
Last Train to Nibroc 
 
Play Overview: 
In December 1940, an east-bound cross-country train carries May and Raleigh. Raleigh is 
heading to New York to be a writer, but after discovering he and May are from neighboring 
Appalachian towns he decides to change trains for Kentucky, promising to take May to the next 
Nibroc Festival. Scene Two finds May and Raleigh at the festival a year and a half later. Unfit 
for war and needing to support his parents, Raleigh works in a Detroit factory while May is 
teaching school and dating a preacher. It is not until the following spring, the two are finally able 
to acknowledge the depth of their feelings.  
 
Character Descriptions:  
May (a young woman in her 20s): From a small town in Kentucky. May is sincere and honest 
in her beliefs. She is bookish, with a charming naiveté, and intelligent quick wit. She plans on 
becoming a missionary, but is unsure about her plans and doesn’t think she has found her true 
calling yet. She tends to live her life doing what is expected of her rather than doing what she 
wants to do. 
 
Raleigh (a young man in his 20s): From a small town in Kentucky. A good guy who slow to 
anger and quick to chuckle. He was medically discharged from the military leaving his pride a 
little shaken. He decides to follow his dreams and go to New York City to become a writer. He is 
genuine and playful, but his jokes are not demeaning or patronizing. He only teases May because 
he can tell she is sharp enough to joke back 
 
MAY MONOLOGUES: CHOOSE ONE 
 
MAY: I’m willing to listen. It helps to talk about it. When, when Charlie was captured, when 
they brought the telegram telling us he’d been shot down and captured, I just couldn’t stop 
thinking about it and praying for him, and couldn’t, well, couldn’t think about anything at school 
and at all. Mama just kept crying, and I couldn’t talk to her ‘cause she’d just cry, and everybody 
at school had people missing or dead or something, so I didn’t want to burden them. So I just 
wrote everything to you, like I was talking to you, and it helped. It helped an awful lot.  
 
MAY: They made me the principal. Funny times we’re living in. I just barely got outa school 
and they made me the principal. I thought it would be harder. But it was more money. More 
money’n teaching at Lilly. I thought it would be harder. But nothin’s harder than fifty screaming 
children in one classroom. But the boys, the really bad ones, they just join up in the service quick 
as they get old enough. Or even before if they can get away with it. One nice thing about the war. 
The boys get to go fight, so they don’t have to do it at the school. Hard on the younger ones, 
though. Their brothers all sent off, sometimes their daddies, even. But the big boys, the bad ones 
are all gone. And the girls aren’t much trouble. Always sewing, and writing letters and sending 
packages. We encourage them to write to the soldiers.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



RALEIGH MONOLOGUES: CHOOSE ONE: 
 
RALEIGH: Will you marry me, May? Now, just how did you think this part out? Am I supposed 
to get down on my knees or am I on my deathbed and you are Florence Nightingale? Should I lie 
down so I can gaze up into those pretty eyes and ask you to marry me as I breathe my last 
breath? How was this scene supposed to go, May? Here, look, I’m down on my knees. I’m down 
on my knees and I’m proposing to you, May. Will you marry me? 
 
RALEIGH: Home’ll always be there. I got on this train, and the conductor told me that the 
coffins were being loaded in. That Nathaniel West and F. Scott Fitzgerald were riding the same 
train I was. So, don’t you see, I can’t let that go by. When would something like that ever happen 
again. Now we’re riding the same train. And no matter what happens, there will always have 
been a time that we rode the train together. Things are affected by other things. And I can’t let 
that go by. That I’m on the train with the two greatest writers of this century. And I thought I’ve 
just got to stay on this train. Follow those men. This is my chance, my time, and if I don’t take it 
now, don’t move right now, not later, now, while I’m supposed to, it’ll never happen again.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



Scenes 
 

RALEIGH SIDE  
RALEIGH: There aren’t any other seats that I can see, but if I catch sight of anyone gettin’ off 
at the next station I’ll try to move. 
MAY: You don’t have to. 
RALEIGH: I don’t like to sit where I’m not welcome. I’ll move just as soon as I can and some 
woman with a wailin’ baby will take my place. Well, I’m gonna go ride back with the coffins. 
With F. Scott and Nathanael West. 
MAY: Don’t be silly. 
RALEIGH: is that a smile? No, couldn’t be. Yep, I’d better go ride back there with the writers. 
The dead writers. 
MAY: Stop. 
RALEIGH: Old F. Scott and young Nat. 
MAY: That’s morbid. 
RALEIGH: Scotty and Natty. 
MAY: Scotty and Natty? 
RALEIGH: Well, now. You’re goin’ home. See, you should be happy. Another few hours and 
you can change trains for Kentucky. 
MAY: You too. 
RALEIGH: Nope. I’m stayin’. On the train. Goin’ to New York City. Funny, when I got on, 
boarded the train, back in Los Angeles, I was goin’ home. Not happy about it, but goin’ home. I 
got on this train. Thought I can go anywhere. Chicago, anywhere. No one’s expectin’ me. No 
one knows I’m comin’. Got a uniform still on, got a pass. Anywhere I want to go. 
MAY: Well, I could go anywhere, too. 
RALEIGH: You wantin’ to? 
MAY: I don’t know. Hadn’t thought about it. 
RALEIGH: Well, I have. I can go anywhere. Thought about Dee-troit, lots of work in the 
factories there, my brother-in-law says, but I can go do that any time. 
MAY: You don’t want to go home? 
RALEIGH: Nope. Home’ll always be there. I got on this train, and the conductor told me that 
the coffins were bein’ loaded in. That Nathaniel West and F. Scott Fitzgerald were ridin’ the 
same train I was. So, don’t you see, I can’t let that go by. When would somethin’ like that ever 
happen again? 
MAY: You didn’t know them. 
RALEIGH: I didn’t know you, either, but now we’re ridin’ the same train. And no matter what 
happens, there will always have been a time that we rode the train together. Things are affected 
by other things. And I can’t let that go by. That I’m on the train with the two greatest writers of 
this century. And I thought I’ve just got to stay on this train. Follow those men. This is my 
chance, my time, and if I don’t take it now, don’t move right now, not later, now, while I’m 
supposed to, it’ll never happen again. 
MAY: But you didn’t know them. 
RALEIGH: Sure I know them! I know everything they’ve written. Feels like I know them better 
than I know myself, even. And something real deep inside - I don’t usually just spill everything 
out like this.  
 
 
 
  



MAY SIDE  
MAY: Why aren't you gonna be a flyer anymore? 
RALEIGH: Discharge. Medical Discharge. 
MAY: Why?  
RALEIGH: I started gettin’ the fits out there. Somethin’ sort of like the fits. Just a little bit. 
Once or twice only. But they’re dischargin’ me. 
MAY: That’s why you don’t want to go home. You can always go to New York City later, if you 
really want to. 
RALEIGH: But now’s my opportunity. 
MAY: Following dead men. Going to New York City because there’s some dead men going 
there? 
RALEIGH: They’re famous writers. 
MAY: They were famous writers, or so you say. I’ve never heard of one of them. 
RALEIGH: He’s famous. 
MAY: But they’re dead. 
RALEIGH: They’re famous writers. 
MAY: But they’re dead. It’s over for them. Not you. Having a couple of little fits won’t kill you. 
So why’re you following dead men? Can’t visit them in New York City. And are those coffins 
even going to New York? Isn’t your friend Mr. Fitzgerald going to Virginia or Delaware or 
someplace? 
RALEIGH: Maryland. 
MAY: See? What’d he write about, anyway? 
RALEIGH: Rich people, flappers. 
MAY: Rich people where? 
RALEIGH: The Riviera and New York City. 
MAY: He wrote about New York City. 
RALEIGH: Yep. 
MAY: So what are you gonna write about? 
RALEIGH: Stories. 
MAY: About what? 
RALEIGH: People. 
MAY: People where? 
RALEIGH: In the mountains. 
MAY: In Kentucky. 
RALEIGH: Yep. 
MAY: So why are you going to New York City if you’re gonna write about Kentucky? 
RALEIGH: That’s where writers go. New York City. 
MAY: Are they happy there? You think Mr. Fitzgerald was happy in New York City? 
RALEIGH: No.  
MAY: Were you happy in Kentucky? You miss it? 
RALEIGH: Yes, of course. 
MAY: I don’t have to say any more. 
RALEIGH: No, I reckon you don’t, little miss. 
MAY: Excuse me, mister. 
RALEIGH: My mistake, Takin’ this seat. 
MAY: You can tease the dog but you don’t like its bark. 
 
 


