down. But if you think you can

come into th's town and raise hell, then you—

ANN: Darling, I’'m what hell’s already raised up. You
are like a flea, you know that?

FANCY: What can I say, once I’ve latched on to a bitch,
it’s hard to scratch me off. But c’mere girl, I got your
favorite chew toy right here!
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(She whips her coat back, revealing her weapon. ANN
puts her hand on hers. Ooooo...Who'’s gonna draw first?
FANCY smiles and begins whistling like how you call a
dog. ANN lets out a growl and goes to draw. Fancy takes
her hand off her weapon. She’s got more to say.)

FANCY: I gotta thank you, though. I met God in that
chapel in Crestridge. When the walls were burning
and the doors were locked—

FENNEC: No!

FANCY: Shhhh. I got down on my knees 2~ prayed.
And you know what God said to me? He caid— Maybe
I shouldn’t spoil it. You’ll see hir) soor enough. Tell
God I sent you.

(They fight an epic fight that f>2ls like if the WWE was
shot in the West. ANN grabs r ANC'Y’s knife. FANCY
gets the upper hand. ANN girabs FENNEC, using her as
a shield. She scoots to the z2oor.)

ANN: This isn’t over:

(She shoves FENNEC and exits. FANCY is bleeding.
LADY goes to FANCY )

LADY: She 20t y01 good, huh?
FANCY: Been through far worse.

LADY: It seemed like you two knew each other.
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FANCY: It did? (beat) 1 guess I’ve been hunting her for
so long that I’ve become a part of her, and she’s
become a part of me. We’ve entangled ourselves in
one another. Like Jesus and Judas. We are destined to
ruin each other again and again.

LADY: I was just askin’ if you two have slept together.
But I take that you’ve been chasing her for a while.

FANCY: Long as I can remember. Never cauvght your
name?

LADY: That somethin’ you need?

FANCY: Oh mercy! Give me sometuii’ to hold onto.
LADY: Got a good enough grip?

FANCY: I’'m strong.

LADY: Lady. I go by L.ady. And you are?

FANCY: I go by (FAN.CY takes off her glove and takes
LADY’s hand and 'sses it) Fancy.

(FANCY slips ner oivve back on. FENNEC wails and
throws herseli cowii in a chair. LADY comforts her.)

LADY: Angd what do they call you?

FENNEC: There is no they. Everyone I know is below
the ground!

LADY: Shhh. Your name, baby.
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FENNEC: Fennec, ma’am.

LADY: Like the fox. Ain’t that something?

FENNEC: Yes, ma’am, just like the fox! They are my
favorite animal! I saw one once! A sneaky thing he
was. Every time I tried to give him a big OI” kiss on
the head. He’d hiss at me somethin’ awful. I promise,
ma’am, I can— WILL earn my keep here. I car cook,
clean, I can even do magic tricks! Do you wanr.. see?

LADY: Of course.

(FENNEC cries and cries.)

FENNEC: Do you have a hankie?

LADY: Yes, right. (she can’t fird it)

(FENNEC fake sneezes and revea.s tre hankie.)

LADY: Well, Fennec, vou’ie just in luck. We were
looking for a good magician. But for right now, make
yourself at home.

FENNEC: (hugging /2 arnd exiting) Thank you, ma’am.

LADY: Run along r.ow. (back to FANCY) Can I get you
anything? On the house. (FANCY appraises her with
a shit-eating av.1n) Your eyes always light up like that?
Beer ain’t that good.

FANCY: What can [ say? You caught me on a good day.

LADY: What does a bad day look like?
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FANCY: Wouldn’t know. Never had one. You live
here?

LADY: I’m not sure if I should be telling you that.

FANCY: Hm. Fair enough. There’s a mangler on the
loose. I was gonna offer to walk you home.

LADY: Walking me home? Ain’t that a geatleman's
job?

FANCY: Oh, darlin’. You’ll come to fnq. ! can be more
gentle than any man.

LADY: What about you? Where do you1 hang your hat?

FANCY: I grew up in the velley. Cow folk—

LADY: Bullshit.

FANCY: Pardon me?

LADY: Your hanis would be rougher if that were the
case. So either sta:t 1yin’ better or try the truth. I hear

it tastes better, anyiiow.

FANCY: So hoyw come no man at the saloon has come
and mede you a wife?

LADY: Is that why you came in? You looking for a
wife?

FANCY: No, I’'m just making sure someone’s keepin’
you warm at night.
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LADY: Ican hold my own.

FANCY: Is that so?

LADY: Care to find out?

FANCY: Oooo00. Aren’t you a terrifying creature?

LADY: Idon’tbite.

FANCY: Picky eater?

LADY: Refined palette, more like. Not hio n eating
things that don’t fill me up. What ahoui the appetite
on you?

FANCY: Starving.

LADY: And you look it. Bet 11 vou rned to the side,
you’d disappear.

FANCY: You trying tc i:ll rae up?

LADY: Well, with ‘hat Mangler on the loose.
Someone’s gotta kecn us all safe.

FANCY: Well loot no further.
(LADY looks airec:ly at FANCY. FANCY kind of drops
character. FENNEC messes around in the bar, and

FANCY gets back into it.)

FANCY: You got a place to piss?
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LADY: Out back.

(FANCY exits. FENNEC comes up to LADY. FENNEC
has a beer. She opens it like a sly little racoon.)

LADY: Who gave you that?

(FENNEC shrugs and points to someone in the
audience.)

LADY: Give it.

FENNEC: But I'm almost done. I don’vwant s to go to
waste. Finish it for me? Oh, come on, I won’t tell.

(LADY finishes the beer.)
LADY: Go see to cleanin’ up.
FENNEC: Yes ma’am.

(LADY shrugs and finishes the beer. She goes to help
clean and she becomes weozy. LADY looks at the beer
bottle in her hand. She —eaches for FENNEC to catch
her. Fennec shrugs rer off along with the Bubbly
personality that we ve come to adore with FENNEC.
LADY collapses. " #.\NNEC whistles. ANN comes in and
takes LADY i ANN nods to FENNEC. FENNEC takes
a big breath 1. She gives the vocal performance of a

lifetime.)

17



FENNEC: (Yelling) 1S THAT THE MIDNIGHT

the Saloon.) OH NO! HELP! HELP ME! SHE’S
BACKKKK! HIDE THE CHILDREN QUICKLY'!
SHE WANTS BLOOD! SHE HAS GUNS! SHE HAS
WOLVES! OH MY GOODNESS THE WOLVES
HAVE GUNS! HEAR THEM HO-
WWWLLLLLLLLL-AAAHHH! SHE’S BREAKIN’
THE TABLES! (She flips the table, stomps aud lets
out a gasp as if she’s been punched. She contines to
make noises as if the Midnight Mangler is beuiing her
within an inch of her life. She lets out ore final gasp
and falls to the ground... Fin. ARLC and FANCY
come rushing in.)

ARLO: Dirt-on-a dog, Would ya’ stop with all that
yellin’.

FANCY: What’s wrong?

ARLO: Right. Right. Wha'’s wror.g?
FENNEC: The Midnigh: Mangler took her.
ARLO: Who?

FENNEC: Lady Sherisy, please, oh, please. You gotta
get the peorle insoired.

ARLO: What'd yvoua suggest?
FENNEC: Raise the bounty on the Midnight Mangler.

People don’t give two hoots about that Mangler, but
they do care about— (money hands)
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ARLO: (to audience) People of Sweetwater. The bounty
on the Midnight Mangler is doubled. (FENNEC
points up) TRIPLED.

FENNEC: Good work, Sheriff.

FANCY: Oh. No need for that. I was heading that way
anyhow. She’s held up in the mountains, I’1l go.

FENNEC: She said she wasn’t going to her camp.
FANCY: Where did she say she was geing?

FENNEC: The train tracks.
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SCENE 2 - TRAIN

(A big bright light is seen at the back of the stage: a train.
We hear the whistle. LADY is tied to the tracks. FANCY
rushes on with a lantern, she reaches for her knife. No
knife. ANN took it. She tries to untie her with her bare
hands to no avail. The train gets closer. LADY wakes

up.)

LADY: Where am 1?

(SFX: train whistle)

FANCY: A fucking train track.

LADY: Cut me free—

FANCY: Idon’t have anything *o cut you free with.
(SFX: train whistle)

LADY: My hairpin.

FANCY: Your what?

LADY: MY HAIRFY'! Y FUCKING HAIRPIN-

FANCY: THAVE A HAT.IDON’T GOTTA PUT MY
HAIR UP.

LADY: GRAB MY FUCKING HAIRPIN-
FANCY: OKAY! OKAY!

(SFX: train whistle)
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FANCY: (Staring at the hairpin, searching for an
answer) FUCK YOU WANT ME TO DO WITH THIS?

LADY: PULL THE GEM OFF.

(Underneath the gem is a tiny blade, think a boxcutter.)
FANCY: ICAN’T CUT YOU FREE WITH THIS.
(SFX: train whistle)

LADY: FUCKING TRYYYYYYYY™WYi!

(They work frantically to get her free. Flash of light.
Lights up on LADY off the track und cr top of FANCY.

Both are breathing hard. They lock eycs. It’s Gay.)

(BLACKOUT)
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SCENE 3 - WALKING

(FANCY and LADY are walking back to town, silence.
FANCY holds onto a lantern.)

FANCY: First time getting kidnapped?

LADY: Is it that obvious? Hell, who am I kidding? I’ve
tussled with men much bigger than that train.

(FANCY is talking about the scar on LADY'’S juce.;

FANCY: That would explain this. I wouid nLate o see
the other guy. I, uh, think I got one. Right i:s;e,

(FANCY pulls her sleeve up. LADY scuinis. trying to see
the scar. FANCY pushes her away. They laugh. LADY
takes FANCY'’s arm. They can’t take looking at each
other, so they look up... at the s'ars.)

LADY: I used to come out rere al! the time when I was
younger. I miss the stars. My <addy would say the best
gift God gave him was my Momma. Second best thing
was the stars. He tranked God on his knees every
night to thank the sters Zor giving him just enough
light to look at her even when the sun went down. And
here I am and 1 cav’t see shit.

(FANCY takes the icinp, and she blows out the light. She
covers LADY s eyes.)

FANCY: Trick is making it real dark. Then—

(She removes her hands. They look at the stars.)
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LADY: I can’t say I believe in God, but I will say I
admire his work.

FANCY: Idon’t think God had anything to do with the
stars. God put humans on this earth. That’s all.
Nothing more, nothing less. God only made the
people. That’s all he could muster. The anatomy of
you and me. Our, uh, insides. And that’s it. And then,
he saw what we would be doin’ to each nther. And
God said unto his Angels. Well shit. So, a= put the
angels to work. Like bees in the hive. Aiid i angels
made everything that we know to be beautiful. The
hills. The valley. The sunrise. (lookiizg oi Ler corset)
Well, I best be having a talk with the train track for
tearing this thing up.

LADY: You pulled me up too aamn guick. You pulled
out the stitching.

FANCY: Next time, I’ll be gent'e.

LADY: Oh, there wi'i not be 4 next time.
FANCY: Let me imalre 1 up to you. (opens hand)
LADY: What?

FANCY: Tcan fix that.

LADY: Yon zonna fix this

FANCY: Good with my hands.

LADY: Ineed this. It’s my only—
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FANCY: Give me an hour.

LADY: An hour?

FANCY: Or two.

(FANCY smiles. LADY squints.)

LADY: Well, it’s not like I sleep in the thing.

(LADY tries to get out of it, she struggles.)

FANCY: Need a hand?

LADY: If you don’t mind?

(She turns and FANCY quickly pecls he- gloves off,
tossing them on the ground. She puts her hat down. She
gets on her knees and unties the corset. Done. LADY
turns and looks at FANCY dow:: on ier knees. FANCY

gets up and extends her ha::d. They shake hands. LADY
laughs. FANCY goes and grubs rier stuff. FANCY stands

far away.)

LADY: C’mere Red

(FANCY crosses. Leooning at her. LADY softly touches
her face.)

FANCY: Gotanarne, y’know.

LADY: Ah. Figured you had one of those. What was it
again?

FANCY: Fancy.
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LADY: No. Red suits you more. (silence, she kisses her
head) Goodnight.

FANCY: Goodnight.

(FANCY kicks at the dirt. Lights up inside the Saloon.)
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SCENE 4 - RENT

(Back inside the saloon. Arlo has made himself at home
at the bar. Nursing a bottle of whiskey.)

ARLO: I was starting to worry about you, sugar!
LADY: I’m fine. No thanks to you.

ARLO: I was rallying the men. Getting my aftairs in
order.

LADY: Hm.

ARLO: I thought you said you weren’1 «ioing that no
more.

LADY: Oh, yes, Arlo! You caught me. What can I say?
When a girl has a hankering ror getting tied to a track,
she’s just gotta go get the itch out. Get out, it’s late.

ARLO: Where’s your coiset? Wes it good?

LADY: Get out, it’s lat-.

ARLO: Idon’tlike veing iied to.

LADY: I'm net ly:cg.

ARLO: Please. Youa disappear in the middle of the night
and come back with your cheeks flushed and corset

nowhere to be seen.

LADY: Fancy didn’t—
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ARLO: Fancy? (silence) Fancy.

LADY: She rescued me. That’s all. You sat here. Please
tell me you can see the difference.

ARLO: Can you? The difference between safety, a roof
over your head, a husband. Want me to go on?

LADY: Go.

ARLO: We will see once the prize moiicy is in her
pocket how fleet of foot she’ll be. Yor just gotta learn
that a spark is not a flame. Now the rent ic due—

LADY: I’'m good for it. I just need—

ARLO: I’ll be upstairs.

LADY: This is the last time

ARLO: Sure, Sugar. Suie.

(ARLO Exits. A coyote howls. LADY exhales and exits
after ARLO.)
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SCENE S - CAMP

(FANCY is seen outside the saloon. A coyote howls. A
rustle of something. Fancy demeanor changes.)

FANCY: How long you been standing there?

(FENNEC appears, her pigtails are out. She looks older,
and she is smoking a cigar.)

FENNEC: Long enough.

FANCY: You shouldn’t be looming about, pecule could
start getting ideas.

FENNEC: (long drag of cigar) Docs it lcok like I give
a flying fuck?

FANCY: Well you should. Cersiacrin—
FENNEC: You are so—

FANCY: Go on. Grab vovsself a step stool so you can
look me in the eyes when you threaten me.

FENNEC: (Hitting =ANCY’s Hat clean off her head.)
FUCK YOU.

(FANCY grats FENNEC's hair and pulls. FENNEC hits
her and pushes muny.)

FENNEC: Come on now. She’s in a mood.

FANCY: Not my problem. That’s all you. I did my job.
I saved her!
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FENNEC: Want me to hold up your coat while you go
down on yourself a little more?

FANCY: Have you kissed anyone? Like ever?
FENNEC: (snatching the corset) Where’d you get this?
FANCY: Give it back.

FENNEC: (mimicking) Give it back.

FANCY: I’'m just fixing it.

FENNEC: Fixing it so you can fick it? No! Rather
you’re gonna up all night just — (deep, deep sniff of the
corset.) God! It smells like—

FENNEC and FANCY: Bourton and cinnamon.

(FENNEC looks at her. Ew, gross. The walk up to a tiny
tent and campfire. A fomilicy Lat hung up. The Midnight
Mangler. ANN con.cs ir, and FENNEC hits FANCY to
shut her up. FENIMN=C fiides the corset. FANCY scoffs.
Ann sits with a grujy. Aithough she still looks like the
Midnight Mangler. (iere is a slowness there. Her age

apparent.)
ANN: Anyonc tullow you?

FENNEC: No. (Sitting down on the corset.)
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ANN: From now on, when you two are coming back to
camp, you need to be quieter. Mouse-like. (FANCY
goes to sit.) Don’t. I’'m not cleaning those pants again.
(Passing along beef jerky and a canteen. FENNEC
eats, FANCY declines.) Go on, what are you hung up
on?

FANCY: You took my knife.
ANN: As planned.

FANCY: As planned, when we do ‘e tacruntain
kidnapping, when I don’t need the knife tut when
you tie someone to a train track, I neea -

ANN: Didn’t you feel it today? Lidn’t you feel like
Fancy? I mean, in Crestridge. you were blabbing my
ear off about being bored. So I rnade things exciting
again! Keep you on your toes.

FANCY: You promised 22 No inore tracks. After what
happened in Jackson, ver said you wouldn’t put me
through that again.

ANN: Well, your tirning was perfect today. So, Jackson
won’t happen ¢gain. But you have a point. Pack up.
We are out bv teciorrow.

FENNEC: Page< :ay at least a week. | worked—

FANCY: Stop. Why?

ANN: Idon’t like it here. Too hot.
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FANCY: Bullshit.

ANN: You are getting messy. Fennec told me how you
tripped over your words and such. I think we are due
for some new material. Fennec?

FENNEC: I can work on it.

ANN: And then you can remove whatever bus you have
up your ass.

FANCY: There is no bug in my ass!

(FENNEC giggles.)

FANCY: Grow up!

FENNEC: (mimicking here) There 1s no bug in my ass!

FANCY: You two can go iicurz out what the fuck the
pages say. And I car stay i this town. Sniff around.
See if there is anyt!ingy o'se we can squeeze.

ANN: A squeeze” What around here is needing a
squeeze? Especiairv by you. Lord knows your grip is
shit.

FENNEC: She’s got the hots!

ANN: She does?

FANCY: Idon’t!

(FENNEC hands the corset to ANN.)
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ANN: It smells like—
FANCY: Bourbon.
FENNEC: And cinnamon.
ANN: Shit and sweat.
(FENNEC and ANN laugh.)

ANN: No. Come on, now. C’mon now. It’s cuic. You
and— God. Give me her name again. Woman?

FENNEC: Lady—

ANN: Lady. (she laughs) That’s cu‘c. Fuiting. Okay, so
let’s say she likes you as much as you like her. Which
is (laugh) But let’s pretend. She nkes you. Ask
yourself, can you settle dow? Can vou stay here and
be a wife? Raise a family? 1z the same old town, in
the same old house witk the same old wife? I mean,
sure darling, she’s the most beautiful girl I've ever
seen. Shit, I’ll give her that. But what is she gonna
look like 10 or 15 j=ars Tvom now? She will start to
sag, and you will stari to stray, and then you two will
just fizzle out. We <olicct the bounty. We leave. Start
stitching.

(ANN gives the coiset back. FANCY grabs a needle and
thread, then exits. ANN turns and sees FENNEC.
Silence. FENNEC smiles and assumes a position that
makes her look younger. She begins to tie her hair back

up.)
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ANN: Quit. You always get them lopsided. Makes your
face all crooked. Well, more so.

(FENNEC sits, and ANN does her hair.)

FENNEC: I got something good going. Think I can add
it to Silver Valley.

ANN: Silver Valley is east. We are going rorth. Dust
Hallow.

FENNEC: Dust Hallow. Right. Well, the sheriff here
has taken a real shine to me, and I <an tcl the lights
are on but ain’t no one home. So I r.lunted a little
worm in his ear. I said “People don™t give two hoots
about that Mangler but they 4o cace about (money
hands)” So I suggested he dounle the obounty to get his
town folk more involved, 2nd that sucker tripled it.

ANN: He’s a man. The leve! ar which he operates is
already lower than a sun’s bem.

FENNEC: But now e will be collecting big! Ain’t that
good?

ANN: Then what's youar plan once a whole herd of men
come trarpitne up here and take me away in the
middle of the aight?

FENNEC: Wg!—
ANN: T’ll be kicking and screaming, and then who

knows what as I am carted off under false pretenses.
But hey! As long as he took a shine to you.
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FENNEC: I'm sorry Ann. I guess I wasn’t thinking
clearly

ANN: Seems to be the case.

(She nods her dismissal to FENNEC. FANCY is dressed
down, missing all the dazzle. She tries to get out.)

FANCY: Be back soon. I just gotta clear my head.
ANN: That won’t take long. Speak.
FANCY: What if [ wasn’t fast enough tocay?

ANN: (Letting out a coyote howl of a lai:sh.) You like
her.

FANCY: She’s just nice to talk *o, is all.
ANN: Fuck you, I'm great at tailing

FANCY: We’re just talking 1s alt. It’s not love, it’s just
talking.

ANN: As much as we wanna wrestle it, the heart is the
strongest muscle. 1 mean hell, I fought how I felt for
your father for vears. But in the end, my heart won.

FANCY: And roy mother lost.

ANN: That’s hardly my fault.

FANCY: You ever tire of this?

ANN: Of talking to you? All the time!
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FANCY: I mean. This. Doing this over and over again,
then as soon as people know us we move to the next
town? It’s hollow. It’s just... tiring.

ANN: That Lady is just... Too risky. Listen, I know girls
like that. All ass and no ‘spirations. Ha! All tits and
no talent! (She pauses. Low key searching for a third
one.)

FANCY: No come on, I know the ol” nuggus doesn’t
work as well as she use to, but I bet che can cook up
just more insult. What’s that thing Tennee is always
saying? Comedy comes in threes?

ANN: Not for me. I’m funny the rirst tackin’ time.
FANCY: Right. Goodnight.

ANN: No. C’mon. (Laying dawr. .he law.) We're gonna
wrap up tomorrow 244 in the next town... You take
the lead. Be the Mignichi “angler! (Handing over her
hat, taking FANC s Lat. She struts across the space,
doing a FANCY impression.) “And the doors were
locked.”

FENNEC: S iz ibust Hallow, Ann can be the Midnight
Mangler. Sie can get a break. And I’ll be Fancy.
Pleas¢”

FANCY: Fennec—

ANN: (The joke ending.) You are Fennec and will
continue to be Fennec.
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FENNEC: But- I know Fancy real good. (She puts on
the hat.) Look! Look! (She tries to be FANCY.)
“It’1l take so much more than some fire and brimstone
to bring me down. But if you think you can come into
this town and raise hell, then you -” And then you say—
Come on Ann, you say. Well, maybe you should be
the one taking a break. You don’t even know what to
say next.

(ANN's furry settles in her jaw. She spits and spec:'s.)

ANN: You’re missing a key part of being Fancy. and
it’s all about knowing things. And «ne cof chose
things—

FANCY: C’mon Ann, that’s enough

ANN: s knowing where to kill and where to injure
someone and Fennec, you are one talented little
writer. But God will put me 1 the cround before I put
a gun in your hand again. L ook 2t me. You are Fennec
and will continue to be *<nuec Goodnight.

FENNEC: Night.

FANCY: I’ll be back.

ANN: We ain’t fitashed. (FANCY scoffs and brushes by
her.) I'm llimg 10 you. (Hand on FANCY.) Look at

me. (Whippirg rer around.)

FANCY: I’'m not Fennec. I’'m not a child anymore. You
can’t talk to me like that no more.
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ANN: Careful. I might not have been the woman that
brought you into this world, but I will be the one to
take you out.

FANCY: Idon’t wanna leave this town. This is my last—

ANN: Stop.

FANCY: I want to make a life for myself—

ANN: Enough—

FANCY: Here. She likes me. She cares tor me. You
have taken—

ANN: Everything from me. You oelong—
FANCY: You don’t know where I belong.
ANN: You belong next to mie. You are—
FANCY: Iam nothirs; tike vou.

ANN: Oh yeah? “:ai <o you plan about doing about
your back? Hard o pretend that you don’t know me
when I am branded into you.

FANCY: Il cerve it off my skin. Or burn something
new. Hometh'ng that isn’t you.

ANN: Oooo-wee. When you get angry the fury in your
face dances like a little fire. Just twitchin’. Reminds
me of your Momma and when you get all like this. A
spitting image.
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(FANCY spits in her face. She goes to pull her weapon.
ANN shoves her to the ground. ANN pulls her gun. She
puts her thumb on the hammer.)

ANN: Now, have I made myself clear?

(FANCY nods and ANN freezes. She removes the gun.
ANN exits. FANCY spits. FENNEC brings a blanket, and
she hands it to FANCY. They share the blanket, thzy take
off their boots and layers, leaving them basicc!ly in
skins, we see their tattoos. FANCY grabs a fiusn and
drinks. She rinses her mouth and spits. She continues her
work on the corset. FENNEC stands over heiw FANCY
hits her leg. FENNEC kicks back. FANCY gets up.
FENNEC backs up, then steps forward. r.2NCY scoffs.)

FANCY: Almost. Come on, try agait.

(FENNEC steps away and approacnes. She tries again.
Again. When she tries again, FANCY Jalls to the ground,
pretending to be afraid. FENNEL smiles. She did it.
FANCY laughs. FENNEC facks her boot and storms
away.)

FANCY: Might just be me? Maybe someone will find
that—

FENNEC: TI’'ll hit you so hard, it’ll make your shoulders
clap.

(FANCY raises her hands, silence. They begin to set up
a tiny little campsite for themselves.)

FANCY: You shouldn’t’ve provoked the sheriff.
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FENNEC: He’s harmless.

FANCY: He’s dumb. Not harmless, there’s a difference.

FENNEC: I know the difference. Don’t need a lecture.

FANCY: Why would I waste my time in giving you
one? (beat) Your head gon’ hurt in the mornin’. If you

sleep like that.

FENNEC: I'm used to it. Like it up and outta 1y mouth
when I sleep.

FANCY: Right, forgot you were a trout sleeper (She
pretends to trout sleep. She laughs. zvi2 drops it.) I can
braid it if you wanted.

(FENNEC sits still, scribblirg away. FANCY goes to
braid her hair, FENNEC bu:s li.2r away.)

FANCY: Was just trying to—

FENNEC: Idon’tneed vour pity braids. I'm fine. I don’t
need you pitying we.

FANCY: [ wasn’t

FENNEC: T can see it right there in your eyes. Pitying
me.

FANCY: Why-—

FENNEC: Because I'm short and very petite. (beat)
Because I'm Fennec.
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FANCY: If it were up to me, I’d let you give Fancy a
spin.

FENNEC: Well too damn bad because it’s never been
up to you. Hell, neither of us.

FANCY: Ifit was.
FENNEC: Don’t start with that.
FANCY: You’ve never thought about it?

FENNEC: I’m surprised you can form a ‘ought. Alert
the masses.

FANCY: I’m serious, Fennec.
FENNEC: And that’s what’s scary.

FANCY: Exactly. We are living in constant (fear) of
her. When we can just pack up and go.

FENNEC: I wouldn’t even know where to go.

FANCY: Stay with me “ui you get it all sorted.

FENNEC: I dun'.s> how o not be Fennec.

FANCY: Wazil. thei's simple. You kill her. You bury her
real good. And ‘what’s left is what’s you. Come on,

Fennec, doesn't that sound just divine?

FENNEC: Are you stupid? Are you being stupid? Are
you stupid? Stop it. Stop being stupid.
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FANCY: I’m being—

FENNEC: Stupid.

(A twig snap, and they lay down on their backs.)
FANCY: I think—

FENNEC: Stop. This is what we have. Cen’t we be
grateful?

FANCY: Fine, forget I said anything.
FENNEC: Already forgotten.

FANCY: Wish I was like you.

FENNEC: Thin waist and d2zzling personality?

FANCY: No. Able to forget veai quick. My mind likes
to hold onto things.

FENNEC: Idon’t focger. I just—don’t I guess.
(Silence.)

FENNEC: Ii ;e fartin your sleep do it down wind.
(FENNE( frils aown to sleep. A coyote howls. FENNEC
scoots closer to FANCY. FANCY taps her twice.

FENNEC relaxes. FANCY grabs the corset and begins
sewing.)
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