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Cast of Characters (4M 2F 1Boy 1either M or F)

Alexander: A bright, curious 12-year-old who loves his dad but often disagrees with him. 
Dad: Alexander's father, proud, stubborn and independent. 
Garter: The intellectual voice of the snakes, as well as publicist for United Snakes of America. He is small and 

grey, with blue stripes. Hails from northern California.
Diamondback: The most antagonistic and militant of the snakes. He is heavy bodied and tan, with white-

bordered dark diamonds on his back. Represents the Western Diamondback Rattlesnake family, from Texas.
Indigo: Reserved but imposing, the largest of the snakes and the only one capable of standing up to 

Diamondback. She is black with much of her chin, throat and sides of her head suffused with cream. Florida-
based. 

Watersnake: A whiner and complainer, eager to jump on the bandwagon that serves his purposes. He is a 
medium-sized snake, reddish-brown with a yellow belly. Northern subspecies, from New Jersey.

Rainbow: A docile free-spirit. She promotes peace and harmony among all creatures, despite the alternative 
names ascribed to her -- hoop snake and stinging snake. She is slight and slender, multi-colored, from 
Georgia.

Polluter: A human and a threat to all. 

Scene -- In and around a railroad boxcar, Midwestern United States.

Time -- Summer night, present. 

Running Time -- 60 minutes.

ORIGINAL PRODUCTION CREDITS 
Alexander and the United Snakes of America received its premiere at Bloomington Playwrights Project (Kathy 

Fletcher, Artistic Director) in Bloomington, Indiana, on April 11, 1997. It was directed by David Wade; the 
scenic design was by David Wade; the costume design was by Bernadette Kinzer; and the lighting design was 
by Damien J. Eversmann. The cast was as follows:

Alexander -- Joel Barker
Dad -- Mark Pitman
Polluter -- John T. Aney
Garter -- Patrick Song
Diamondback -- Alex Shotts
Indigo -- Diane De Vore
Watersnake -- Stepheny Anderson 
Rainbow -- Stefanie L. Weber

Alexander and the United Snakes of America was developed, in part, at Chicago Dramatists. 



PRODUCTION NOTES
The set and lighting do not need to be realistic. We only need to know that the snakes and humans are sharing 

limited quarters, and that it's late at night. 
The roles of the snakes may be played by either males or females. The designations assigned to them in the 

script are the author's preference. It may be helpful for the actors playing the snakes (particularly adults) to 
have dance or athletic backgrounds due to the dexterity needed for the roles.

There are several sound effects needed to complement a full production: a train whistle; the sound of a train 
moving (gaining speed, slowing down, steady pace); train crossing bells; and the sound of liquid being poured 
from a barrel. If you discover other effects that enhance the production, by all means use them. 

It is suggested that an uptempo railroad tune be heard at the end of the play, possibly extending through the 
curtain call. The choice of the song is left up to the production, though the author's personal favorite is "Choo 
Choo Ch'Boogie" by Louis Jordan and his Tympany Five. Any recording, unless it is in the public domain, is 
protected by copyright; permission of the copyright owners must be obtained to use it. 

While the play has serious messages to deliver about the environment and tolerance, it is intended to be fun. Be 
as creative as you like with the costumes, set, lighting and sound. The inventiveness you employ will also 
serve any post-performance discussions, which you may want to have with audiences. Talking about the 
design and technical elements is often a good lead-in to a discussion of the broader issues.

         -- Enjoy and have fun!   
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ALEXANDER AND THE UNITED SNAKES OF AMERICA  by Donald Lewis. One simple setting.  4M 2F 
1B 1either male or female.  1 hour.  Homeless Alexander and his dad board a boxcar and head west, in search 
of a new life. Unfortunately, they share the boxcar with a group of snakes on their way to the United Snakes 
of America Convention, organized to develop a national strategy for survival. Humans and snakes must 
overcome differences and find common ground -- or bite the big one! Order #3104 
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ALEXANDER 
AND THE 

UNITED SNAKES OF AMERICA

SETTING: An open railroad boxcar. Rays of moonlight pass through its slats. It is difficult to discern the 
boxcar's contents beyond several industrial spools and a pile of what appear to be cables. 

AT RISE: Night. A train whistle blows, signaling that it is about to leave the freight yard. ALEXANDER and his 
DAD cautiously enter, walking along the boxcar. The boy has an old Boy Scout knapsack on his back. His 
grizzled father carries a shopping bag, stuffed with clothes. They speak in hushed tones. 

ALEXANDER: Are you sure this is it?
DAD: That's what the old man said.
ALEXANDER: I don't think it's going west.
DAD: You see the moon?
ALEXANDER: That's east.
DAD: That's west.
ALEXANDER: Dad . . .
DAD: You're afraid. It’s okay.
ALEXANDER: I’m not afraid. I saw some men down there. 
DAD: Where?
ALEXANDER: (pointing) Down --

(ALEXANDER and his DAD see someone coming. They quickly and quietly exit. A POLLUTER enters 
from the opposite direction, shining a flashlight. He flashes the light in and around the boxcar, and 
through the audience.) 

POLLUTER: (calling to his fellow workers) I don't see no one. Nothin' here. Let's get goin' 'fore the sun gets 
up. We gotta night full of pay dirt 'head of us. 

  (The POLLUTER makes his way toward the exit.)
  (to himself)
 Paranoid. As if someone's gonna catch us. As if we're doin' the devil's work.

(The POLLUTER exits. ALEXANDER and his DAD enter through the audience, looking around to see if 
the coast is clear.) 

ALEXANDER: Is he gone?
DAD: I don't see him.  C’mon...
  (The two approach the boxcar.) 
ALEXANDER: If we had taken a shower at that campground -- 
DAD: Maybe a car would have stopped and picked us up.
ALEXANDER:  Maybe.
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DAD: I don't trust greasy strangers in fancy cars. 
(ALEXANDER takes off his knapsack and throws it inside the boxcar.)

 I only take rides in flatbeds and I didn't see no flatbeds. 
(ALEXANDER tries to hoist himself up but has a difficult time. DAD attempts to help, the boy shrugging 
him off.)

DAD: Hurry!
ALEXANDER: I am.
DAD: The train's gonna leave any minute!
ALEXANDER: I'm going as fast as I -- 
  (The train jerks, heaving ALEXANDER inside.)
DAD: You all right?

(The train whistle blows again. DAD tosses the shopping bag inside.)
 Alexander?
ALEXANDER: It smells like slime in here.
DAD: You all right?
ALEXANDER: It's wet.
DAD: I didn't promise the California Zephyr.
ALEXANDER: It's gross. 

(DAD tries to climb up. He has an even more difficult time.)
ALEXANDER: Need some help?
DAD: No . . .

(The train begins to move. DAD moves alongside the boxcar, trying to get a good grip. ALEXANDER 
hurries over.)

ALEXANDER: (extending his hand) Grab my hand.
DAD: Get outta the way.

(He swings a leg up onto the boxcar. ALEXANDER grabs it.) 
 Leggo!

(The train begins to pick up speed. DAD continues to struggle, ALEXANDER trying to pull him in. The 
train approaches a railroad signal.)

ALEXANDER: Hurry!
DAD: I am! 
ALEXANDER: There's a railroad signal --
DAD: Move!
ALEXANDER: Look out!
DAD: Leggo!

(ALEXANDER manages to pull him in just in time, avoiding collision with the signal. DAD is out of 
breath.) 

 I . . . I almost had my lunch, Alex.
ALEXANDER: I know.
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DAD: Next time I tell you move, you move.
ALEXANDER: I was just trying --
DAD: Understand? 
ALEXANDER: Dad --
DAD: You understand?
ALEXANDER: Yes, sir.

(DAD slowly gets up and walks over to the shopping bag, staring at ALEXANDER. The boy shies away 
from his gaze.)

DAD: I know how to ride the rails. 
ALEXANDER: Yes, sir.
DAD: When I was your age, I was up across the country and back in one of these. I knew every small-town 

burg between Gary and Morro Bay. What I need right now is more shut-eye and less back-talk. We got a long 
day ahead.

ALEXANDER: Then we'll be in California? 
DAD: We'll be there soon enough. 

(DAD finds a corner and beds down. ALEXANDER walks over and picks up his knapsack.)
ALEXANDER: It smells like . . . a swamp.
DAD: What's a boy from northwest Indiana know about swamps?
ALEXANDER: They're wet and slimy. 
DAD: Find a place to lie down, son. 

(ALEXANDER looks around for a suitable place to bed down.)
ALEXANDER: You think mom's going to miss us?
DAD: Ain't likely.
ALEXANDER: We're leaving and we're not coming back.
DAD: She got herself a whole new family now. 
ALEXANDER: She still might miss us. 
DAD: I lost my job, Alexander. We lost our home. Then she lost the one thing . . . she lost the one thing that 

kept  us together.
ALEXANDER: Love?
DAD: Go to sleep, son. 
ALEXANDER: She still loves us, dad.
DAD: Go to sleep.

(DAD rolls over. The boy takes off his jacket and places it on the floor, creating a makeshift bed. He 
looks down, contemplative.)

ALEXANDER: Dad.
DAD: Yeah.
ALEXANDER: Are we . . . homeless?
  (DAD turns to him.)
 Are we?
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  (The two look at one another for a moment.) 
DAD: C'mere.

(ALEXANDER walks over to his DAD, leaving his jacket and knapsack. The two embrace.) 
 You ain't homeless. No way that's ever gonna happen. 
  (ALEXANDER lies down next to DAD who cradles him.)
 Long as your old man's kickin' around, you always got a place to call home. Even if it ain't pretty. Even if it's 

this boxcar.
ALEXANDER: I love you, dad.
DAD: I love you, too, son. And don't worry about mom. She done herself well with that man from Crown Point. 

He'll give her everything I couldn't. He'll do right by her.
  (He closes his eyes.)
 You wanna think 'bout somethin', think how we used to do Sunday mornings -- you and me. Stack of cakes, 

bacon on the grill -- 
ALEXANDER: Maple syrup. 
DAD: Whole lotta butter.
ALEXANDER: Eggs looking at you.
DAD: O.J., fresh squeezed.
ALEXANDER: When we get to California, maybe we'll get another chance, huh, dad.
DAD: That's right. Good Lord willin'. 
  (ALEXANDER closes his eyes.)
ALEXANDER: Oranges just hanging from the trees, waiting to be picked.
DAD: 'night, son. 
ALEXANDER: Goodnight, dad. 
DAD: Sleep tight. And if the bed bugs bite --
ALEXANDER: -- bite 'em back.

(DAD gives ALEXANDER a kiss and the two drift off, the train whistle blowing. Slowly, shapes begin to 
move in the area where the pile of cables lie. The shapes separate from one another and become 
elongated, identifiable as -- snakes! DIAMONDBACK, INDIGO, GARTER, WATERSNAKE and 
RAINBOW cautiously slither toward the knapsack and jacket. The snakes look the items over. INDIGO 
pays particular attention to the knapsack.)

DIAMONDBACK: Hisssss!
INDIGO: Shhh! You'll wake them.
GARTER: They can't hear us.
WATERSNAKE: What are they doing here?
DIAMONDBACK: Plain as the fangs in your mouth. 
RAINBOW: They're lost. 
WATERSNAKE: No, we're lost. 
DIAMONDBACK: Folks, we got ourselves some intruders. 
WATERSNAKE: The boy said we're going to California. We're supposed to be going to Chicago. 

 PERUSAL SCRIPT -- ALEXANDER AND THE UNITED SNAKES OF AMERICA by Donald Lewis

4
© 1999 by Donald Lewis

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED
The possession of this PERUSAL SCRIPT does not grant performance rights to this play. Proper application must be 

made to the publisher before performances may be given. Do not duplicate this script without license AND written 
permission.

Contact: Leicester Bay Theatricals



GARTER: We are.
WATERSNAKE: What if we're on the wrong train?
GARTER: The travel arrangements were properly made, I assure you. We will get to the convention.
DIAMONDBACK: Not with them humans.
  (The group turns to DIAMONDBACK.)
 "Smells like slime." That's what he said. 
GARTER: Sticks and stones, Diamondback. 
DIAMONDBACK: He wasn't talkin' 'bout me, professor. 
GARTER: Well, he certainly wasn't talking about me.
DIAMONDBACK: Well, he was talkin' 'bout one of us and when them humans start talkin' like that I get all 

itchy inside. 
INDIGO: Cut to the chase.
DIAMONDBACK: Simple, Indigo. It's us or them.
INDIGO: Be specific.
DIAMONDBACK: I'm sayin' we take 'em out. 
RAINBOW: Violence won't solve anything. 
GARTER: That's certainly not the spin we're looking for. 
DIAMONDBACK: Spin this, Garter. We're the most despised creatures on the face of the earth. This ain't like 

olden times . . . Egyptians, Greeks, Romans, like that. They looked at us and seen wisdom, strength, power, 
and I dare say, beauty. Now, them humans look at us and see one thing.

GARTER: Here we go again.
DIAMONDBACK: Thin coffins. 
GARTER: That's precisely why we're having a convention. We can only survive if they understand us and we 

need to develop a national strategy --
DIAMONDBACK: That ain't how it goes in my play book, professor. I wanna find how to stop them rascals.
WATERSNAKE: Diamondback's right. Protecting our territory isn't such a baaaaad thing.
INDIGO: Let sleeping dogs lie. 
DIAMONDBACK: Dogs I can handle. Them over there is killers.

(Train crossing bells are heard and ALEXANDER stirs. The snakes grow still.)
 Cowards. What we got here's a buncha yella-belly cowards. Spineless, toothless snakes.

(WATERSNAKE looks down at his yellow belly as DIAMONDBACK slithers toward the humans.)
INDIGO: That's far enough.
DIAMONDBACK: Don't try to stop me.
INDIGO: I don't believe I've ever had Western Diamondback Rattlesnake.
  (DIAMONDBACK stops and turns toward INDIGO.)
 I can eat venomous snakes when called upon. 
DIAMONDBACK: I'm scared. I'm sheddin' my skin. I'm down to my skivvies.
INDIGO: You are aware that I can immobilize you in my jaws.
DIAMONDBACK: Indigo, I don't think you ever been west of Tallahassee. 
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INDIGO: Meaning?
DIAMONDBACK: Meanin' you don't know how we do things out west.
GARTER: Please, a little decorum. After all, we are the United Snakes of America.
DIAMONDBACK: Hisssss!
RAINBOW: It would be so groovy if we could just learn to love one another. It's always such a drag when 

everyone gets so uptight.
WATERSNAKE: Look who's talking.
RAINBOW: I'm gentle as a worm. 
WATERSNAKE: Is that why they call you stinging snake, hoop snake --
RAINBOW: To know me is to love me.
WATERSNAKE: You grab onto your tail, roll after unsuspecting humans -- 
RAINBOW: It's a lie.
DIAMONDBACK: -- sting them with your spine -- 
RAINBOW: Stop it! 
WATERSNAKE: It's true!
RAINBOW: It's not!
  (ALEXANDER stirs again. The snakes grow still.)
RAINBOW: (softly crying) Cartwheels. All I do is cartwheels.

(ALEXANDER picks up his head, listening. DIAMONDBACK intensely watches.)
ALEXANDER: Hello?
DIAMONDBACK: Hisssss! 
ALEXANDER: Is somebody there?
  (WATERSNAKE slithers back several steps and his scales catch the moonlight. 
 Hello? 
WATERSNAKE: Go back to sleeeeep.
ALEXANDER: (slowly standing) Who's there?
GARTER: (low) Now you've done it.
WATERSNAKE: (low) You said they can't hear us.
DIAMONDBACK: (low) Why you talkin' to him, then? 
WATERSNAKE: (low) Because he can’t hear us.
DIAMONDBACK: (low) You are one smart serpent. 
GARTER: (low) Some humans are obviously more sensitive than others.

(ALEXANDER makes his way over to his knapsack, passing DIAMONDBACK just out of reach. The 
other snakes slither out of sight. ALEXANDER digs in the knapsack finding a mini-flashlight. He shines 
it around, each snake moving away from the light when it comes upon them, except for 
DIAMONDBACK. He glares back. ALEXANDER drops the flashlight, frightened.)

DIAMONDBACK: That's right, little buckaroo. 
(He struts out into the moonlight, cutting off ALEXANDER'S path to his father.)

 Check it out.
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(He bobs and weaves several feet away from ALEXANDER. The boy is still.)
 Whatsa matter? Cat got your tongue?
ALEXANDER: You're a . . . a snake.
DIAMONDBACK: One of the nastiest you ever gonna meet.
ALEXANDER: A talking snake.
DIAMONDBACK: Western Diamondback Rattler, boy. And it's gittin' time do a little shake, rattle 'n roll. I'll 

do the rattlin' . . .
  (He rattles his tail.)
 . . . you do the shakin'.
ALEXANDER: Snakes can't talk.
DIAMONDBACK: Can't hear none neither but you're clear as a west Texas mission bell.
ALEXANDER: Am I dreaming?
GARTER: (out of the darkness) Unfortunately not.

(GARTER slithers over. ALEXANDER'S eyes grow wide.)
 Don't worry. I'm not going to bite.
DIAMONDBACK: Stay outta this, Garter.
GARTER: You leave the human alone, he goes back to sleep and we get to Chicago without incident.
ALEXANDER: We're not going to Chicago. 
WATERSNAKE: (out of the darkness) I knew it.
  (WATERSNAKE slithers out as well.)
ALEXANDER: Another one?
DIAMONDBACK: I ain't gotta reputation for bein' patient. Bite first and ask questions later, that's how I was 

schooled. But I'll tell you what. 
ALEXANDER: What?
DIAMONDBACK: You got ten seconds to leave. 
ALEXANDER: Ten seconds?
DIAMONDBACK: It's a whole lot better than five. 
ALEXANDER: I must be dreaming. 
DIAMONDBACK: One . . .
ALEXANDER: I have to be.
DIAMONDBACK: Two . . .
RAINBOW: (out of the darkness) Please don't hurt the child. 
  (making her way over)
 It's such bad karma. 
DIAMONDBACK: Three . . .
RAINBOW: What if we all come back as . . . salamanders? 
ALEXANDER: It's only a dream, it's only a dream . . .
GARTER: Can't we at least find out the boy’s name?
DIAMONDBACK: Ain't gonna change nothin'. Four ...
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GARTER: What's your name, young man?
ALEXANDER: Alexander. 
GARTER: Alexander?
ALEXANDER: Alex for short.
GARTER: Then you must be related.
ALEXANDER: (motioning towards his father) That's my dad.
GARTER: No, no, no. To Alexander the Great, the boy king. 
  (wconfidentially ) 
 Just say "yes".
DIAMONDBACK: Five . . .
ALEXANDER: Uh . . . yes. 
GARTER: The boy is related to Alexander the Great, Diamondback. 
DIAMONDBACK: Six . . .
GARTER: He's related to the ancient Greeks who have honored us in so many ways. The serpent coiled around 

a staff, for instance, the symbol of medical practice among humans around the -- 
DIAMONDBACK: Stop your jabberin'! 
GARTER: I was merely pointing out -- 
DIAMONDBACK: I'm givin' him 'til the count of ten! 
GARTER: I beg you to reconsider.
DIAMONDBACK: Seven, eight, nine, ten!
INDIGO: (out of the darkness) Maybe he's right. 

(The group looks over at INDIGO as she slowly slithers over. ALEXANDER is both scared and amazed 
by the snakes.)

WATERSNAKE: Maybe whooooo's right? 
INDIGO: Garter. I've been giving it some thought.
DIAMONDBACK: Thinkin' again. Why can't you just use your reflexes like the resta us? 
INDIGO: If you bite him and the boy screams, and the other human wakes up --
DIAMONDBACK: We can take these two, Indigo!
GARTER: And if you're successful? Someone discovers their bodies, determines the cause of death and 

searches every boxcar in the Midwest for the killer snakes.
DIAMONDBACK: I ain't gonna be in a boxcar. I'm gonna be in Chicago. 
GARTER: You nitwit! We'll never make it home! They could be searching for weeks, months!

(DIAMONDBACK turns his full attention to GARTER, irritated. ALEXANDER discreetly picks up the 
mini-flashlight and shuts it off.) 

 There could be a call to arms --
DIAMONDBACK: Nitwit?
GARTER: -- quite possibly endangering all 115 species of serpents in North America. I don't think we should 

be trying to encourage our extinction.
DIAMONDBACK: You know, I don't eat other snakes as a rule but I sure wouldn't mind givin' you a piece of 
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my fang.
GARTER: And who would be publicist for the United Snakes of America? You? A venomous, desert creature 

who would rather keep his head in the sand than try to understand the world and its inhabitants?
(DIAMONDBACK slithers up to GARTER, meeting him eye to eye. ALEXANDER cautiously makes his 
way toward the knapsack, INDIGO dividing her attention between ALEXANDER and the two snakes.)

 What . . . are you waiting for me to blink? 
DIAMONDBACK: Mebbe.
GARTER: Snakes don't blink. We don't have eyelids. Or haven't you looked in a watering hole lately?
DIAMONDBACK: Hisssss!
GARTER: And you can forget that hocus-pocus about hypnotizing your prey, present company included, 

because it's a myth. 
(INDIGO slithers between the two. ALEXANDER places the flashlight in the knapsack.) 

WATERSNAKE: Garter's been asking for it, Indigo. He's been aaaaasking for it. 
DIAMONDBACK: I eat birds 'n rodents. What's he eat? 
INDIGO: That's not important.
DIAMONDBACK: What's he eat? 
INDIGO: I don't know Garter's feeding habits.
DIAMONDBACK: Takes smarts to catch a mockin'bird. Takes composure to snatch a gopher. I don't have to 

listen to this toad-swallowin', worm-chasin', no-nothin' excuse for a snake.
INDIGO: You want an apology?
DIAMONDBACK: That don't mean squat.
INDIGO: Garter. 
GARTER: I'm sorry. It was the emotion of the moment.
DIAMONDBACK: That ain't enough.
INDIGO: What if Garter catches some mice for you?
DIAMONDBACK: Rats. 
GARTER: I don't eat rats. Therefore I am not capable of catching rats. A frog maybe. A toad perhaps. 
INDIGO: Diamondback? 

(DIAMONDBACK unhappily weighs the offer. ALEXANDER sneaks a Swiss army knife from the 
knapsack into his sock. INDIGO looks over in his direction.) 

 Young man.
  (ALEXANDER jerks up.)
 What are you doing?
  (The snakes turn to ALEXANDER.)
 I asked you a question. 
ALEXANDER: I . . . I was just . . . looking.
INDIGO: For what?
ALEXANDER: Uh . . . something.

(All five snakes cautiously slither toward him. ALEXANDER pulls out an apple.)
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 You're probably hungry, huh.
WATERSNAKE: Is that some lame human attempt at huuuuumor?
ALEXANDER: In the Garden of Eden, you offered Eve an apple and I thought --
DIAMONDBACK: None of us was at the Garden of Eden, boy.
RAINBOW: Heaven forbid. 
DIAMONDBACK: We eat things that move and only things that move.
  (ALEXANDER drops the apple back in the knapsack.)
 Got rat in there?
ALEXANDER: A rat? Uh, no …
INDIGO: What do you have?
ALEXANDER: Just, you know … the things in a Boy Scout knapsack.
WATERSNAKE: Boy Scouts! 
RAINBOW: Oh, my.
WATERSNAKE: They're the worst.
GARTER: I unfortunately have to agree.
WATERSNAKE: Trample, trample, trample, trample -- 
GARTER: I trust your father is not one of those awful troop leaders. Or a subdivision builder. 
ALEXANDER: He used to be a steelworker. 
WATERSNAKE: A steeeeelworker? 
ALEXANDER: He got laid off. He found out they were dumping toxic stuff in the Kankakee River and he 

blew the whistle.
  (DIAMONDBACK turns to his fellow snakes, puzzled.)
DIAMONDBACK: A whistle? What's a...whistle?
  (Discussion among the SNAKES. DIAMONDBACK turns back to ALEXANDER, leery.)
 What’s a whistle, boy?
ALEXANDER: It means . . . he didn't turn his head and look the other way when he saw what they were doing. 

He reported them. 
RAINBOW: That took a lot of courage.
WATERSNAKE: He still was a steeeeelworker. Don't they use steeeeel for building those subdivisional 

homes? 
ALEXANDER: Most of it was for cars.
WATERSNAKE: Cars!
RAINBOW: Oh, my. 
WATERSNAKE: He said the "c" word! He said the "c" word!
DIAMONDBACK: What we waitin' for, Indigo? 
INDIGO: Young man, the knapsack.
DIAMONDBACK: What on the great green earth we waitin' for?
INDIGO: The knapsack. Now.

(ALEXANDER slides the knapsack over. DIAMONDBACK beats to it, rummaging through the bag, 
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pulling out apple after apple.)
ALEXANDER: The apples were from an orchard.
INDIGO: Garter, personal inspection. 
DIAMONDBACK: Garter's a rank amateur!
INDIGO: Head to toe. Be thorough.

(GARTER slithers toward ALEXANDER, the boy backing away.)
GARTER: Now, now, now. There's no need for apprehension.
ALEXANDER: I . . . I don't particularly like snakes. 
GARTER: Who does? I mean, honestly...when a human calls someone a snake in the grass, it's not a 

compliment. 
  (ALEXANDER is in a corner. GARTER stops just short of ALEXANDER.)
 May I?

(GARTER winds his way around ALEXANDER. The others watch, vigilant.)
GARTER: Did you ever see Jungle Book? 
ALEXANDER: Uh-uh.
GARTER: I happen to have viewed it at this drive-in outside San Jose. There's this ridiculous looking python 

of grossly distorted proportions and he tries to hypnotize this poor jungle boy to prepare him for dinner. He 
has the power of hypnosis. A serpent.

ALEXANDER: He was going to . . . eat him?
GARTER: Any such attempt would have dislocated his jaw. Yet we are forced to live with these silly human 

misconceptions and superstitions on a daily basis, which is precisely why we've organized our first annual 
convention . . . the United Snakes of America. 

ALEXANDER: The United Snakes of America?
GARTER: Established to develop a national strategy for survival, as well as explore vital regional and local 

issues --
DIAMONDBACK: What in tarnation you doin' over there?
GARTER: I am attempting to converse with the species, if you don’t mind.
DIAMONDBACK: Indigo!
INDIGO: Take as much time as you need, Garter.

(DIAMONDBACK thumps his rattles on the floor, upset. GARTER turns back to ALEXANDER.)
GARTER: We do have our differences but we are united in the desire to preserve our shrinking homelands and 

ways of life. How we hope to accomplish this is, as you can see, a matter of some contention. 
  (He feels something in ALEXANDER'S sock.)
 What do we have here?
ALEXANDER: Huh?
GARTER: This lump in your sock.
ALEXANDER: That's, uh, my ankle.
GARTER: Alexander, I'm a snake. I know ankles. 
ALEXANDER: Oh , the lump ... 
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(ALEXANDER pulls out the Swiss army knife and GARTER backs off.) 
 It's just a Swiss army knife. 
GARTER: Indigo . . . 
ALEXANDER: I use it for camping.
GARTER: As you suspected.
ALEXANDER: (opening the knife) It's got a bottle opener and a screw driver -- 
INDIGO: Set it down.
ALEXANDER: -- and -- and a miniature scissors and a nail file --
INDIGO: Set it down and slide it over! 
  (ALEXANDER shows the parts to the snakes.)
SNAKES: Hisssss! Hisssss!
ALEXANDER: It was just for protection. 
SNAKES: Hisssss! Hisssss!
ALEXANDER: I was afraid.

(DAD begins to stir. The snakes move slowly toward ALEXANDER, readying themselves to meet the 
challenge. RAINBOW remaining behind.) 

GARTER: Indigo … perhaps we can give him the benefit of the doubt.
INDIGO: He has a knife, Garter.
GARTER: Which means he could have taken my life. He didn't. The boy is principled.
WATERSNAKE: Maybe he's just waiting for the right moooooment.

(ALEXANDER sets the knife on the floor and slides it over to the snakes. They stop in their tracks. Tears 
well in the boy's eyes.)

ALEXANDER: Please don't hurt me. Please. I wasn't going to hurt you. I was afraid. Please.
(The snakes consider his defense, moved. DIAMONDBACK remains skeptical.)

DIAMONDBACK: What if he got somethin' else?
GARTER: There's nothing.
DIAMONDBACK: How would you know?
INDIGO: Garter was thorough, Diamondback. 
DIAMONDBACK: Garter wouldn't know his way 'round a corn crib in August.
RAINBOW: The boy gave you the knife. He gave you his trust.
DIAMONDBACK: Trust? 
RAINBOW: Yes.
DIAMONDBACK: Trust a human and . . . they're tearin' up the desert! Trust a human and they're burnin' down 

forests! Trust a human and -- and -- and they're droppin' a bomb on you outta the sky! Humans got no regard 
for nothin' or nobody! Never did, never have, never will! 

(Train crossing bells are heard and DAD stirs again. ALEXANDER makes a move toward his DAD and 
DIAMONDBACK slithers out from the snakes, stopping the boy.) 

GARTER: Diamondback -- 
DIAMONDBACK: Like oil and water. Ain't that right, boy? 
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GARTER: I will have you up before the central committee...
DIAMONDBACK: You don't like me and I sure as heck don't got no need for you. 
ALEXANDER: Please, Diamondback . . . 
DIAMONDBACK: Usin' my name ain't gonna make a chili bean's bitta difference. 
ALEXANDER: Have I cried for help? Have I tried to give you away? I know you don't think much of the Boy 

Scouts but one thing I did learn is that nature is here for all of us. We're all creatures on the Earth and we all 
have to respect one another. If we don't, we'll eventually face something a lot worse than what you want to do 
to me.

DIAMONDBACK: And what could possibly be worse than sinking my twitchy fangs into your puffy flesh?
ALEXANDER: Not having a world at all. Not for kids, not for snakes. Not for anyone. Everybody would be 

homeless. Just like me and my dad. Just like maybe you and some of your folks.
(DIAMONDBACK doesn't know how to react. He looks at the other snakes to see if they're buying it.)

RAINBOW: Far out.
GARTER: The boy speaks the truth.
INDIGO: It's certainly worth putting on the table. 
WATERSNAKE: I was homeless when I was two. We moved from East Brunswick to Trenton, then we got a 

nice little place in Wharton State Forest -- 
DIAMONDBACK: Ain't nothin' but human-speak and y'all know it! Worse yet, it sound like one of them 

politician things that waves and shakes his hands too much. It all comes down to this … either we stand up for 
us or we lay down for them. What's it gonna be?

(The train whistle blows. DAD slowly sits up and the snakes grow still.)
DAD: Alex?
  (ALEXANDER doesn't answer.) 
 Alex, where are you?
ALEXANDER: Over here.
DAD: Where?
ALEXANDER: Here . . . in the corner.
  (DAD peers through the darkness, spotting ALEXANDER.)
DAD: What are you doin'?
ALEXANDER: What am I doing?
GARTER: (confidential) You’re getting some air..
ALEXANDER: I'm . . . getting some air.
DAD: If you find some, bring it back. It does smell like slime in here. 
WATERSNAKE: What did he saaaaay? 
DIAMONDBACK: Last call. Who's with me?

(No one moves. WATERSNAKE slithers to DIAMONDBACK'S side.)
WATERSNAKE: Either we stand up for them or we lay down for us. Or, uh . . . you know . . . like he said.
RAINBOW: Shouldn't we at least consider a peaceful solution?
DIAMONDBACK: This ain't no time for cartwheelin', girl.
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RAINBOW: The child's homeless.
DIAMONDBACK: And this here's life and death. Garter, you found the knife.
GARTER: The boy is on our side. He can influence his father.
DIAMONDBACK: Indigo.
INDIGO: I've said my piece. 
DIAMONDBACK: Say it again. Like you mean it. 
INDIGO: The question should be put on the table for discussion. 
DIAMONDBACK: Look, you big, fat snake. Either you for or against. Ain't no middle ground here. Ain't no 

time for not decidin' a decision. 
INDIGO: I belong to an endangered species. My life is of value. I intend to keep it that way.
  (INDIGO slithers away. RAINBOW follows.)
GARTER: Diamondback, for the sake of snakes everywhere --
DIAMONDBACK: What you know 'bout snakes in danger? You ain't never felt a bullet whizzin' by your head. 

You ain't never seen someone comin' at you with a twenty-six-inch pearl handle machete. You're garden 
variety and I'm the public enemy. You ain't got nothin' at stake, snake. Go on. Git!

  (GARTER sadly slithers away.)
DAD: (slowly standing) You just gonna stand there?
ALEXANDER: Huh?
DAD: You just gonna stand there all night?
ALEXANDER: Here?
DAD: There . . . where you are. 
ALEXANDER: Am I just going to stand here?
DAD: Son, you all right?
WATERSNAKE: (confidentially) You're enjoying nature.
ALEXANDER: I'm enjoying nature, Dad. You know, like mom.
  (DAD tries to make out the two snakes' shapes.) 
 Mom liked all the different things about nature. Trees, flowers, birds, animals, snakes --
DAD: That's what it is.
ALEXANDER: What?
DAD: Smells like . . . snakes.
ALEXANDER: Remember when mom let that snake out when it came in the back door? 
DAD: You said it smelled like a swamp.
ALEXANDER: It was more scared than she was.
DAD: Ain't nothin' more treacherous than a snake.
ALEXANDER: She let it go. Swept it out with a broom. 
DAD: Especially one you don't know nothin' about.

(He cautiously walks over to ALEXANDER, surveying the boxcar.)
 Got bit by one of them Racer's when I was a kid. Walkin' home from school, mindin' my own business, and 

there it was middle of the road, starin' at me with them beady eyes. I know it's a Racer but I know I can outrun 
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a snake so I turn and hightail it and it comes racin' after me --
(DIAMONDBACK rears his head menacingly, DAD stops. INDIGO, GARTER and RAINBOW can only 
watch.)

 I'm gonna get you outta this, son. Don't move. 
ALEXANDER: I'm okay. 
DAD: They won't bite if you don't move.
ALEXANDER: They're not going to hurt me, Dad.
DIAMONDBACK: Indigo . . . 
DAD: I need a stick . . . a long stick.
ALEXANDER: What are you going to do?
DIAMONDBACK: Indigo!

(ALEXANDER makes a move in his DAD'S direction and DIAMONDBACK and WATERSNAKE lunge at 
him, the boy falling back. DAD spins around. The two snakes hover over ALEXANDER.)

DIAMONDBACK/WATERSNAKE: Hisssss!
DAD: Don't move, Alex!
DIAMONDBACK/WATERSNAKE: Hisssss!
RAINBOW: You have to stop them!
INDIGO: It's too late. They made their burrow. Now they'll have to sleep in it. 

(DAD intensely searches through the freight car debris. RAINBOW starts to cry. GARTER tries to 
console her but she cartwheels away. DAD finds a long stick. He tests its strength.)

ALEXANDER: If you let the snakes go, they'll let me go.
DIAMONDBACK: That’d be a cold day in the hot desert, boy.
ALEXANDER: I can make a deal with my dad. 
DIAMONDBACK: Any deal with him and it's a straight flush for me and waterworks. 
ALEXANDER: If I can convince him you're not going to hurt me --
DAD: Who you talkin' to?
ALEXANDER: The United Snakes of America. 
DAD: We'll see how united they're gonna stay. There's a rattlesnake and what else?
ALEXANDER: A Watersnake. 
DAD: Looks like a Cottonmouth. 
ALEXANDER: He's not a Cottonmouth, dad.
WATERSNAKE: That doesn't mean I'm not viciousssss.
DAD: Which one bit you?
ALEXANDER: I didn't get bit.
DAD: You're delirious, son.
WATERSNAKE: Tell him I'm dangerous. Tell him I'm a vicious, dangerous, homicidal Watersnake from New 

Jersey.
ALEXANDER: Why don't you tell him?
WATERSNAKE: I don't think he can hear me.
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ALEXANDER: He can't hear you? 
WATERSNAKE: And vicea versa.
DIAMONDBACK: Mouth as wide as the ever lovin' Rio Grande!
WATERSNAKE: Did . . . did I say something wrong? 
DAD: Strong enough to jump, son?
ALEXANDER: Uh-huh. 
DAD: I'm gonna distract 'em. I want you to jump and roll. I'll tell you when.
DIAMONDBACK: What’d he say?
WATERSNAKE: I don't know. 
DIAMONDBACK: I ain't talkin' to you!

(DAD approaches with the stick. INDIGO, GARTER and RAINBOW move toward the open door, 
RAINBOW looking back at the others.)

RAINBOW: I'm afraid.
INDIGO: Keep your scales crossed for water.
RAINBOW: Not for us. I'm afraid for them. Especially Alexander. He needs us.

(DAD pokes the stick at WATERSNAKE. The snake lunges and bites it, holding onto it.)
DAD: Think you're right, son. 
DIAMONDBACK: You a dawg or a snake? 
WATERSNAKE: (garbled) Snake.
DAD: He's no Cottonmouth. No white lining.
DIAMONDBACK: Leggo that stick! 

(WATERSNAKE releases the stick and falls to the boxcar  floor. He looks at DIAMONDBACK, 
sheepish.)

WATERSNAKE: Reflexes.

13 more pages complete the play
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