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JEEP WAVE 1

      
     (LIGHTS UP) 
 

(A bare stage with two chairs, 
close together. This represents a 
car.) 
 
(BARNEY, a man in his mid-forties. 
MADGE, a woman in her forties.) 
 
(BARNEY is the driver; MADGE sits 
beside him.)  
 
 
MADGE 

Isn’t it a lovely day for a drive? The weather is 
turning warm – but not too warm. Spring at last! 
I thought winter would never end this year. It 
just went on and on – 
 

(BARNEY raises his left had in a 
half salute, half wave.) 
 
MADGE 

- right up to April. Right into April, in fact. 
April! You could have fooled me. More like March 
– more like February. Don’t you agree? 
 

(BARNEY waves as before: half 
salute, half wave of someone “in 
the know.”) 
 
MADGE 

  Barney, what are you doing? Barney? 
 
     BARNEY 
  What? 
 
     MADGE 
  What are you doing? 
 
     BARNEY 
  Nothing. 
 
     MADGE 
  Yes, you are. You’re waving. 
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BARNEY 
  Oh, you mean… 
       (he waves again) 
  Almost missed him. 
 
     MADGE 
  What are you doing? 
 
     BARNEY 

Waving at Jeeps. Lot of ‘em today. Must be the 
weather. 

 
MADGE 

  You’re waving at Jeeps? 
 
     BARNEY 
  Yes. 
 
     MADGE 
  Waving?   
 
     BARNEY 
  At Jeeps. 
 
     (pause) 
 
     MADGE 
  Why? 
 
     BARNEY 

Well--  it’s a fraternal thing. Sort of —
fraternal. That’s the best way to describe it. 
 
   MADGE 
Fraternal. 
 
   BARNEY 
The fraternity of the Jeep. 
   (he waves) 
There goes another one. Two-door ragtop: the real 
deal.  
 
   MADGE 
A fraternity. 
 
   BARNEY 
Or a sorority. Women drive Jeeps, too, you know. 
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   MADGE 
No kidding. 
 
   BARNEY 
Sure. Course, they tend to have tattoos, be more 
than a little over weight and smoke cigarettes. 
On the other hand, they ride with the top down 
and nine times out of ten they’ve got the doors 
off. Oh yeah, stripped down and trail ready.  
   (he waves) 
Four-door hardtop, but still a Jeep.  
 
   MADGE 
Why is that? 
     

     BARNEY 
It’s a Wrangler. Two-door, four-door, hardtop or 
soft, Sport or Unlimited: it’s still a Wrangler.  
 
   MADGE 
There goes a Jeep. 

(she turns her head as the Jeep 
goes by) 

  You missed it. 
 
     BARNEY 
  Not a Wrangler. 
 
     MADGE 
  It said “Jeep” on the front; plain as day. 
 
     BARNEY 

That was a Liberty, not a Wrangler. Only wave at 
Wranglers. 
 
   MADGE 
How about that one? 
 
   BARNEY 
That’s a Cherokee. 
 
   MADGE 
Not a Wrangler. 
 
   BARNEY 
Nope. 
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MADGE 
I’m getting the hang of this. This is fun. 
   (pause, looking for Jeeps) 
There! Oooh, that’s a brute. 
 
   BARNEY 
That’s a Hummer, not a Jeep. 
 
   MADGE 
A Hummer? 
 
   BARNEY 
Yes. 
 
   MADGE 
Not a Jeep. Kinda looks like one, a four-door 
one. 
 
   BARNEY 
They tried, but with those slits for windows and 
about eight miles to the gallon--  Well, them 
that’s got ‘em claim to love ‘em, but there is 
nothing like a Jeep. 
 
   (MADGE waves) 
 
   BARNEY 
What are you doing? 
 
   MADGE 
Waving. Don’t worry, it was a real Jeep. 
 
   BARNEY 
I missed it!  
 
   MADGE 
You sure did: top down, doors off – and she 
didn’t look over-weight to me. Not in those 
shorts. 
 
   BARNET 

  Probably heading for the beach. 
 
     MADGE 
  I should hope so. 
 
      



JEEP WAVE 5

BARNEY 
  I would appreciate it if you didn’t wave. 
 
     MADGE 
  What do you mean. 
 
     BARNEY 
  Only the driver waves. 
 
     MADGE 
  Since when? 
 
     BARNEY 
  That’s just the way it is. Only the driver waves. 
 
     MADGE 
  I can wave if I want to. 
 
     BARNEY 
  Only the driver. 
 
     MADGE 
  That’s a shitty thing to say. 
 
     BARNEY 
  Hey! 
 
     MADGE 
  Well, it is! Why can’t I wave? 
 
     BARNEY 

It’s a tradition, that’s all! They look for the 
driver to wave. 
 
   MADGE 
Then let me drive. 
 
   BARNEY 
I’m driving – 
 
   MADGE 
You’re always driving. I want to drive. 
 
   BARNEY 
Just so you can wave— 
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MADGE 
  You missed one – 
 
     BARNEY 
  Damn it! 
 
     MADGE 
  Ha! 
 
     BARNEY 
  All right! You can drive. I’ll stop for gas— 
 
     MADGE 
  When? 
 
     BARNEY 

In a while!  Okay?  We’re nearly empty, and I’ve 
got to stop anyway – 
 
   MADGE 
That’s big of you. 
 
   BARNEY 
Don’t push it, Madge. 
 
   MADGE 
   (waving) 
It’s a four-door ragtop.  Look at the lights on 
that mother!  
 
   BARNEY 
After market add-ons. Notice how it was jacked up 
above the wheels – big wheels, like a truck. 
 
   MADGE 
You need a ladder to climb aboard. Why do they do 
that? 
 
   BARNEY 
Who knows – crossing streams, going off-road— 
 
   MADGE 
I bet the driver has tattoos. 
 
   BARNEY 
Big ones, all over. 
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   MADGE 
I bet they don’t say “Mother.” 
 
    (Pause) 
 
   BARNEY 
Motorcycles. 
 
   MADGE 
We don’t wave at motorcycles? 
 
   BARNEY 
No ma’am.  
 
   MADGE 
Not even Harleys? 
 
   BARNEY 
A nod, maybe. Looks like a club – or a gang.   
 
   MADGE 
They don’t get a wave. How sad. 
 
   BARNEY 
Well, they have to keep their eyes on the road.  
 
   MADGE 
Yes. 
    
   BARNEY 
   (he waves) 
There goes one. Very nice! Candy-apple red. 
 
   MADGE 
They don’t wave back, do they? 
   (BARNEY shrugs) 
Maybe if you had a Jeep instead of this Jaguar… 
 
   (BARNEY smiles, waves.) 
 
   (LIGHTS OUT) 
 
   END OF PLAY 


