
KATY SUE/WILLIE

PROLOGUE

WILLIE
It’s a fine day for mullet tossing.  Katy Sue, what are you doing?

KATY SUE
I’m practicing for the mullet toss.  I want to make you proud of me.

WILLIE
Well, isn’t that sweet….

(beat)

KATY SUE
I (beat) I love you, William.

(beat)

WILLIE
Aw, well, I lo…..

(she tosses a mullet and it doesn’t go very far)

WILLIE
Well…that won’t do.

KATY SUE
Oh, I’ll get better, so much better, I will I promise.

WILLIE
You’ll have to.  I mean if you really love me, you’ll get  better at mullet tossing, not being good at
throwin fish is like being on the opposite side of the world and havin a long distance relationship.

KATY SUE
Oh….

WILLIE
A lot better.  You only get one chance.

KATY SUE
I see…



WILLIE
It’s in the rules, see?  One chance to throw it across the state line.

KATY SUE
Oh…I thought you meant -

WILLIE
It ain’t enough to be a hot blonde.  YOu have to be able to perform.  I can’t be seen with

someone who can’t throw a mullet….

KATY SUE
I”ll get better.

WILLIE
I hope so.  And hey, gas up my truck once you figure i tout.  We don’t want to get stuck at mile 2
like last time (starts to walk off).  Remember one chance!  One chance (offstage) one chance.

(KATY SUE looks after him them continues practicing)



Angela/George

Her Mullet

(George is upstage packing things into a cooler, when Angela comes on looking around with a
bucket in her hands)

ANGELA
Excuse me…(tries to get his attention)...ex-excuse me! (she starts waving her hand in front of

him)

(GEORGE is doing a dance and almost knocks into her, oblivious as he has his airpods in and
is getting into getting ready)

GEORGE
I got a pocket, got a pocket full of sunshine (knocks into ANGELA and in the process grabs her

bucket) Oh, hey!...sorry…airpods….yeah I was just rocking out to….

ANGELA
Um…I was wondering do you know who owns that car?

GEORGE
Yes, oh, is it in your way?  I’ll move it.  I’m almost done packing up.  I just have to put this

bucket?...in the car

ANGELA
No! They’re mine!!! (her head twitches and she grabs the bucket).  Oh, no, I was just going to

see if you were going to the Mullet Festival.

(GEORGE starts at her, scared)

GEORGE
Yeah, I am…all ready for the Toss…See? (points at his Mullet Toss shirt)

ANGELA
Well…you see….I was going to see if maybe you might give me a ride….

GEORGE
(looks around uncomfortably)

Um…well…

ANGELA
I know…it’s weird, right?  Complete stranger asking you for a ride.  It’s just I read about the
Mullet Festival on the INternet and it sounded really cool.  You know, throwing fish?  People



from Florida and Alabama throwing mullet fish as far as they can to get them over the state line
into Florida and having a party afterwards.  I mean, I’m from Nebraska.  We don’t even have an
ocean much less so much fish we feel like throwing them into the next state.  And so I said why

not?

GEORGE
So you came here all the way from Nebraksa just for the Mullet Toss?

ANGELA
I saved up and booked a flight but Mobile is so far away so I flew into Pensacola instead.  I

mean it’s only 13 miles away from the state line so it’s basically -

GEORGE
Alabama.  Yeah, we get that a lot.

ANGELA
Yeah

GEORGE
So you ran out of money to get to the state line?

ANGELA
No, I have money.  I can pay you.  I tried to pay the cab but they kicked me out.

GEORGE
They kicked you out.

ANGELA
On account of them (holds up bucket)

GEORGE
What’s in the bucket?

ANGELA
Don’t call them what!  Just take a look!

GEORGE
No….that’s okay…(starts to back away)

ANGELA
Oh, it’s not body parts or anything….before you go thinking I’m some psycho…ha ha
ha…because I’m not…well…actually…it sort of is body parts…if you think about it….



GEORGE
No, really I’m good

ANGELA
(starts to shove it at him)

Go ahead, it’s just fish…mullet actually

GEORGE
You brought… your own mullet.

ANGELA
Yeah.

GEORGE
I see

ANGELA
Yeah.  I guess I should have bought hem frozen because they really smell and the cab driver

pulled over and made me get out.  He said I should be glad he wasn’t charging me.

GEORGE
Yeah, I guess.  You know they have fish at the festival.  You don’t have to bring your own.

ANGELA
Yeah.  He told me that too.  But now I have them and don’t want their lives to go to waste.  So I

was thinking maybe you could give me a ride?

GEORGE
Well..um…didn’t anyone ever tell you not to accept rides from strangers?

ANGELA
Well…yes…my name’s Angela

GEORGE
George

ANGELA
So see, we aren’t strangers

GEORGE
Well, I’m not stranger

ANGELA
So can I get a ride…what did you say?



GEORGE
I…I said…I’m not stranger.

ANGELA
Are you saying I’m stranger?  What does that even mean?  Stranger than what? Were you

trying to be funny and said stranger because strange didn’t fit your word play?  Are you saying
I’m strange?

GEORGE
Well..you are carrying around a bucket of rotting fish.

ANGELA
I didn’t know.

GEORGE
You didn’t know you were carrying around a bucket of rotting fish?

ANGELA
I didn’t know you didn’t have to bring your own fish to the Mullet Tossing Festival.  I mean…we

don’t exactly throw fish in Nebraska for fun.

GEORGE
Well...now you know….just feed the fish to the birds here and get a cab.  My truck is full.  I’m

taking some of my friends.  You said you had money, right?

ANGELA
Yeah…

GEORGE
So what’s wrong with that plan?

ANGELA
I think I love them.

GEORGE
My friends?

ANGELA
No

GEORGE
Good.  I was going to say…you don’t even know them…



ANGELA
I meant my fish.

GEORGE
Ok

ANGELA
I mean..I don’t know if I can feed them to the birds

GEORGE
I’m going to get going now…

ANGELA
No, wait..I’m sorry.  I just feel like we’ve taken this voyage together all the way from Nebraska…

GEORGE
You took them on the plane?

ANGELA
Yeah, I bought them in the frozen food section.

GEORGE
Because there are no oceans in Nebraska.

ANGELA
Yeah

GEORGE
I see.  You know they feed the mullet to the gators after the toss, right?

ANGELA
Yeah, I know.

GEORGE
The birds here would probably appreciate them more than the old gators.

ANGELA
Yeah, I know.

GEORGE
And if you hadn’t bought them and brought them here, someone else would have and just eaten

them in Nebraska.

ANGELA



Yeah, I know

GEORGE
And mullet are probably some of the absolute dumbest fish in the ocean…so…

ANGELA
If they get tossed just once.  Their lives will be complete.

GEORGE
Even though they are already dead.

ANGELA
Yeah

GEORGE
And some of the stupidest fish in the ocean

ANGELA
Yeah

GEORGE
Get in the car

ANGELA
Really?

GEORGE
Yeah, but you’ll have to sit in the truckbed (he starts off)

(ANGELA looks at him, looks at the fish, kisses the fish before following him)



LAUREL and GRAYLEN

LAUREL
GRAYLEN!!! WHERE ARE YOU< YOU BACKWOODS TURD MONKEY!

GRAYLEN
Oh god…Laurel…Hold on a second!

LAUREL
GRAYYYYLENNNNN!

GRAYLEN
SHUT IT ALREADY!  I”M RIGHT HERE.

LAUREL
Graylen, there you are!

GRAYLEN
What the hell do you want?

LAUREL
I want to give you something.

GRAYLEN
I’m afraid I can’t accept anything from you; I’m fresh out of holy water.

LAUREL
Why would you need holy water?

GRAYLEN
Disinfectant

LAUREL
Ugh!  You’re such a big (tries to hold in her rage).  JUST, SHUT UP AND LET ME EXPLAIN

WHAT I’M GIVING YOU

GRAYLEN
Fine.  What is it?

LAUREL
(murmuring) My hate, I want to give up my hate.

GRAYLEN
Come again?



LAUREL
I want to get rid of my hatred. Of you more specifically.  I’m tired of spending all my time thinking
about you and how much I despise everything about you and Katy Sue said it’s kinda disturbing

how much I want to claw your face off, so she said for my health.  I should forget about your
condescending attitude or your need to try and one up everything I do, or I might need a

psychiatrist. So I’ve decided it’s not worth my time, so I want to forgive you.

GRAYLEN
Forgive me for what?

LAUREL
For being a backwards turd monkey.

And say I’m sorry for hating you.

(beat)

GRAYLEN
Oh god….you probably think you’re such a great person.

LAUREL
What?

GRAYLEN
You think you’re being better than me by trying to make amends!!!

LAUREL
WHAT?!?  NO, I’M TRYING TO JUST MOVE ON FROM THIS STUPID HATE WE HAVE FOR

EACH OTHER.

GRAYLEN
Well, jokes on you.  I don’t even have that much hate for you.  But I SUPPOSE I could just give

you a written apology.

LAUREL
What?  No, no no…I already apologized and gave you my forgiveness…what different does it

make if we just trade apologies?

GRAYLEN
I think that’s how it’s suppose to work, psycho.  We both apologize for being mean and nasty

and move on with our lives even though I wasn’t all that mean or nasty.  Now be quiet so I can
find the right words to say I’m sorry for not sucking as much as you do.



LAUREL
It’s not an apology if you aren’t sorry.

GRAYLEN
Sure it is and it’s in writing unlike your little “I’m sorry for hating you” speech.

LAUREL
It isn’t.

GRAYLEN
IT IS

LAUREL
IT ISN’T

GRAYLEN
IT IS - it says right here “I’m sorry for not hating you as much as you hate me but for hating you

just a little”

LAUREL
Well, it isn’t a very good apology.

GRAYLEN
Maybe you just don’t want to be reminded of how little hate I had compared to yours, maybe

you’re scared it’ll remind you I’m the better person!

LAUREL
Wait, you don’t want to give me an apology at all.  YOU’RE JUST TRYING TO ONE UP ME

AGAIN, AREN’T YOU!

GRAYLEN
NO!  You only think that because I’m showing how great a person I am in comparison to you.

LAUREL
Oh, please, I have less hate then you anyway, so no matter how little hate you have I guarantee

I have less.

GRAYLEN
Oh, now who’s trying to one up the other?

LAUREL
You’re just scared that I do have less



GRAYLEN
Oh please, I have so little hate for you that you’re almost just like an..ANNOYING CHIHAUHUA

or something to me!

LAUREL
WHATEVER!  I hate you so little that…that, you’re just like…an annoying parakeet or

something.

GRAYLEN
WELL I HATE YOU SO LITTLE THAT I DON’T EVEN HATE YOU

LAUREL
THAT DOESN’T EVEN MAKE SENSE

GRAYLEN
IT DOESN’T HAVE TO

LAUREL
WELL I DON’T HATE YOU EITHER

GRAYLEN
HA HA!  Yeaaaahhhh, right….

LAUREL
It’s true!

GRAYLEN
Well…I hate you so little, that…that…THAT I LOVE YOU

LAUREL
I HATE YOU SO LITTLE THAT I LOVE YOU TOO!

BOTH
Oh…. (they both look at each other)

GRAYLEN
What now?

LAUREL
You can buy me a beer and we can go see who’s throwing at the dumb state line.

GRAYLEN
Dumbe state line!  IT’S NOT DUMB.  And you should buy me a beer.

(they walk off together arguing)



MIKE

MIKE
I have been going to the Mullet Toss at the Florabama since the beginning.  I’ve been to them
all…throw the fish at each and every one of them…even the one that happened a little late on

account of everyone getting sick but yes, sir, I’ve been to every toss since 1984. I was a lot
younger then.  It’s probably the first sport I ever played and the only one I’ve kept up with.  It

doesn’t require a lot of training to throw a fish, after all.  You stand in a ten foot circle and throw
that slimy, stupid fish as far as you can.  Not much to it - just don’t drop it before you release and
stay in the circle.  But it does require a little bit of umph and a whole lot of spirit…to be good at

it.

MIKE
It’s one throw but once you’ve thrown it, you understand just how uplifting it is and you want to
stand on the sidelines and cheer on all the rest of the throwers even if you have to dodge the

collateral guts from the landing.

MIKE
There isn’t any place like Florabama.  I  tried a couple of tosses at other places like over in St

George - not the same if you aren’t throwing across the state line.  It’s just throwing fish
otherwise and that’s dumb.  When you throw that fish over the line, it’s like you’re throwing your

troubles away.  Of course, you have to go get the dang fish and bring it back again but for a
minute or two…you got rid of them.


