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Cast of Characters:

THE KING

THE ADVISOR

GUARDS 1-12

THE PROSTITUTE

THE JESTER

SCUMGOR, GOD OF THE BROKEN NIGHT

THE ADVISOR 2

––––––––
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Setting: (The throne room of a castle. Distant past)

At Rise: (THE KING sits upon the throne, wearing a king’s robe and crown and he has a somewhat agitated, restless look. THE ADVISOR enters.)

––––––––
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THE ADVISOR: My king, how might you be doing this day?

THE KING: I am doing as I am doing and will be doing how I am doing regardless of what I am doing, for I can only be doing how I am doing when I am doing what it is that I am doing and that is exactly how I am doing. And I would caution you to, in the future, think long and hard about whether you truly do wish to ask me the question of how it is that I am doing, when it is entirely possible that how I am doing is a state where I will not take kindly to being asked how I am doing.

THE ADVISOR: My king, please forgive me. I assure you, I meant no harm or insolence whatsoever. You have my most sincere, heartfelt apology.

THE KING: Very well then, I accept your apology, just use it as a learning experience for the future.

THE ADVISOR: Absolutely, my king. You can rest assured, I have indeed learned my lesson as I will continue to dutifully and humbly serve the crown.

THE KING: Very well then. (Pause) Guards, off with his head!

(GUARDS 1 AND 2 enter.)

THE ADVISOR: But, my king, my king, I told you, I have learned my lesson, believe me, I have.

THE KING: Yeah, well you didn’t learn it fast enough. Guards, take him away.

GUARDS 1 AND 2: Yes, my king

(GUARDS 1 AND 2 lead THE ADVISOR away)

THE KING: (THE KING just sits there, fidgety, looking around with a more agitated look.) I’m bored. Guards, come back in here.

(GUARDS 1 AND 2 enter)

GUARDS 1 AND 2: Yes, my king.

THE KING: The two of you, I don’t know, get into a, get into a fight or something and one of you kill the other one or something.

GUARD 1: But, king, that’s my son. He’s my little boy.

THE KING: Did I freakin’ ask for a genealogy history of the both of you? No, I asked you to duel to the death with your swords, and that is an order. So the both of you follow it or I’ll have you both put to death. So hurry up, get on with it.

GUARD 2: But, dad, I don’t want to.

GUARD 1: Son, we don’t have a choice. It be the king’s decree. So come on, son, give it your best, and just remember everything I taught you about sword fighting.

GUARD 2: OK, dad, if you say so. (A furious sword duel ensues. It ends when the son fatally strikes his father with his sword. The father drops to the ground, the son dropping to the ground and cradling him, holding his dying father in his arms.) No, dad!

GUARD 1: It’s OK, son, you didn’t have a choice.

GUARD 2: But, but, please, you can’t die, I love you, dad.

GUARD 1: It’s OK, my son, I’m just glad it was me and not you. I had to go some time. It’s how it was meant to be.

GUARD 2: But this can’t be happening, I won’t let you die!

GUARD 1: Son, there’s nothing you can do. It’s how the Gods wanted it. It was meant to be. Son, just do me a favor, take care of your mother, will you. And remember, no regrets, you did it, for the crown.

(The father dies. The son starts weeping hysterically.)

GUARD 2: No, dad.

(The son cries even more uncontrollably.)

THE KING: Oh come on. (Shouts out.) Other guards!

(GUARDS 3 AND 4 enter.)

GUARDS 3 AND 4: Yes, my king.

THE KING: Will you please take the sniveling, whining, little brat out of here and chop off his head.

GUARDS 3 AND 4: At once, my king.

(GUARD 2 is led away, crying, by GUARD 3 while GUARD 4 collects the dead body of GUARD 1 and carries it off the stage.)

THE KING: Give me a break. What a whiny, little bitch. (THE KING just sits there, even more fidgety.) Well that really failed miserably. It was totally uninspiring. So, what the hell am I going to do today? (THE KING just sits there, appearing more agitated.) Oh God, this being a king thing really isn’t easy. Having to care for your kingdom, always having to be right. But what am I going to do today? (THE KING even more fidgety and restless looking) Guards!

(GUARDS 3 AND 4 enter.)

GUARDS 3 AND 4: Yes, my king.

THE KING: Take yourselves to the execution chamber and have your heads chopped off.

GUARD 3: But, my king, if I might ask, what is it that we did?

THE KING: I’m sure you’ll do something at some point today so just have it done preemptively.

GUARD 3: As you command, my king, we shall venture to the execution chamber at once.

GUARD 4: (to GUARD 3) But I don’t want to have my head chopped off.

GUARD 3: There’s really nothing that can be done about it. Why, it was the king himself who decreed it. So, no more protestations, as your commanding officer, I assure you that if you continue to do so, I’ll have your head chopped off.

GUARD 4: Very well then. My apologies. Yes, the king is only on the throne, but by the grace of God, and therefore, the king’s words are the words of the divine, which only exist to serve the crown. I will die for the king if I must so that the kingdom might prosper. For the crown!

GUARD 3: Yes, indeed. So come on, let’s be loyal soldiers and go follow our orders as the king instructed us to do.

(GUARDS 3 AND 4 exit. THE KING sits there, looking further agitated)

THE KING: OK, enough of this, I absolutely have to come up with something here. I really need to think of something to do. Hmm, you know, I guess I could just summon the services of a prostitute. Hell, why not, something to do. Guards! Um, guards other than the other guards, um, other than the other guards as well. Um, guards who are not yet dead, in here at once!

(GUARDS 5 AND 6 enter.)

GUARDS 5 AND 6: Yes, my king?

THE KING: Guards, get a prostitute from the courtyard and send her in. I wish her services.

GUARDS 5 AND 6: At once my king

(GUARDS 5 AND 6 exit. After a short while, THE PROSTITUTE enters.)

THE KING: Why, hello. I found myself sitting around, trying to think of something to do, and so I decided to call on your services.

THE PROSTITUTE: (with a very seductive tone) Oh, I see then, king, you wanted something to do and figured you’d do me, did ya? Well then, king, let me say this. (voice turns very angry) That’s not the way it works, king!

THE KING: Um, ah, wait, you know, you are a prostitute, that’s sort of, in every way the way it is supposed to work.

THE PROSTITUTE: Want me to work. Sure, why not, why shouldn’t I do all the work. By all means. (extremely mocking voice) Ooh sure, king, whatever you want, king, of course, my king, my king. I’ll just do whatever you want, my king. Ooh sure, king, why not, king, seems fair, king doesn’t it, king. You know what, king, piss off.

THE KING: Um, ah, again, ah, you are a prostitute, you do realize.

THE PROSTITUTE: Piss off, you bastard. I’ve got better things to do than sleep with the likes of you.

THE KING: Um, ah, on that point. You know, looking back at all the other times I paid for your services, I’m realizing you never actually provided any. I mean, all the times when you would actually join me in my chambers, we never actually had sex or anything. You would just sit there, fixing your hair, or clipping your toenails.

THE PROSTITUTE: Like I said, I got better things to do than sleep with the likes of you!

THE KING: Um, but, again, you’re a prostitute.

THE PROSTITUTE: Damn right, I am, and where’s my money?

THE KING: Um, right here. (THE KING hands her the money) Um, look, could I at least get something out of this transaction?

THE PROSTITUTE: You can look at my ass as I walk out of the room. (THE PROSTITUTE starts walking away, then turns around and comes back.) That’s it, I want a tip.

THE KING: Um, what if I just don’t actually look at your ass?

THE PROSTITUTE: Too late, you already did. Now where’s my tip?

THE KING: Um, here you go. (THE KING gives her the money. She turns and starts walking out again.) Um, bye.

THE PROSTITUTE: Piss off!

(THE PROSTITUTE exits.)

THE KING: OK, that really didn’t go as I had hoped it would. (agitated pause) Goddamn, I have to find something to do with this day or it will be the death of me. But what? But what? Come on, think of something. What though, what? (THE KING just sits there, thinking.) I have it, comedy, could certainly do with a laugh after that last exchange. Why don’t I summon the court Jester for entertainment. Yes, yes. Guards!

(GUARDS 5 AND 6 enter.)

GUARDS 5 AND 6: Yes, my king, what is it that you wish?

THE KING: Summon the court jester, immediately.

GUARDS 5 AND 6: Absolutely, my king.

(GUARDS 5 AND 6 exit, THE KING sits there waiting, tapping his knee.)

THE KING: Now this should actually be fun.

(GUARDS 5 AND 6 enter with THE JESTER.)

GUARDS 5 AND 6: My king, we have arrived with the court jester, as you commanded.

THE KING: Yeah, but you took, like, two minutes to do so, when I explicitly informed you I wanted the court jester here immediately.

GUARD 5: Um, but, my king, he wasn’t actually here and we had to go and get him, and that we did immediately.

THE KING: Like I give a damn. I said immediately and he was in no way delivered here immediately. That’s it, I’ve had enough with both of you, off with both your heads.

GUARDS 5 AND 6: Indeed, my king. For the crown!

(GUARDS 5 AND 6 exit. THE KING sits on his throne as THE JESTER stands before him.)

THE KING: So, Jester, what is it that you can do for me, to, you know, to make this day not an entirely wasted piece of crap? Can you make me laugh? Could use a laugh.

THE JESTER: Why, the jester can do what the jester does, which is what the jester always does, and what he does is make all he encounters laugh, as he fills them with joy and happiness that will put a smile upon their face.

THE KING: Yeah, well, you see, not really big on the whole joy and happiness, smiling thing, so anything else you can do? You know, something to make me laugh, but without the whole, smiling, being happy stuff?

THE JESTER: Why, my king, how, in your kingdom could you not smile and be happy, for clowns fill the streets from end to end and live beneath the stage.

THE KING: Yeah, OK, time out, little problem with your logic, for, if the clowns are beneath the stage, you could hardly contend they are living, for they would then be obviously already dead. So kindly tell me how a bunch of dead clowns, rotting beneath my feet could possibly, in any way, help me, at all?

THE JESTER: Why, a rotting clown beneath the ground, so then grows from the soil, the gift of laughter.

THE KING: So, what are you saying, a bunch of dead clowns are going to sprout up flowers that are literally laughing? For God’s sake, if that happened, I’d have them burned. Is that your answer to the problem?

THE JESTER: Fortune is a fleeting flower, always Jester’s final hour, death played out, up on the stage, entertainment be thy name.

THE KING: Well, you know what, it is going to be Jester’s final hour if you don’t actually do something to entertain me and make me laugh, you douche.

THE JESTER: How about I do a comical dance?

THE KING: Fine, whatever.

(THE JESTER starts dancing.)

THE KING: Are you kidding me? Do you honestly think that crap could even entertain a mentally handicapped three year old who is entertained by cobwebs and the word the?

THE JESTER: (stops dancing) Jester holds the ace of spades. Jester feels the cutting blades. Watch him die upon the stage. Watch him die but still all smile. Pour upon the growing pile. Watch as laughter fills your ears. Entertainment be thy name.

THE KING: Yeah, well apparently entertainment doesn’t be your name because this is about as entertaining as a conversation with a pile of plague infested dung. And so help me, I damn well will smile as I watch you die if you don’t do Goddamn something to actually entertain me and make me laugh. Holy shit, what am I paying you for?

THE JESTER: The jester is just here to advise his king, so that his heart, it may sing. A smile to replace forever frown, in a kingdom seeming forever burning down. I am the jester, I am the clown. And I do it all, for the crown! I do it all for my king, so that his heart, it may sing.

THE KING: Yeah, well, my heart is singing right now, and you want to know what the name of the song it’s singing is? It’s called “Guards get the hell in here and drag the jester off and cut his damn head off!”

(GUARDS 7 AND 8 enter.)

GUARDS 7 AND 8: Yes, my king, did you summon us.

THE KING: Yeah, I summoned you to drag the jester out of here and cut his damn head off.

GUARDS 7 AND 8: At once, my king.

THE JESTER: Very well, my king, I am only glad I was able to provide you with the entertainment you sought, and that the jester can go to his final resting place, knowing he was able to fulfill his service to the crown. So I will depart with these words that I very much hope will allow you to better see to the custodianship of the kingdom. Sometimes, when the shit starts to fall, it really starts to pile, so beware wading too deep into your own mess, or Gomer could be a goner and a loner in distress. So do not stab yourself through the heart with a red hot poker, instead listen to my words and laugh, the words of the joker. And so, my king, always stay on top of your racket, I’m going to go blow out my brains now with a full metal jacket.

THE KING: OK, that made the least freakin’ amount of sense of anything that any moron has ever spouted in the history of the world. Guards, after you cut his head off, cut it off again.

GUARDS 7 AND 8: Yes, my king.

THE KING: Now get out of my sight, you worthless, useless douche.

THE JESTER: (THE JESTER bows.) The jester is, but here to please.

(GUARDS 7 AND 8 lead THE JESTER off.)

THE KING: So help me, that was the least funny court jester there has ever been. (THE KING just sits there thinking with much agitation.) Come on, dude, come up with something to do this day. This day is not going well. (THE KING is thinking, appearing he may have an idea.) Maybe I should, I don’t know, maybe I should come up with a manifesto, a statement of rule for the kingdom, a plan from which to govern from. Yes, that would seem a productive use of my time, and indeed, the best use of it to ensure the smooth, effective jurisdiction of the kingdom. Now then, let’s commit my thoughts to paper. (pulls out paper and a quill pen and looks at it a moment then starts feverishly writing) Ah yes (writes) Very wise, indeed (writes) Why, genius, if I do say so myself. (writes) Almost done, just the finishing touches. (writes) And voila, it is done. Now then, I should really try it out on a smaller audience before delivering my proclamation to the entire kingdom. Guards!

(GUARDS 7 AND 8 enter)

GUARDS 7 AND 8: Yes, my king?

THE KING: Kindly stand there and listen to the doctrine I have written concerning my ruling of the kingdom and the state of the union.

GUARDS 7 AND 8: Indeed, my king.

THE KING: Now then (clears throat) I want to bathe in blood, my own. Messiah, martyr, my infant sea. Drown myself, staring up at nothing, through air too thick to breathe. I want to run in circles, to shake my sorry hand. I want to fall through caverns, to the empire of the damned. I want to burn in candles, melt my life away. Broken day and night, choking for a glimpse of sight, of something outside the eye. Reduce the night to cinders, the embers in my eye. Reduce the screams to whispers, a silent bleeding cry. I will sit upon my throne tonight, and stare out upon my battlefield, and curse both sides, and turn away, and awake, into the day, and face another firing squad. Blind man to the chopping block. (pause) So tell me, what did you think?

GUARD 7: Why, genius, my king, pure genius.

GUARD 8: Why, a better, more well thought out plan for running a kingdom, never has there been.

GUARD 7: The way you captured the essence of the times, and how you put it into practice for the kingdom, the way it, you know.

GUARD 8: What it could do for the kingdom, for the people, for the, what it did.

GUARD 7: Why, I stand here in awe, my king.

GUARD 8: A more prudent and wise ruler, never has there been.

(pause)

THE KING: Alright, that’s it, the both of you, report to the execution chamber to have your heads chopped off.

GUARDS 7 AND 8: But, my king, we, we praised your plan with the finest words we know.

THE KING: Yeah, but you didn’t say them with feeling. So go on, get out of here, go to the execution chamber and have your heads chopped off.

GUARDS 7 AND 8: At once, my king. For the crown!

(exit GUARDS 7 AND 8)

THE KING: Man, do the headaches never end around here? And I still have to figure out something to do today. But what? So help me, this day needs direction, or it truly will be the death of me. But how to find that direction? (pause, THE KING thinking) Of course. Why, I should just consult with my God. Surely, the God of the kingdom can provide me with the guidance as to what it is that I should do with this day. Yes, that is what I shall do, indeed. (THE KING looks ahead.) God, I could really use your guidance and your assistance. So, if you can hear me, please, oh divine one, reveal yourself to me. (After a pause, the lights start to flicker. The flickering becomes more rapid and then the stage goes dark. After a time, the lights slowly return to full, and there is a large cloud of smoke on the stage, it dissipates to reveal, now standing on the stage, SCUMGOR, GOD OF THE BROKEN NIGHT.) Scumgor, God of the Broken Night, oh, divine heart of the kingdom, you have come to counsel me!

SCUMGOR, GOD OF THE BROKEN NIGHT: That I have, child, so worry not. All will be well, for, Scumgor, God of the Broken Night is here to assist you.

THE KING: I’m so relieved, this day really was not going well. But now that you’re here, what could possibly go wrong?

SCUMGOR, GOD OF THE BROKEN NIGHT: Tell me, my king, how is it I might aid you.

THE KING: Well, you see, it’s just, well, I’m having troubles and could really use some guidance.

SCUMGOR, GOD OF THE BROKEN NIGHT: Absolutely, my king. What exactly would be the nature of your troubles?

THE KING: Well, you see, I’m trying but really just can’t seem to, well, I can’t figure out what to do today.

SCUMGOR, GOD OF THE BROKEN NIGHT: I see, I see, indeed that is a problem. Tell me, have you tried having the heads chopped off of some of your guards?

THE KING: A bunch of them. To be perfectly honest, I’m not even sure if I have any guards left at this point. Wait, hold on a second. Guards!

(GUARDS 9 AND 10 enter.)

GUARDS 9 AND 10: Yes, my king?

THE KING: Oh, yeah, fine, whatever, get the hell out of here.

GUARDS 9 AND 10: At once, my king.

(exit GUARDS 9 AND 10)

THE KING: Wait, wait, come back here.

(GUARDS 9 AND 1O enter.)

GUARDS 9 AND 10: Yes, my king?

THE KING: Go have your heads chopped off.

GUARDS 9 AND 10: At once, my king. For the crown!

(exit GUARDS 9 AND 10)

SCUMGOR, GOD OF THE BROKEN NIGHT: Did that help?

THE KING: No, not even a little. What’s wrong with me?

SCUMGOR, GOD OF THE BROKEN NIGHT: I see, I see. You are in dire straits, indeed. It’s a good thing you called me.

THE KING: Do you think you can help me?

SCUMGOR, GOD OF THE BROKEN NIGHT: Well, I’m damn well going to try. Tell me something, king, how would you say your rule is going?

THE KING: Not very well, actually. I don’t really know what I’m doing, and to be perfectly honest, I don’t really like it.

SCUMGOR, GOD OF THE BROKEN NIGHT: I see.

THE KING: I mean, on the surface, you’d think it would be a pretty good job. Pay would be pretty good, flexible hours, be your own boss, but to tell you the truth, this job really sucks.

SCUMGOR, GOD OF THE BROKEN NIGHT: Hmm, go on.

THE KING: The thing of it is, I’m really not comfortable with the whole being in power thing. And I think that maybe there’s a possibility that I’m abusing my authority, maybe. I think there’s a possibility that could conceivably be said. And people may not realize this, but I really don’t like doing that. It causes me a lot of anxiety.

SCUMGOR, GOD OF THE BROKEN NIGHT: Tell me, king, are you saying you are considering abdicating the throne, actually quitting being king to go find other work, instead?

THE KING: I think maybe I am, but what other job do you think I should get if I did?

SCUMGOR, GOD OF THE BROKEN NIGHT: Well, that depends of course on what you want to do. That’s the most important thing.

THE KING: Yeah, but that’s just it, I don’t really have any clue what I would want to do, or what kind of job I would like.

SCUMGOR, GOD OF THE BROKEN NIGHT: Well, let’s brainstorm here. Off the top of your head, tell me something you like.

THE KING: I like cows.

SCUMGOR, GOD OF THE BROKEN NIGHT: You could find something that involves cows. Sure, you could work with cows. Come on, something else.

THE KING: I really can’t think of anything else, to tell you the truth.

SCUMGOR, GOD OF THE BROKEN NIGHT: Let me toss a few suggestions out there. You tell me what you think. How about working in the corner store?

THE KING: I don’t know, never done that before, maybe.

SCUMGOR, GOD OF THE BROKEN NIGHT: Tilling the fields?

THE KING: I don’t even, well, to be perfectly honest, really know what tilling actually is, but it would be outdoors so that might actually be nice.

SCUMGOR, GOD OF THE BROKEN NIGHT: Basket weaving?

THE KING: Um, I have no idea how to weave baskets.

SCUMGOR, GOD OF THE BROKEN NIGHT: Is it something you would like to learn?

THE KING: Um, I see absolutely no reason why I would possibly want to.

SCUMGOR, GOD OF THE BROKEN NIGHT: You know what, this is all unnecessary. You've already said something you would like doing, working with cows. So you just get some job working with cows. You already have your answer.

THE KING: Wait, Scumgor, does that mean you are counseling me that I should abdicate the throne?

SCUMGOR, GOD OF THE BROKEN NIGHT: You know, king, why, I am absolutely certain that, that would be a much better situation for you and you would be much happier and it is definitely what you should do. You can trust me on that. I am Scumgor, God of the Broken Night, after all. It would definitely be the right choice.

THE KING: OK, OK then, you know, I think you’re right, then that’s what I’m going to do. I’m going to quit being king, and give up the throne.

SCUMGOR, GOD OF THE BROKEN NIGHT: And go work with cows.

THE KING: And go work with cows. All right then, it’s official, I’m going to abdicate the throne and go work with cows. (sighs) Ah, I feel better already. You know, it’s a lot of pressure being king.

SCUMGOR, GOD OF THE BROKEN NIGHT: Not much pressure working with cows.

THE KING: No, I don’t imagine there would be. So that’s what I’m going to do. Thank you, thank you so much. I can’t tell you how much I appreciate this.

SCUMGOR, GOD OF THE BROKEN NIGHT: No need to thank me, king, excuse me, no need to thank me, worker with cows. But I really must be off now.

THE KING: Of course, by all means, but, again, really, thank you. I really was in a heck of a bind and I don’t know what I would have done without your guidance.

SCUMGOR, GOD OF THE BROKEN NIGHT: Hey, I’m Scumgor, God of the Broken Night, it’s what I do. And tell me, would I lie to you?

(SCUMGOR, GOD OF THE BROKEN NIGHT flashes an ominous, sinister smile. The stage goes dark, and when the light returns, he is gone.)

THE KING: Very well then, time to do this and just have it done. Guards, send in my advisor! Eh, send in my new advisor!

(THE ADVISOR 2 enters.)

THE ADVISOR 2: Yes, my king, what can I do for you?

THE KING: I wanted to inform you that I have decided to abdicate the throne. As my advisor, I imagine you would be the one in charge of determining my successor, seeing as how I have no children.

THE ADVISOR 2: Um, my king, I don’t understand.

THE KING: It’s quite simple, actually, I’m giving up the throne, and thought you should know so you could begin the process of choosing who it is that will replace me.

THE ADVISOR 2: But, my king, there is no choice to be made, you are the king. This can’t be done.

THE KING: Actually it can and already has been done. I’m certain you can find someone who will adequately fill the role as well as I did. (slight pause) Actually, I’m entirely certain it would be extremely difficult to not do that, so get to it.

THE ADVISOR 2: No, no, no, my king, you really don’t understand. We cannot choose someone to replace you, for you are the king, and you are the king in service to the crown. It cannot be done.

THE KING: Well, as I made very clear, it already has been done. I am no longer king of this kingdom.

THE ADVISOR 2: My king, my king, think of the crown, you cannot do this. Nothing has been done yet. Please retire to your chambers and think this through. I’m sure you will then see the folly of your words.

THE KING: Damn it, advisor, it is your job to advise, and that you have done, and I am telling you I am rejecting your advice.

THE ADVISOR 2: But, my king, I advise for the crown.

THE KING: Advice taken into consideration. But I am now telling you, I already have thought it through and I have already made up my mind. I have abdicated the throne. I am no longer king. It is already done.

THE ADVISOR 2: Is that then your final decision as king?

THE KING: Yes, for I am no longer king. Get it through your head, I am not the king anymore.

THE ADVISOR 2: Very well then. I see your decision is final. Guards. (GUARDS 11 AND 12 enter) Please take the king into custody and have his head chopped off for crimes against the crown.

(GUARDS 11 AND 12 grab the king.)

THE KING: What? What is this? You can’t do this to me. Why, I am the king.

THE ADVISOR 2: (shakes his head) No, you are not the king anymore. (THE ADVISOR 2 removes the crown from THE KING’s head and places it onto his own.) Guards, prepare the criminal for execution, for crimes against the crown.

GUARD 11: (strikes THE KING with a punch) You mangy cur. Death is too good for you.

GUARD 12: (strikes THE KING by kicking him, then spits on him) It’s people like you trying to tarnish the crown that make me sick.

(GUARDS 11 AND 12 hold the king, then one leaves while the other keeps him restrained, the guard who left returning, wheeling a guillotine to the center of the stage. The two guards set the king up on the ground, his head through the guillotine. THE ADVISOR 2 positions himself behind the guillotine to be the one to release  the blade. THE ADVISOR 2 raises his arm above his head.)

THE ADVISOR 2: The king is dead. Long live the crown!

(THE ADVISOR 2 releases the blade, as it comes down towards THE KING’s neck and the stage goes dark.)

(BLACKOUT)

THE END
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A Play in Two Acts

Cast of Characters:

ROGER, a man

PITH. a woman

MAN, (appears very briefly)

WOMAN, (appears very briefly)

JENNY, a woman

OFFICER 1, a man

OFFICER 2, a man

OFFICER 3, a man

DEFENSE ATTORNEY, a man

PROSECUTOR, a man

JUROR 1, a man

JUROR 2, a woman

JUROR 3, a woman

JUROR 4, a man

JUROR 5, a man

JUDGE, a man

––––––––
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ACT 1/SCENE 1

SETTING: (A house. The stage is completely empty except for a closed door that is connected to nothing, no walls.)

AT RISE: (ROGER stands inside the house, staring at the door. There is the sound of breathing, loud, heavy and slow. The breathing continues for a while, with ROGER staring at the door. PITH enters. The breathing disappears.)

––––––––
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PITH: Oh, there you are, are you ready to go?

ROGER: Can't go, there's someone at the door.

PITH: Who is it?

ROGER: I don't know.

PITH: So, what do we do?

ROGER: I don't know.

PITH: We should probably do something.

ROGER: Probably.

PITH: But what?

ROGER: I don't know.

PITH: This is a problem.

ROGER: I suppose we just have to wait until they go away.

PITH: We could, or, we could open the door.

ROGER: Oh please, Pith, don't be crazy, not that, didn't even knock or anything.

PITH: Then how do you know that someone's there?

ROGER: There just is, can't you tell?

(The breathing returns, long pause, the breathing disappearing when PITH speaks.)

PITH: Oh yeah, I can, there is someone there.

ROGER: Did you open the little downstairs lever and let out the rats from the basement?

PITH: The rats?

ROGER: Yes, you were supposed to go let them out for their walk. Did you remember to?

PITH: Oh, no, I’m sorry, I forgot.

ROGER: Hmm, this could really be a problem.

PITH: I guess it could, I’m sorry I forgot to do it.

ROGER: No, Pith, not the rats, I'm talking about the person at the door, the one who won't leave.

(The breathing returns, long pause, the breathing disappearing when PITH speaks.)

PITH: Well, why don't we just open the door? We're going out today, anyway.

ROGER: You always do that, you should know better by now. Remember the time we opened the door, what happened?

PITH: I don't know, what?

ROGER: Person just kept repeating the same word over and over, "garfuggel", "garfuggel", he said. And when we asked him what exactly garfuggel means, how did he answer us, he answered with "garfuggel". Very odd. And, well, admittedly that isn't the best example, but so much worse than that has happened, so much worse than worse is waiting to happen, how can you possibly say we should open the door?

PITH: Oh yeah, now I remember.

ROGER: You're lucky I'm here, Pith, you know that don't you?

PITH: Yes, I guess I am.

ROGER: You guess, what good is guessing, don't you know? I mean, who else would save you from what's waiting outside that door, who else?

PITH: No one, I guess.

ROGER: Again with the guessing, you know what's out there, nothing but bad things, trust me, Pith.

PITH: I do.

(The breathing returns, long pause, the breathing louder than before, disappearing when ROGER speaks.)

ROGER: Well now, we're going to have to figure out some alternative.

PITH: Like what?

ROGER: That's a good question. All I know is that we can't go out that door, so we'll have to think of something else.

PITH: How about the attic, we haven't been up there for a while, let’s go to the attic and see what we find.

ROGER: Won't do any good, I already know what we're going to find.

PITH: What's that?

ROGER: Bat dung.

PITH: Bat dung, (laughs) ha, ha.

ROGER: Why did you laugh?

PITH: I don't know.

ROGER: The bat dung, Pith, mountains of hardened feces from flying rodents. Flying rodents in the air, squirming rodents on the floor, can't go up or down, now can we.

PITH: So, what do we do?

ROGER: Well now, there really doesn't appear to be much that we could do, now does there.

PITH: Well, what if we just went out and walked past whoever it is that is at the door, you know, just said nothing, walk by really fast and go somewhere?

ROGER: Are you really being serious, I mean, first of all, why do you want to go out there anyway, bad things out there, Pith, but, secondly, how fast do you think we can walk, and do you really think that whoever is waiting outside the door can't walk even faster?

PITH: I never thought of that.

ROGER: And thirdly, where exactly is it we would be going? Do you have any idea?

PITH: Well, no, I didn't think of that. Where is there to go, anyway?

ROGER: There is no place to go, Pith, that's my point. Now, as for the rats, if you had remembered to open the lever, they do have someplace to go. They like to run over and eat the neighbor’s flowers, but they always come right back. For us, though, there is no place to go.

(The breathing returns, long pause, the breathing disappearing when PITH speaks.)

PITH: Do you want to go and eat the neighbor's flowers?

ROGER: What kind of question is that?

PITH: I don't know, it was just a question, I guess.

ROGER: Well, I tend to believe that the neighbors wouldn't like it much, don't you think?

PITH: No, probably not.

ROGER: And to do that we'd have to go right out through that door, and I don't think I even have to tell you why we can't do that, now do I.

PITH: Because someone's out there?

ROGER: Exactly, Pith, someone's out there. Now, how could we possibly waltz on by and then stroll into the neighbor's yard and begin eating their flowers, without the someone saying something or other and the something bad happening.

PITH: I guess you're right.

ROGER: Something bad always happens, Pith, something bad always happens, no good could possibly come from us leaving that door.

PITH:  Then what do we do?

ROGER: I wish I knew, I wish I knew. (The breathing returns, long pause, the breathing louder than before. There is a knock at the door.) Oh no, that's a terrible sign.

PITH: What do we do, Roger, what?

ROGER: I don't know, um, um, get down. (ROGER drops to his hands and knees, PITH kneels down.) No, like me, like me, they have to think we're dogs, not dancing bears.

PITH: Dogs?

ROGER: Yes, quickly, they have to think we're guard dogs so that they'll go away.

PITH: OK, I’m with you.

.

(ROGER and PITH get down on their hands and knees.)

ROGER: Now do like I do, OK, follow me. Ruff, ruff, grrr, urg, ruff, ruff.  

PITH: Bark, bark, arrgh.

ROGER: No, I said like me, the word bark sounds like nothing. You have to sound ferocious, angry, an angry dog, Pith. Try again.

PITH: Urrrgh, roargh, ruff, ruff, errrrrr.

ROGER: (ROGER raises to his knees, impressed.) Oh that's perfect, Pith, keep it up and you'll be enough dog for the both of us.

PITH: Wuurgh, roargh, guff, guff, garl.

ROGER: No improvising. I don't think there's any dog that can talk like that.

PITH: Well maybe if you'd help out again, it's not easy being the only guard dog here, you know.

ROGER: Good point, (ROGER goes back to his hands and knees) follow my lead. Wuff, wuff, ruff, harf, wuff, uff.

PITH: Wuff, wuff, ruff, ruff, wuff, uff!

ROGER: No, it was wuff, wuff, ruff, harf, wuff, uff!

PITH: Wuff, wuff, ruff, harf, wuff, uff!

ROGER: Perfect, top notch, Pith.

PITH: Do you think they're still at the door?

ROGER: (ROGER stands up) Good question, let's see. (The breathing returns, long pause, the breathing disappearing when ROGER speaks.) Still there.

PITH: (PITH stands) But then, why weren't they scared off by the dogs?

ROGER: I don't know, don't know what they're thinking out there. Maybe they're just not scared of dogs, even vicious guard dogs such as ourselves. Maybe for that one it's entirely the wrong approach. Maybe it only made them want to stand outside the door even more. Maybe it means we won't be getting rid of them for who knows how long.

PITH: So should we try being dancing bears, then?

ROGER: No, no, anyone who isn't intimidated by two guard dogs such as ourselves, most definitely wouldn't think twice about a couple of dancing bears.

PITH: That's a good point. (The breathing returns, shorter pause, the breathing disappearing when PITH speaks.) You know, it's actually quite rude, now that I think about it.

ROGER: What's that?

PITH: The someone standing outside the door, I mean, to just stand there all day like that. That someone really could use a few lessons in manners.

ROGER: Well, it's safe to say that someones who stand outside a door, like that, really don't know much about manners, that's for sure.

PITH: But still, I mean, we were going to go out today.

ROGER: Well, you see, it's like, say, how shall I put this, um, try to pretend, imagine if you can that you were out, say, collecting wood to make a fire. You decide that you need six pieces of wood for the fire that you want. You keep getting up to five, but every time you go to collect the sixth piece of wood, someone steals one of the other pieces of wood and you're back to five.

PITH: What does that mean?

ROGER: Well I'm not exactly sure but it says something, that much I know.

(The breathing returns, long pause, the breathing disappearing when PITH speaks.)

PITH: Well I say we open the door, I mean, they can't wait out there forever.

ROGER: Again with opening the door?

PITH: Well maybe for just a second, just to take a peek, just to see who it is, say something like, hey you, leave, say it really fast and close the door again. Maybe that would actually get rid of them.

ROGER: It would be a mistake, Pith.

PITH: But what could one peek hurt, really fast, that's all.

ROGER: You'll be sorry, Pith.

PITH: But just really quick, can I do it, just see what happens?

ROGER: You don't need my permission. If you want to disregard everything I've told you, go right ahead. You'll be sorry is all I'm saying, something bad will happen is my only point but I can't stop you.

PITH: All right, I'm going to do it. I'll make it really quick and make sure you're ready to turn the lock.

ROGER: Well, at the very least you're thinking this through, so that part of it is good, of course I'll be ready with the lock. Just make sure it's only a peek if you really feel you have to open the door.

PITH: Just a quick peek, maybe it will help get rid of them. Maybe if we actually opened the door they'd be scared and run off. Maybe they're still standing out there because they really want to stand outside a closed door. Maybe they'd leave just because they'd realize they don't actually want to stand outside an open door.

ROGER: Don't fool yourself, just make sure it's just a peek, and I'll be ready with the lock. If we're lucky, though I doubt we will be, maybe we can do it fast enough to avoid the something bad that's going to happen.

PITH: OK, I'm going to do it. Ready?

ROGER: You're the one that has to be ready.

PITH:  Well, I am, I'm ready, so I'm going to do it. (The breathing returns. Long pause while both stare at the door, the breathing growing louder. PITH turns the lock then reaches for the doorknob as the breathing becomes even louder and more rapid. She turns the doorknob, breathing even louder and faster. She opens the door a crack and looks outside, breathing even louder and even faster. The breathing stops.) Hmm, that's odd.

ROGER: Quick, Pith, quick, close the door. What are you doing?

PITH: Well it looks like whoever was there has left.

(PITH opens the door fully.)

ROGER: I see. That is strange.

PITH: Hello, is someone there?

ROGER: Oh what are you doing? We certainly don't want them to come back. I mean, we just got rid of them.

PITH: Right, right, I'm sorry. (both stare outside.) So, what do we do now?

ROGER: I really don't know, this is quite unexpected.

PITH: I know, now that the someone is gone, we can go out.

ROGER: I don't know about that, we were lucky this time, go out and who knows what will happen.

(ROGER closes the door and turns the lock.)

PITH: But the someone is gone, what do we have to worry about?

ROGER: Just because one someone is gone doesn't mean there isn't a someone else, there's always a someone else. No good could come of it

PITH: But I think the someone leaving is a good sign. Why don't we just go somewhere?

ROGER: It's the something bad, trust me, I can feel it, don't know what it is, but I know something bad is going to happen, it always does.

PITH: Well we could just go out for a little while, just for a bit, that's all.

ROGER: It only takes a moment, a second, one wrong turn, one wrong step and then the something bad is bound to happen.

PITH: But just for a little while.

ROGER: I'm not saying that I won't go, Pith, just saying that when the something bad happens, just don't say I didn't warn you, that's all I'm saying, because it will happen, that much I know. But, if you want to go, then fine, but only for a short while.

PITH: Sure, only a short while, that's all I want, anyway. So, I guess we just go, then.

ROGER: No, not yet.

PITH: Why not?

ROGER: Well, hold on a second. (ROGER turns around and walks off stage opposite the door. He returns with two paper bags that have eye holes cut out in them, handing one to PITH.) Here, put this on your head.

PITH: Is this so we're in disguise to keep the something bad from happening?

ROGER: No, there's something we have to do first. You never let the rats out, so we have to go to the neighbor's yard and take some of their flowers. I don't want them to recognize us.

PITH: But I don't remember ever meeting the neighbors before.

ROGER: Yes, well, you can never be too safe. Anyway, we have to do it, they're probably pretty hungry by now. They won't be happy, though. They like going out on their own, picking out the flowers they want to eat, by themselves, and they like the exercise. They race over there, eat up and race on back. And after we do that, just in case something goes wrong, which it undoubtedly will, I'm going to leave the key for the rat lever with the rats.

PITH: The rats know how to use a key?

ROGER: Are you joking? I have to hide it from them or they'd be running out every five minutes, getting into who knows what kind of trouble. So, come on, and let's try and make it quick.

PITH: And then we can go out, really go out?

ROGER: Yes, Pith. Just remember, don't say I didn't warn you.

PITH: Oh I won't, I won't.

(ROGER and PITH place the paper bags over their heads, turn the lock and walk out the door, ROGER turning and pulling the door closed.)

(BLACKOUT)

(END OF SCENE)

____________________

ACT 1/SCENE 2

SETTING: (Outside. The stage is empty.)

AT RISE: (ROGER and PITH sit on the ground, their clothes and hair wet. There is the sound of rain. PITH has a confused look to her and occasionally looks over at ROGER, up at the sky, and around the stage in general. ROGER just stares ahead. The sound of rain fades out as they talk.)

––––––––
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PITH: It's still raining.

ROGER: My, how observant you are.

PITH: Hmm, I wonder where we are exactly.

ROGER: Could I once again make the simple request that you stop asking that question. It's pretty much all you've done since we got here.

PITH: I don't know, I just keep hoping that maybe you'll figure it out, see something familiar.

ROGER: Still, it's really getting to be a bit much. Don't know one minute, ask the next, don't know that minute, ask the moment after. The answer's still not going to change, and that answer is that I have no clue where we are.

PITH: Well, let me ask someone else then, maybe they can tell us?

(A MAN, holding an umbrella, enters from stage right and continues walking across the stage.)

ROGER: Go ahead, you know very well how that goes.

PITH: Excuse me, could you please tell me where we are?

(The MAN passing by looks over at them with a sneer, shakes his head and continues walking to the other side of the stage and exits without answering.)

PITH: Why can't he just answer? (PITH shakes her head, frustrated.) Oh my, so how long have we been here, again?

ROGER: You know my answer to that question, too.

PITH: Just tell me again though, sometimes I forget what you said, just tell me again.

ROGER: 34 days.

PITH: 34 days, I can't believe it's been that long.

ROGER: Well you really should be able to believe it.

PITH: Well, I just meant that it feels like, well, almost like it's been longer. I wonder if we'll ever get out of here. 34 days. I'm surprised you've been able to keep track. To me, it's all just a blur.

ROGER: (with an annoyed tone) Well it's not an exact science, you know.

PITH: What does that mean?

ROGER: It means that I really stopped paying attention after I ran out of fingers and toes.

PITH: Then how do you know it's 34?

ROGER: Because, what I do know is that this is the 34th day, understand?

PITH: But you just said you couldn't remember, oh my, I'm feeling a little dizzy.

ROGER: Whatever is wrong, Pith?

PITH: Well I just had the idea that we may very well be here 30 days from now, and then how long will it have been? Oh I knew one of us should have been keeping track after that last toe, should have then moved on to me, maybe I also would have run out of toes by now but at least we'd be closer, have some idea. Oh, to think, 30 days from now we could still be here.  

ROGER: First off, we won't be here 30 days from now, because if we are and you once again ask how long we have been here, I'd still say 34 days.

PITH: You're confusing me, have we or haven't we been here for 34 days?

ROGER: (a weary sigh) Pith. You remember way back when, when I asked you to stop asking me how long we have been here and I told you that if you kept asking that question, from that point on, I would always answer the same way and that that answer would be 34 days?

PITH: Well, yes.

ROGER: And yet, for some reason you have continued to ask that very same question every single day, have you not?

PITH: Oh, I'm sorry, it's just every day seems the same to me. But, but, OK, OK. Just tell me then, this day here, this day, this one here, is it really 34 or not?

ROGER: (slight pause) I haven't the foggiest.

PITH: I wonder how long we have been here.

ROGER: Yes, well, since you're apparently so fond of repeating questions you ask me every day, allow me to repeat a comment I make a point to make every day. I'm really just glad I had the foresight to leave the rats a key.

PITH: Do you always repeat that because it's your way of blaming me?

ROGER: Well, I don't mean to say I told you so, but I told you so.

PITH: I know, I know, but you don't have to be like that.

ROGER: I assure you, I take no pleasure in it.

PITH: Well, explain to me again, why we don't leave and try to go back home.

ROGER: We'd never find it, wouldn't have a chance.

PITH: Well, then somewhere else. I mean, after all this time, why don't we try to go somewhere else, maybe, at least there someone would tell us where it is we were and at least that would be something, wouldn't it?

ROGER: They'd tell us even less than they tell us here, and as for the rest of it, things
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