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The Girl Who Swallowed a Cactus 

 

SETTING: A pile of debris on a bare stage. Pieces of cars, jungle gyms, sticks, bikes, bricks, 

cardboard, plastic bags, etc. A magical world of junk. 

AT RISE: A small car hood walks onstage. Or rather it‘s a small car hood being carried by 

someone like a shield. We can see nothing but legs moving behind it. The hood stops. Then a 

head pops up from behind it. 

This is DUST CLOUD. 

DUST CLOUD (looking out at us). Ah! Excellent! You‘re here! I didn‘t think you‘d 

come—I didn‘t think anyone would be crazy enough to—we don‘t have much time— 

(Points to us.) 

Get anyone there with you ready—we‘ve all got to be ready before the moon is— 

(Measures    from horizon to sky with her arm) Right there. But you‘ve gotta understand 

what you‘re getting into before you can help, you‘ve gotta understand about the Council 

of Howls, and the Sting Brigade, and the Challenge of The Death Cactus, and ... Sheila! 

See, Sheila came from the desert. She grew up like a little cactus plant in the sand and 

rock and boiling sun of New Mexico. Except she wasn‘t a cactus. She was an eight— 

year—old girl. 

And what an eight-year-old! 

(Begins creating a little figure of Sheila from whatever items come to hand.) 

If you could reach up and grab the sun—and not burn your hands off—and pull it down 

and wrap it up in a little body with constantly tangled hair, some missing teeth, a laugh 

that shook windows to almost breaking, and eyes that let that inside sunshine BLAST out 

so that you could just about get a suntan just standing in horn of her…  

THAT was Sheila. 

(She displays the Sheila figure proudly.) 

And like the hot sun, not everyone wanted to be her friend. She gave off too much heat 

for a lot of the kids at school. But now it was summer. See, her house was way out in the 

rolling hills of New Mexico. The nearest real town was twenty—seven miles away. 

(Setting up the environment.) 

And only a few kids actually lived near Sheila. So those kids—well, they had no choice 

but to be friends. 

And truth be told, those kids, they loved Sheila. They got mad at her, they got afraid of 

her sometimes, but life with Sheila—was never, ever boring. 
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So it‘s important to know that Sheila did not have this adventure by herself. This is the 

tale of FIVE adventurers—each with their own special role to play. Sheila was just the 

captain. 

 

(Pulls pieces of junk out to represent each child as a ―puppet‖.) 

 

Dennis. 

 

Dennis was the oldest. He was in fourth grade. And he was bigger and heavier than any 

of them, and strong. Dennis was as strong as three third- graders put together. He also 

always needed a haircut. No one was sure what color his eyes were because you couldn‘t 

see them under his hair. But because he was so much older and stronger, Dennis felt like 

he should be the leader of the pack. But that would be like saying that you ordered 

ketchup and it happens to come with a hamburger. It‘s just not so. Sheila was going to be 

the hamburger and Dennis was the ketchup—really strong ketchup. And that was that. 

 

(Another piece of junk.) 

 

 Leon. 

 

Leon was the exact same age as Sheila, and Leon had the cleverest hands and fingers you 

ever met. Leon, when he was five, he took apart his dad‘s entire motorcycle engine! And 

he almost got it all back together before his dad got Home! Leon was skinny and 

embarrassed about his teeth, so he didn‘t laugh as much as he should. But when he said 

something, it was usually very wise and helpful. 

 

(Two small pieces of identical debris.) 

 

 And the Twins. 

 

The Twins must have had names, but nobody knew what they were. One was Shy, the 

other was Eager…  

 

(Rearranges the Twins.) 

 

Or one was Eager and the other one Shy. They were both only six. And they giggled. A 

lot. 

 

(Jiggles the ―dolls.‖) 

 

―Hee hee hee hee hee.‖ 

 

That‘s how you always knew they were coming before you saw them. And they just 

wanted to be part of anything, no matter how crazy. They were always fun. And they 

usually brought candy. 
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(Brings the ―Sheila‖ figure into the lineup.) 

 

And that was them. Sheila, Dennis, Leon and the Twins. 

Our five adventurers who were left. 

 

Alone. 

 

All summer long. 

 

With nothing but time. 

 

And imagination. 

 

And as we all know, that is more than enough to change the world. 

 

And it all started because next to the dirt road that ran behind Sheila‘s house was a Pile of 

Junk. 

 

Someone had left it there. 

 

Just left it there. 

 

But it wasn‘t just any junk. It was magic. 

 

(Pulling out various pieces.) 

 

There were the sidebars of a swing set, the top bars of a monkey bar, the boards from a 

teeter-totter, an old red car hood—this big—a slide, old poles, giant metal springs ... But 

where Sheila‘s mother saw a pile of useless metal … Sheila saw the foundations of a city. 

And she had one. Whole. Summer. To build it. 

 

Leon, remember, was the clever one with his hands; Dennis was strong as three third—

graders; and the Twins were fast and cheerful and together they built it. Like this. 

 

(Constructs as she speaks.) 

 

They rested the swing set against the pinyon tree by the dirt road. Then they hoisted the 

car hood up to rest between the swing set and the tree branches—the floor of their house. 

This high off the ground. So of course they needed a ladder. 

 

Ladder, ladder, ladder … 

 

The monkey bars! Right! 

 

They set them on end… Voila! Ladder! 
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They got old cardboard boxes from Leon‘s uncle‘s basement to make walls around the 

floating car hood so it was a room, and ran the teeter-totter boards across the air from the 

car hood to some tree branches … 

 

That was Monday. 

 

There was much to be done, but this … This was a fine start. 

 

And every day, right after breakfast, they‘d get back to work on the fort. Or treehouse. 

 

Or castle. Part of the magic was no one could agree what to call it. 

 

But it was coming along Amazingly. 

 

Until that day.  

 

It was Thursday. 

 

Two Different Things happened that day, which would change our heroes‘ lives forever. 

 

The First thing happened in the morning, just as Sheila was finishing her bowl of Froot 

Loops, asking her mom for a second bowl – her mother said no, just like she did every 

single morning. Parents. – And her mother went to work. 

 

So Sheila went outside … and saw Dennis … holding … THIS. 

 

(She pulls out a three-foot-tall orange rubber traffic cone – scuffed, dented, clearly run over 

repeatedly, but intact) 

 

An old traffic cone! 

 

It was in the little canyon behind Dennis‘ house—someone had thrown it there! Can you 

imagine? It‘s like someone has a diamond ring that can summon dragons and they just 

throw it into a little canyon?? 

 

But now. Now it was theirs.  

 

The Cone of Awesome 

Orange Tower Of Power. 

And Dennis said— 

(As Dennis.) ―We‘re gonna put it right at the main entrance to the fort. Like a special 

marker.‖ 
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But Leon said— 

(As Leon.) ―Doesn‘t that kind of take away the whole point of the traps we‘re going to 

build, if you know where it‘s safe to walk?‖ 

And Dennis said— 

(As Dennis.) ―Well. Maybe we put it beside one of the traps so everyone thinks that‘s 

where they should walk. But then they fall in the trap!‖ 

(As Leon.) ―But most people when they see a cone, they think danger and don‘t walk 

where it is.‖ 

This would have gone on all day, but Sheila—she had an idea. She took the Cone Of 

Awesome, scampered up to the top of the fort— 

(DUST CLOUD climbs to highest point.) 

And placed the Power Cone for the world to see! 

(As Sheila.) ―This way—‖ 

She explained— 

(As Sheila.) ―It marks our fort where people can see it for miles around—all the best 

castles can be seen from miles around—and if there‘s a low-flying airplane coming in 

just over our heads, they‘ll all see the cone and know to pull up and not crash into our 

amazing castle.‖ 

And nobody could argue with that. 

So there the cone sat. 

Little did they know that Sheila‘s perfect idea—this placement—might end up spelling 

Doom for the entire human race. 

But that led to the Second Super-Important Thing that happened that day: 

Sheila‘s mom announced to Sheila: 

(AS Mom.) ―I have to go up to Albuquerque for work tomorrow, and I‘ll be staying the 

night. Do you want to come with me—you‘ll mostly be sitting in the motel room reading 

a book—or do you think you‘re old enough to stay here alone for one night, and I‘ll be 

back the next day.‖ 

(Sheila‘s eyes go wide… then a HUGE grin … then she stifles the grin as she puts on her best 

mature voice.) 

(As Sheila.) ―I think I can handle being here on my own.‖ 
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And that was it: Freedom! 

(As Sheila.) ―Guys, guys, guys!!‖ 

Sheila ran outside after supper— 

(As Sheila.) ―Tomorrow night my mom‘s gone, and I‘m gonna cook frozen pizzas and we 

can stay up till midnight, and maybe even sleep over in the castle!‖ 

This struck everyone as an extremely smart and pleasurable way to spend the evening. 

And so they did. 

And then that night, Dennis had the good idea to play hide- and-seek … with passing 

cars. You would lie on the ground beside the dark dirt road behind Sheila‘s house. And as 

soon as you heard a car coming down the road, or saw its headlights, you would race up 

into the tree fortress and just barely get in before the passing car lights slid over you so 

you weren‘t caught. So you knew you were tucked safe in the fort and the passing car 

would have no idea you were there! 

And it worked. There weren‘t a lot of cars going down the dusty road, but the kids would 

lay beside the fence, and when a car DID come, BOOM, into the fortress to hide! 

Over and over! They never got caught! 

And the night got later and later. Until the moon was right— 

(Measures horizon to sky.) there. 

And Then. 

The Moment Everything Changed. 

They were all sprawled in the dirt and weeds in the darkness, waiting for the next car to 

drive down the dirt road, guessing what kind of aliens might be on which planets. The 

Twins— ―hee hee hee‖ as per usual. 

 

(As Sheila.) ―But if it‘s a heavy planet it has more gravity, so aliens would have to be 

light just to move—like jellyfish—‖ 

 

(As Dennis.) ―No, they‘d just get splattered flat. Like peanut butter.‖ 

 

(As Sheila.) ―Like living peanut butter?‖ 

 

(As Dennis.) ―Yeah.‖ 

 

(As Sheila.) ―That‘s cool.‖ 

 

And Leon yells ―CAR!‖ And they RAN! 
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(Moving all the little figures around and into the fort.) 

Like mice exploding from a cheese house, like water drops exploding from a water 

balloon hitting the asphalt, BOOM. 

All these little bodies ran, ran, ran, ran up the monkey bar ladder—lights getting closer—

the Twins into the fort—lights closer—Leon 11p and into the fort—lights on the tree 

now—Sheila‘s into the fort, she tries to give Dennis a hand— 

(As Sheila.) ―The lights are ON you, Dennis!‖ 

But she pulls him up. Twins: ―hee hee hee,‖ Leon: ―Shut up Shut up!‖ and the car—or 

rather truck, it had to be a truck it was so loud and heavy, RUUMMMMMBLING by on 

the dirt and rock road and the children clump silent, a blop of breath and dirty clothes. 

―Hee hee hee,‖ ―Shut up!‖ The truck is going past them in the dark as all the other cars 

ever did. ―Hee hee hee,‖ ―Shut up!‖ Past them … past them … and then it stops. 

The truck stopped. 

And so did all their hearts. 

They were not laughing now. They were not breathing. 

Silent. 

Dark. 

Then— 

CLICK—CREAAAKK. 

(Quietly.) 

A truck door … opening? 

Now their hearts doubly stopped.  

Instinctively, as one body, they all turned to Sheila. And she knew what she had to do. 

She had to look. 

Still silent. 

Still dark. 

She moved quietly, so so quietly, to the eyehole in the cardboard wall. And she looked 

out at the truck. The moonlight made it so you could see, just barely, and the truck was a 

pickup truck. And old. And rusted. And BIG. The biggest truck she‘d ever seen. Like 

WEIRDLY big. 

And the door was open. 

And someone was getting out. 
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One foot went — 

CRUNCH. On the gravel. 

(More scared, quiet, to us …) 

And then the other. 

CRUNCH. 

And she stared. She wasn‘t breathing, she needed every single ounce of her life to see in 

the dark, see who was coming. And she did see. Someone was walking from the truck… 

back toward the fortress. 

Right toward them. 

Except it wasn‘t a someone. 

It wasn‘t even human. 

What it was …  

Was a Coyote. 

A real—life wild animal coyote. But walking on its hind legs, wearing dusty cowboy 

boots, a faded jean jacket, and sunglasses. At night! He stood about this tall — 

(Gestures 5-6 feet.) 

And he was walking toward their fortress... 

(As Dennis, squealing.) ―What … what is it?‖ 

(As Sheila.) ―I … don‘t … know.‖ 

She was frozen. 

WHOOSH. 

As Sheila stared, not breathing the coyote JUMPED off the ground flew through the air, 

and landed— 

WHOOMP. 

(Never taking her eyes of the ―roof‖ overhead, speaking very, very quietly.) 

On the roof. 

The Twins may or may not have peed at this point. 

But no one screamed. No one could scream. No one had any breath. 

But they waited. 
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Was this their last night on earth? Had those pizzas been their last meals? Were they 

about to become a meal? 

(SCUFFLE SCUFFLE SCUFFLE—something walling overhead … DUST CLOUD watches… 

Silence …) 

BOOMP! 

The coyote jumped off the roof back to the road! 

Sheila peeked back out the eyehole—Were they safe? Had they been quiet enough? Were 

they— 

And she saw it. 

The coyote … was walking back toward his giant pickup truck … holding the Cone Of 

Awesome! He had stolen their Cone Of Awesome right off the fort! He set it deep in the 

back of the flatbed of his truck … and he walked back to the driver‘s door—he was going 

to leave! He was going to just steal their orange Cone Of Awesome and drive away 

and— 

NO! 

(Again, acting all this out with the figures.) 

Sheila was moving, she shouldn‘t have been moving, this was a BAD IDEA, but she was 

moving, that was their cone, not some sunglasses-giant truck—coyote‘s, and she was not 

having this, she ran straight for the truck—WHAT IS SHE THINKING?? IS SHE 

CRAZY?? IS SHE— 

But the coyote is back inside the truck now, the door is closing—and Sheila is trying to 

climb UP INTO the back of the truck to grab the Cone Of Awesome—BAD IDEA!! —

but Sheila, for everything Sheila was, she was not big, and she can‘t get up and in—she‘s 

trying— 

(Demonstrates.) Trying— 

(As Sheila.) ―Dennis, help me!‖ 

(As Dennis) ―What are you what are you what are you—‖ 

(As Sheila.) ―HELP ME!‖ 

And Dennis grabs her foot—not thinking, just doing, doing whatever Sheila says—BAD 

IDEA—grabs her foot and super-strength throws her into the back of the truck!! And 

Leon—Leon—runs up and steps on Dennis‘ back and jumps into the truck!! 

(As Leon.) ―Get it and let‘s go!‖ 
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But now the truck starts up! The engine‘s running! And it‘s a big truck and the whole 

back is filled with junk and the cone is way back up toward the cab and Sheila has to run 

and climb all the way along inside the back of the truck, and Leon‘s running, and 

Dennis— 

(As Dennis.) ―Dang it!‖ 

And HE climbs in—WHY IS HE CLIMBING IN?? HE DOESN‘T KNOW! NONE OF 

THIS MAKES ANY SENSE THIS IS ALLA REALLY BAD IDEA, the Twins yell— 

(As the Twins.) ―No No No No No No!!‖ 

Shy and Eager—or Eager and Shy! The Twins! The Twins are the only ones making 

sense, except they‘re not: even as they‘re yelling ―NoNoNoNoNoNoNo,‖ they‘re raising 

their hands to be lifted into the back of the truck! And the truck is MOVING! It‘s 

MOVING‖ And Dennis—Why, Dennis, WHY?—he reaches back and grabs the Twins‘ 

arms and pulls them into the back of the pickup truck and they‘re moving, they‘re all 

riding down the dirt road, the coyote is driving them all down the dirt road, and Sheila 

grabs the Cone Of Awesome –  

(Holds it tight.) But now they‘re moving too fast to jump off! The whole back of the 

truck is filled with junk, ten junkyards worth of junk, and they‘re moving – fast – and 

they can‘t get out and … 

Where are they going? 

Where does a coyote in boots drive with a truckload of trash? 

And five kids. 

This. 

This was a BAD IDEA. 

But Sheila … Sheila takes this all in … and nods. And sits down among the junk, still 

holding the Cone Of Awesome. 

(DUST CLOUD sits, holding the cone.) 

And Leon sits. And Dennis. And the Twins. And no one opens their mouths to speak 

because they might cry instead. 

And they fly past the Water Tower, fly past the Irrigation Ditches, past the Red Mesa, 

past everything the children have ever known. 

And finally Sheila says: 

(As Sheila.) ―Just so you all know, the person driving this truck isn‘t a person. It‘s a 

coyote.‖ 
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(Pause. Then as Dennis.) ―Like a furry, pointed-nose, whiskers, ears—(Very timid howl.) 

Awooo?‖ 

(Sheila nods. Then as Leon.) ―I didn‘t think they could drive trucks.‖ 

(As Sheila.) ―This one is special. He wears boots and walks like a person and wears 

sunglasses.‖ 

(As Dennis.) ―At night?‖ 

(As Sheila.) ―This is a very odd situation.‖ 

(Pause. They all bump along.) 

(As Leon.) ―My mom thinks I‘m sleeping over at the fort.‖ 

(As Dennis.) ―Mine too.‖ 

(As Leon.) ―No one‘s gonna come looking for us till tomorrow.‖ 

(As Sheila.) ―Which means we find our own way out of this.‖ 

(They jiggle more.) 

And the road got bumpier. And bumpier. In fact, they were off the road— 

(Really swaying g and bouncing now.) 

Over hills … and down arroyos … and over rocks … and the stars and full moon stayed 

overhead and they went further … and further … into the desert … 

Until they stopped. 

(She jerks to a stop. Pause.) 

 The Twins may or may not have peed at this point. 

But Sheila knew what they had to do, they had to get out of that truck before they were 

discovered! She crawled to the passenger side and looked over the edge – no leaping 

without looking for her anymore – 

(Sheila looks —) 

And there, beside the truck, was a little canyon—an arroyo— full of junk! Human junk! 

Car parts and bike parts and old mops and lamps and newspapers and plastic bags and 

everything nobody wanted! 

What was it doing here? It didn‘t matter, not now – NOW they had to escape – Sheila 

jumped out of the truck landing just on the edge of the junk canyon. 

(Fierce whisper as Sheila.) ―Come on! Come on!‖ 
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(Whispered.) And Dennis handed the Twins down, one, two, Leon jumped out, Dennis 

jumped out – they hear the truck door opening over on the other side – quick – find a 

place to – They run to the front of the truck and AAAAAAHHHH! 

(Jumps.) 

 There‘s a Bobcat! 

(Becomes a scared bobcat bristling up, hissing, fangs, claws.) 

 

―HSSSSSS!!‖ 

 

It was just as surprised as they were! 

Turn around! 

Run! 

AAAAHHHHH 

 

A Bighorn Sheep rearing up on its hind legs— 

 

(As sheep, pawing the air) ―RAAAAAA!‖ 

 

(As kids) ―AAAHHH!‖ 

 

Trapped! Then— 

 

WHOOMP! 

 

Sunglasses Coyote jumps up from the other side of the truck and lands in the flatbed of 

the truck— 

 

And leans down RIGHT IN SHEILA‘S FACE! 

 

(As Coyote.) ―Boo.‖ 

 

(Sheila freezes. Beat.) 

But Sheila. Sheila does not scream. She does not faint. In perhaps the most impressive 

moment of her already impressive life, Sheila stares into the face of the human-sized 

walking coyote and says… 

 

(As Sheila.) ―Hello.‖ 

 

(Coyote leans back, surprised.) 

 

This seems to surprise him as much as it does her. Who is this—this little sack of skin 

and bones—speaking to him like this?? 
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He stays up in the truck bed, towering above them—pulls off his sunglasses. (She does.) 

So cool, glares down at the trembling children … and sneers … in English: 

 

(As Coyote.) ―Do you know where you are?‖ 

 

His voice sounded like sand pouring through your fingers, like wrapping paper over old 

bones, sliding around you, confusing you, pulling you tight— 

 

(As Sheila.) ―I think we must still be in New Mexico. We haven‘t driven far enough to 

leave the state.‖ 

 

(As Coyote.) ―‗New Mexico‘? What is ‗New Mexico‘?‖ 

 

(As Sheila.) ―It‘s our state. Where we live.‖ 

 

(As Coyote.) ―Ahhhhh your state. (To other animals.) ‗New Mexico‘ is the word they use 

for what they think of as their state.‖ 

 

And the Bobcat and Bighorn Sheep nod. And almost look like they smile? 

 

(As Coyote, to Sheila.) ―Well, my little Two-Leg hairless wonders—I‘m afraid you are 

not in ‗New Mexico.‘ You are in SandRockSunMoonHillShade. This is our desert. Our 

names. And you— (Leaning in.) Do Not. 

 

Belong. 

 

Here.‖ 

 

(As Sheila.) ―I realize that, sir. This is your land, your rules.‖ 

 

(Coyote stands up proud, victorious with a ―Hmmm.‖) 

 

(As Sheila.) ―But you did drive your truck through our land. And you stole this. (Holds up 

the traffic cone.) Which was on our castle/fort/treehouse. (Glances at Junk Canyon.) And 

from the look of it, you may have been stealing a lot of our stuff for a very long time.‖ 

 

(As Coyote.) ―You dare . . . You dare? (Leans in very closely.) What do they call you, so 

we will know how to speak of you when you are no more.‖ 

 

(As Sheila.) ―… They call me Sheila. And this is Dennis and Leon and the Twins. And 

who are you?‖ 

 

(As Coyote, who rises to full height and speaks grandly.) ―I. I am Prince Desert 

Marigold.‖ 
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(Beat. Sheila contains a snicker: It comes back. She tries to hold it in, can‘t—bursts out 

laughing!) 

 

(As Coyote.) ―What amuses you?‖ 

 

(As Sheila.) ―Your name is Prince Desert Marigold? Shouldn‘t it be something like Blood 

Fang, or Neck-Biter, or—‖ 

 

(As Coyote.) ―It is what it is, and it is the right name for me! My father was King 

Beavertail Prickly Pear, his father was King Brittle Bush—‖ 

 

(As Sheila.) ―Wow. You guys got some crazy names.‖ 

 

(As Coyote.) ―Oh, do we, ‗Sheila‘? ‗Dennis‘? ‗Twins‘?‖ 

 

(As Sheila.) ―Don‘t forget Leon.‖ 

 

(As Coyote.) ―SILENCE! Your names will only be remembered as the first Two-Legs we 

destroyed in the war.‖ 

 

(Beat. As Sheila.) ―War? There‘s a war?‖ 

 

(As Coyote.) ―Oh, please. I know a spy when I see one.‖ 

 

And here all the animals nodded- because while Sheila and Prince Marigold had been 

talking, a huge number of animals had gathered all around them-Mountain Goats and 

Roadrunners and Rattlesnakes and Jackrabbits and Tortoises and Vultures and Lizards – 

and they all – every animal – started chanting – 

 

(As animals.) ―SPY! SPY! SPY! SPY! SPY!‖  

 

(As Coyote.) ―And what do we do with spies?‖ 

 

(As animals.) ―Bury them! Throw them in the deepest canyon! Cover them in rocks!‖ 

 

(As Sheila.) ―Whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa! We‘re not spies! We‘re just kids. We were just 

trying to get our cone back. We don‘t want to be here, we don‘t know anything about a 

war, we just want to go home!‖ 

 

(As Coyote.) ―HA! We shall treat you no differently than you treat us!‖ 

 

(As Sheila.) ―We wouldn‘t throw you in a canyon and bury you with rocks!‖ 

 

(As Coyote.) ―Oh, wouldn‘t you? What would your kind do if a coyote were to walk into 

the middle of one of your meetings in one of your glass and steel buildings?‖ 
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(As Sheila, she thinks then.) ―I‘d shake your paw and say, ‗Pleased to meet you. Would 

you like a donut?‘‖ 

 

(As Coyote.) ―A donut? A DONUT?? Do you know what I eat??‖ 

 

(As Dennis.) ―Ch—children?‖ 

 

(As Leon.) ―Shut up, Dennis, shut up!‖ 

 

The Twins definitely peed at this point. 

 

And Prince Desert Marigold drew himself up to his full furry height… 

 

(As Coyote.) ―The whole point of this meeting, this Council of Howls, is to destroy your 

world. For lifetime after lifetime you have shoved us aside to make room for another 

wood-and-metal building, another tar-and-stone road. You have pushed the desert as far 

as it will go. Starting tonight ... the desert will push back into you. 

 

And you—you have given us the tools to dethrone you!‖ 

 

(As Sheila) ―We did not give you any tools!‖ 

 

(As Coyote, gestures to the junk.) ―Haven‘t you? All of your unwanted metal and sticks 

and iron and plastic—we have been collecting it here and when I give the signal, the 

Jackrabbits and Roadrunners will charge at top speed down your highways, your thrown-

away screwdrivers and nails clenched in their mouths, slicing tires of all your cars and 

trucks, as Vultures soar overhead dropping your old plastic bags full of sand and rocks 

onto the heads of fleeing Two- Legs. My brother and sister Coyotes will travel disguised 

as Two-Legs into your very offices and schools where we will open your briefcases to 

release a hundred Rattlesnakes, sending your kind screaming into the wilderness! We will 

seed Yucca plants in your pavement and Cactus in your cathedrals, Two-Legs will be 

driven back, the desert will be heard, and I will give the signal to go with THIS!‖ 

 

(Holds up the cone as a megaphone.) 

 

 (As Shelia.) ―I told you guys it was special!‖ 

 

(As Coyote.) ―It is our Howlaphone! Tonight, this very night, I will howl into this 

Howlaphone and my voice will echo over all the realm. Every creature four- and no-

legged, scaled and feathered and furred will know now is the moment, tonight is the night 

to rise and take action— (Starts howling into the cone like a megaphone.) AROOO—‖ 

 

(And Sheila grabs the cone.) 

 

(As Sheila.) ―NO! You can‘t do that! That‘s just mean!‖ 
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(Beat.) 

 

(Then as Coyote.) ―‘Mean‘? You‘ve done nothing but drive us away and now you call us 

‗mean‘?‖ 

 

(As Sheila.) ―Well… that‘s ‗cause we weren‘t thinking. We didn‘t know you‘d be upset. 

Maybe there‘s a way we could live together.‖ 

 

And allllll the animals – the Sheep, Bobcats, Lizards and Roadrunners – laughed and 

laughed and laughed. 

 

(Coyote dramatically silences them.) 

 

(As Coyote.) ―The Two-Legs have proven they do not want us in their world. And you 

couldn‘t last ten minutes in our world. 

 

(As Sheila.) ―We‘re tougher than you think.‖ 

 

And at that all the animals laughed and laughed and laughed again. 

 

(Coyote silences them again.) 

 

(As Coyote.) ―I doubt that.‖ 

 

And Sheila—oh, Sheila, Sheila, Sheila, why—WHY?  

Sheila said— 

 

(As Sheila.) ―Try me.‖ 

 

And Prince Desert Marigold‘s eyes lit up. And his whiskers twitched. And he almost 

smiled. And you could see the moonlight glinting off his white and yellow fangs. 

 

And he says 

 

(As Coyote.) ―Very well. 

 

Very well. 

 

Let her and her little friends face 

 

(Gestures grandly to one side.) The Sting Brigade!‖ 

 

And there, on the rocky ground, was a road. But not a regular blacktop road. This one 

was shiny. 

 

And moving. 
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And clicking. 

 

And as Sheila squinted, she realized what it was. 

 

A hundred thousand Scorpions. 

 

All scootched together, all their dagger tails in the air, all their pinchers tick-tick—ticking 

quietly in the dark. Waiting. 

 

(As Coyote.) ―A Four-Leg or No-Leg is fast enough or armoured enough or gentle 

enough to walk through the Sting Brigade without being stung to death. Hairless Two- 

Legs ... I challenge you to cross through them from— (Grandly gestures a wide expanse.) 

Here to there. Without dying.‖ 

 

And Sheila gulped. 

 

She was fast. But not that fast. And she could handle pain— she‘d gotten shots and 

everything—but not a Scorpion sting, much less a thousand Scorpion stings. 

 

(As Coyote.) ―You see? You have failed before you even begin! Two-Legs will never be 

the equal of—‖ 

 

(As Leon.) ―I have an idea.‖ 

 

It was Leon! Leon the Quiet, Leon the Shy, Leon the Clever. 

 

And Leon reaches into the Junk Canyon— 

 

(DUST CLOUD acts all this out.) 

 

Pulls out two old mops… and two broken pedals from a broken bicycle— 

 

(Hastily constructing.) And used some old wire ... to attach the pedals to the mops… 

and… 

 

(Holds up jury-rigged stilts.) STILTS! 

 

(As Leon.) ―But we need someone with really strong legs to walk on them… ‖ 

 

And all eyes turned to Dennis. 

 

And Dennis blinked. 

 

But Dennis, perhaps sensing that this—this was finally his moment to be the leader of the 

troop, or perhaps not wanting to let his friends and all of humanity down… 
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Dennis took those stilts… 

 

And put them on. 

 

(DUST CLOUD does [or a similar effect]) 

 

And Dennis stood up … wobbling … 

 

(DUST CLOUD acts this out.) 

 

And Dennis turned around ... 

 

And Dennis walked. 

 

He walked right INTO the Sting Brigade. 

 

And the Scorpions, they snapped at his mop handles and they stung his curtain rods and 

they clattered and hissed and snick-snick-snicked, and Dennis, he walked over them, 

through them—they never reached him— Scorpions, for all their talents, are terrible 

jumpers—and Dennis, he walked all the way to the far end of Scorpion Road and turned 

around— 

 

(Lifts poles triumphantly as Dennis.) ―YEAAAHHH!!!‖ 

 

And the kids cheered! 

 

(Gets the audience to cheer:) ―Hu-mans! Hu-mans! Hu-mans!‖ 

 

And even some of the animals looked impressed! Especially the tortoises with their very 

short legs. 

 

But Prince Desert Marigold was having none of it. 

 

(As Coyote.) ―Yes, yes, yes, very clever, Hairless Ones, but that‘s not all you have to do 

to survive in our world. 

 

We‘ve seen what you eat: your pies and noodles and fry bread and beans—soft food for 

soft mouths and soft bellies. We have to survive on the cruellest of foods. 

 

Could any of you… eat… this?? 

 

(DUST CLOUD produces a small cactus, complete with spines.) 

 

A Cactus! 

 

The Death Cactus! 
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Covered in a thousand spikes designed to tear up any—and every—thing that dare come 

near, spines that if swallowed would turn your whole insides into shredded confetti! 

 

And Dennis, for all this strength and new-found heroism, said— 

 

(As Dennis.) ―I‘m not eating that.‖ 

 

And the Twins whimpered, and Leon gulped, but Sheila ... 

 

Sheila nodded. 

 

(As Sheila.) ―I will.‖ 

 

And Coyote—he would never in a thousand million years admit this—but he was 

beginning to have just the tiniest, eensiest-weensiest spleck of respect for these Two—

Legs. 

 

But he didn‘t show it. 

 

(Shoves cactus forward, as Coyote.) ―Then eat, Girl.‖ 

 

So Sheila took that cactus—carefully… carefully! 

 

And she grabbed an old cracked bowl from Junk Canyon . . . 

 

(DUST CLOUD picks up an old bowl and drops the cactus into it.) 

 

And then she reached into that canyon and pulled out… 

 

This. (Holds up an old eggbeater.) 

 

And she— 

 

(DUST CLOUD whirs the beater in the bowl for all she is worth, ‗pulverizing‘ the cactus.) 

 

She pulverized the cactus ... 

 

She pulverized the prickly spines ... 

 

Until… 

 

Until… 

 

The cactus and spines were paste! 
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It was all goo, like raw bread dough, like chunky green peanut butter, and she— 

 

(Licks the used eggbeater—makes a horrible face.) 

 

And it tastes awful! But the spikes are gone and she can eat the cactus mush without 

turning her insides into a porcupine‘s waterbed. 

 

(Scrapes green globs up on her fingers and eats.) 

 

And she ate… 

 

And ate… 

 

And ate… 

 

Until she had swallowed an entire cactus! 

 

(Sets down the bowl triumphantly; leads the audience in more cheers!) 

 

(Then as Sheila, to Coyote.) ―You see? We can use our people brains to live with animals 

as much as animals can use their brains to live with humans! Let‘s try to work together! 

Let‘s make a change—‖ 

 

And even the animals seemed to like this—they were scared of getting hurt in a war too! 

Maybe they could— 

 

But Prince Marigold would have none of it! 

 

(As Coyote.) ―I‘ll have NONE of this! 

 

Two-Legs and Desert-Trotters can never live together! We were born hating each other 

and we will die hating each other, and tonight that hate will fill every crack and crevice of 

your and our world—‖ 

 

But then he looks down… 

 

And holding each of his paws ... just gently holding them ... 

 

Were the Twins. 

 

(Becomes one of the Twins gently holding and stroking a paw, looking up sweetly, innocently at 

the tall Coyote.) 

 

Eager and Shy… Or Shy and Eager. 

 

They were … stroking his fur. 
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And… smiling at him. 

 

In that pure wonderful way that only the most open-hearted can, with their very souls and 

breath, even when they‘ve only just met you ... 

 

They held and petted the Coyote‘s paws ... 

 

For the first time these children had shown him people willing to see him and his fellow 

animals, willing to take their challenges and meet them. And beyond that… to love him. 

 

And for several long embarrassing moments, Prince Desert Marigold couldn‘t speak. 

 

But then he said… 

 

(As Coyote.) ―Or. You know. Maybe. Maybe we don‘t have to destroy all the Two-Legs 

and their homes and cities.‖ 

 

And Sheila said— 

 

(As Sheila.) ―Exactly! Let‘s start talking! I‘ll make you a deal: You take us back to our 

world, and we‘ll work to make space for you. And I promise to come back and check in 

with you on how it‘s going and how we can keep working together!‖ 

 

And all the animals—they all held their breath—the humans too… 

 

Was it to be war or peace? 

 

Conversation or Devastation? 

 

War? 

 

Or Peace?? 

 

(Then, as Coyote to Sheila.) ―You promise you‘ll keep coming back?‖ 

 

(As Sheila.) ―If you‘ll pick me up and drop me off.‖ 

 

(As Coyote, offers paw.) ―Deal.‖ 

 

(They shake.) 

 

The animals cheer! 

 

(Gets audience to cheer!) 
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The humans cheer! 

 

(Gets audience to cheer!) 

 

And that is what they did! 

 

The kids were suddenly shaking hands with hooves and paws and wings, and Leon got 

hugged by twenty-six Jackrabbits—all at once—which tickled so much he laughed out 

loud very loud and long. The Roadrunners ran around and around and around the Twins 

until they all fell down dizzy and laughing. And Dennis—the Bobcat came over and 

rubbed against Dennis like the world‘s biggest house cat—you could almost hear him 

purring! But then the Bobcat tried to pee on Dennis to mark his territory, and Dennis 

didn‘t like that. 

 

And Prince Desert Marigold stepped up to Sheila ... and ... 

 

(As Coyote, grandly hands Sheila the traffic cone.) ―I believe this belongs to you.‖ 

 

(As Sheila, taking it.) ―Thank you.‖ 

 

(As Coyote.) ―I‘ll take you all home now. But shall I come pick you up next full moon? 

When the moon is exactly—  

 

(Measures from horizon to sky.) there?‖ 

 

(As Sheila.) ―Yes, please.‖ 

 

And Prince Desert Marigold gathered all the ―Hairless Two-Legs‖ and plopped them in 

the back of the truck and you should have seen all the hundreds of animals waving 

goodbye—even the Vultures waving their wings and Scorpions waving their tails—

―Goodbye! Goodbye! See you again! Goodbye!‖ 

 

And that coyote drove the humans home, dropped them off at the 

treehouse/fortress/castle 

 

And drove away. 

 

And the kids just stood there ... 

 

Not sure if any of this had really happened. 

 

And I‘m sure you‘re not sure either. Were they dreaming? 

 

Am I just making all this up to pass an hour with you? 

 

Well, the answer is… no. 
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It did happen. 

 

And Sheila did work to make room in the towns and cities for more wildness. And Prince 

Marigold did come back to pick her up and they‘d meet for Full-Moon Tea in the desert 

once a month. 

 

Until we lost Sheila. 

 

There came a night, when Sheila was 23 or 24 years old, that Prince Marigold drove up to 

her house and Sheila had a suitcase. A sleeping bag and books and it looked like she was 

going to stay away for a long time this time. 

 

And they drove away… and Sheila hasn‘t been back since. 

 

And since then people have moved further into animal‘s space, and the animals have 

started coming back into our cities – coyotes and deer and moose and foxes – but it‘s all 

mish-mash chaos and people and animals are starting to get mad again and we need 

someone to make sure we‘re talking again! 

 

And that‘s going to be me. 

 

Because I‘ve done it before. 

 

One of the Twins-one of those little girls… was me. 

 

And I do have a name. 

 

I like to be called Dust Cloud. 

 

And I won‘t tell you whether I was Shy or Eager. 

 

But with Sheila gone, it‘s time to step up again. Me and whichever of you want to go. 

 

(Gestures to all of her construction.) 

 

I figure if we can build another fortress/castle/treehouse, and be ready when the full 

moon is just— (Gestures to sky.) there, that another animal will come by—a bear or a 

bobcat or whatever—and they‘ll see the fort/castle/treehouse… and they‘ll stop. 

 

Because they will recognize… This. 

 

(She pulls out the orange traffic cone one final time, and carefully puts it on the very top of her 

accumulated structure.) 

 

And they‘ll climb out of that giant pickup truck, or whatever they travel in… and say… 
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(As animal.) ―You know how to speak with animals?‖ 

 

And we‘ll answer. Me and you and whoever is with us. 

 

But what I haven‘t decided… is whether we‘ll answer in human words… or just smile 

and throw our heads back and say-  

 

(A coyote howl.) Ar-ar-AROOOOOOOOOO!!!! 

 

(She leads the audience in a round of howling ―AROOOOs‖ and … Lights out.) 

 

END OF PLAY 


