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A Good Fun Read

A collection of humorous plays that can easily be read and enjoyed and just as easily performed. All the plays in this collection have been staged with great success and I would recommend them to any aspiring theatre buff or to any reader who loves irrelevant humour.
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A Comedy

First performed July 1975 at the Balcony Theatre Adelaide and presented by the Adelaide University Drama Society in conjunction with the Association of Community Theatres as part of 'Another Almost Free Season' and directed by me!

Noah: Mathew Farger.

Wife: Annette Green.

Lancelot: Michael Griffin.

God, Salesman, Scientist, Ecologist, Doctor, Gypsy: Susan Tonkin.

Set: A pile of junk, any props needed can come from and go back into the pile of junk and finally the pile of junk is used to build the bomb shelter.
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Noah: (Noah's wife and Lancelot Marine walk off talking and Noah runs on) Was that my wife I just saw talking to a soldier? If it was I'll batter her brains in. What a cheek, a married woman taking to a soldier. And that's not the end of my problems, there's money too. I earn a comfortable but small income and she takes the credit card and paints the town red. My philosophy of life is simple enough take care of the pennies and the pounds will take care of themselves, a penny saved is a penny earned, money doesn't grow on trees but somehow it's too profound for her to comprehend. (shouts) Wife! Come out here.

Wife: I'm busy.

Noah. Do as you're told.

Wife. I'm not a slave at your beck and call.

Noah. I courteously condescend to inform you that I am your husband.

Wife: (enters) My husband courteous and condescending, and I never thought I'd live to see the day. Wonders never cease, hallelujah, ring the bells, put out the flags, crowds gather in the streets. Armageddon has arrived.

Noah: You bag of bones, I'l1 blister, batter and bruise your cretinous carcass.

Wife: Darling, life is so sweet with you around. You're so kind, gentle, considerate and thoughtful.

Noah: I love you too.

Wife: Yes, we were made for each other. Where have you been all my life?

Noah: Married to you mostly.

Wife: Yes, I sensed that something had come between us.

Noah: Never mind that now. Let's go through the shopping list.

Wife: The shopping list?

Noah: The shopping list.

Wife: Do we have to?

Noah: Do we have to? I work my fingers to the bone and all you want to do is to splash my hard earned cash on food. We should go hungry now and then it would save money.

Wife: Yes dear, what's a little hunger when you're happily married, we have our love to keep us warm.

Noah: First things first, I gave you five dollars (holds up five fingers) is that correct?

Wife: (Holds five fingers up in reply, counts them) One, two, three, four, five dollars, check, double check, A.O.K., Roger over and out.

Noah: You purchased potatoes.

Wife: I purchased potatoes.

Noah: What is the current market price for potatoes?

Wife: Fifty cents per kilogram.

Noah:. How many kilograms did you purchase?

Wife: Two pounds.

Noah: Two pounds?

Wife: Two pounds, or thereabouts.

Noah: But how many kilograms?

Wife: One.

Noah: That's fifty cents multiplied by one equals fifty cents. So you purchased potatoes for fifty cents correct?

Wife: Correct.

Noah: Now we're really getting somewhere. But you have another four dollars fifty to account for yet.

Wife: Yes dear.

Noah: Can't we give up potatoes?

Wife: No dear.

Noah: I'm not so sure but go on, what else did you buy?

Wife: Bread.

Noah: You bought bread. How much is bread?

Wife: Fifty cents a loaf.

Noah: How many loaves did you buy?

Wife: One.

Noah: Just one?

Wife: Just one.

Noah: Aha, that's fifty cents, so it's a compound sum of a dollar. You have accounted for a dollar. What else?

Wife: Eggs, dollar fifty a dozen.

Noah: What! One dollar fifty a dozen?

Wife: A dollar fifty a dozen, (with pleasure at his pained reaction) or three dollars for two dozen, four dollars fifty for three dozen and only six dollars for four dozen.

Noah: I don't even like eggs.

Wife: (with Pleasure) I like eggs; scrambled, boiled, fried, poached, omelettes and comboed.

Noah: How many?

Wife: One dozen.

Noah: One dozen at one dollar fifty a dozen. That's a total of two fifty. Do we really need eggs?

Wife: One cabbage at fifty cents a cabbage.

Noah: Three dollars.

Wife: One kilogram of peas, fifty cents a kilogram.

Noah: Three dollars fifty.

Wife: Kilogram of tomatoes, one dollar.

Noah: Four-fifty.

Wife: Kilogram of onions, forty-eight cents.

Noah: Four dollars ninety-eight (pause as Noah holds out hand for change) Well?

Wife: Well what?

Noah: Four dollars ninety-eight from five dollars leaves two cents.

Wife: Two cents.

Noah: Where is it?

Wife: I tossed it in the river.

Noah: You what?

Wife: I tossed it in the river. You know, throw, hurl, pitch, bowl, water, H20, liquid, running, moving, flowing, coin, token, money, splash, crash, plash.

Noah: Almighty God, Jesus Christ, for God's sake why?

Wife: I felt like it.

Noah: You felt like it.

Wife: I felt like it.

Noah: Two cents, I slaved my guts out for that two cents. Here am I working my life away, my fingers to the bone, and you throw my hard-earned meagre pay to the wind. Here zephyrs get rich quick, hey breezes, make your fortune.

Wife: You expect me to believe all this hot air of yours about money? I wasn't born this morning. All I would like is a few crumbs, one or two coins to buy a few pieces of clothing with. Now that's quite reasonable. And perhaps I wouldn't mind it if we had enough food to eat each day. Come on, let me into your secret. How much do you make?

Noah. What do you want to know that for? You just keep your nose out of my business, mind your own business.

Wife: (mimicking) 'Where's my two cents, where's my two cents,' you've got thousands and thousands saved up in the bank.

Noah: Who told you that? I'm poor, I'm poor I tell you. Can't even trust your own wife these days. You're after my money aren't you? Admit it.

Wife: Me after your money, it's easier to get blood out of a stone. You're an old piece of granite, rough as they come, you probably haven't got any blood, just little hard crystals flowing through your veins.

Noah: I've got blood just like the next man. It's red too. You're just venting your frustrations on me because you married a poor man.

Wife: You're a miserable, measly, miser.

Noah: Me? Generous me? What about all the money I gave you to do the shopping? I get no gratitude.

Wife: Don't get me wrong, I'm grateful. I admit I've a lot to be grateful for. You're a very generous and kind-hearted man. You're so good to me, you always make sure that my little comforts are seen to.

Noah: That's more like it.

Wife: And to show you how grateful I am, Noah, I've been saving up all the bills over the last month so I can give them to you all at once.

Noah: What?

Wife: There's a gas bill, and electricity, plus water rates, council rates and taxes and land tax. You see what a grateful person I am? It all comes to a pretty penny, believe me. I'll just go inside and gather them altogether. Don't go away. Just wait here and suffer.

Noah: Oh no, Armageddon, all that money, I'm going to have a heart attack. Wife help me, someone help me, I'm dying, I'm dying. (he falls to the floor)

Lancelot: (enters as a commando, armed with a rifle searching for the enemy. When he has checked out the place he relaxes) Did someone call for a friendly hand? I can't see anybody, (stands to attention) I'm on leave from the front. The front is where the enemy are. (He acts out the rest as if he was at the front himself) As they approached in the mist, in the hazy shadows of dust, like fate slowly creeping towards us over the cold damp earth, 'let 'em have it,' the two-way radio cracked. Automatic rifle-fire burst out into the night, red bloody flashes in the once ghostly, almost sacred haze. Machine-guns rattled beating the night into spitted corrugations of colour, noise and death. Mortars, howitzers and field guns blasted huge yellow, orange, red, explosions into the shaking night. Bazooka rockets pierced out into the flashing technicolour tornado. A fireworks display of death and broken bodies. Helicopters hurdy-gurdied into the hurly-burly, dispatched racks of rockets, swooped, zoom, laid egg-clusters of bombs, smothered the earth in staccatoed straffings of machine-gun fire and hurdy¬-gurdied away. Jet bombers swooped in, pounded huge chasms into the ground with missiling megatons and swooped up and away into the unaffected, unnoticing sky. Tanks added rockets, missiles, bombs, and shells, (he suddenly stops and addresses the audience in a newsreader's voice) and from a few miles to the rear after all the bombs, bullets, rockets, missiles and napalm had done their job, a small tactical nuclear war-head whistled through the air. The field disintegrated, the enemy were never identified.

Noah: I'm dying.

Lancelot: Did one of them get you?

Noah: One of who?

Lancelot: The enemy.

Noah: Which enemy?

Lancelot: I don't know, I only know they're out there.

Noah: Who?

Lancelot: The enemy. The enemy who I am trained to meet, face and repel.

Noah: But who are they?

Lancelot: I'm not sure really.

Noah: Who are you then?

Lancelot: Lancelot Marine, defender of the faith, of life, liberty, freedom, and the rights of man. (Winston Churchill style) Never before in the field of human conflict have so many owed so much to...

Noah: I don't owe you anything, I'm broke.

Lancelot: (W.C.) We will fight them on the beaches, we will fight them on the shores, in the valleys, in the hills, in the mountains, to the last gun, to the last self-propelled missile-launcher, to the last man.(pause) You're not an enemy are you?

Noah: No, no.

Lancelot: Positively identify yourself within thirty seconds or your life will be terminated.

Noah: I'm Noah, proprietor of various private enterprises and friendly.

Lancelot: Friendly. That means you're on our side. All the friendlies seem to be on our side, Mr Noah I shake your hand.

Noah: The enemy, they haven't got any money we could capture from them?

Lancelot: Oh I shouldn't think so. The enemy are never as civilized as the friendlies. Anyway, we must make plans for the defence of this area against commando raids, air strikes, guerrilla activity, enemy spies, agents and nuclear fallout. There's one thing you must remember in this war torn wide world the enemy are everywhere. Your wife, your children, everyone is suspect. Be on your guard.

Noah: Listen, wouldn't it be cheaper to surrender?

Lancelot: Lancelot Marine never surrenders, he doesn't know the meaning of the word.

Noah: Hang on I'll get a dictionary.

Lancelot: Mr Noah, Lancelot Marine doesn't use a dictionary, Mr Noah, Lancelot Marine doesn't read Mr Noah, people who read are suspect.

Noah: I'm totally illiterate, I haven't read a word in my life, I'm one of the good guys.

Lancelot: (Taking out a map of the local area where the play is being performed) We can set up a sand-bag machine gun emplacement here. You will be requisitioned for the materials.

Noah: What? I'm poor, I have no money, I'm poor.

Lancelot: (Referring to map) A nuclear shelter will go very well here... that's three million dollars.

Noah; Look, if you go away I'll buy you a new lightweight automatic air ¬cooled sub machine gun.

Lancelot: (referring to map) A nuclear missile system over there, only for retaliation purposes you understand. Slit trenches here and here. Barbed wire fences over there, a mine-field in there, artillery positions through there, mortar pits, communications bunkers. Over there dummy tanks and there a decay assault gun. Plus tents to house the troops, a field kitchen, a field hospital, a field H.Q., a playing field, a supply depot. general masters store, officers club, swimming pool, a services hotel.

Noah: How much, how much for God's sake?

Lancelot: Oh not much, several billion will be an adequate start.

Noah: And I'm to pay for this?

Lancelot: Of course. Who is to pay but the tax-payer? Everyone has to chip in, rich or poor, worker and boss. The whole of our side, every person on our side, whether they're on our side or not.

Noah: But I don't like bombs.

Lancelot: Pay up or else. I'll just check out this house, we can convert it to a field headquarters, knock out a wall or two, install radio and radar devices, board up the windows, camouflage the whole place as a tree. (exits)

Noah: Oh no, not my house, my hard-earned corner of the world, I've only just finished paying for it. It's no easy task paying off a house all your life. (Falls to his knees and prays) Oh God, God on high, Almighty God, protect my little sphere of interest, my small commercial enterprise. I've lived a good life, I never did nothing wrong. I gave money to charity, my wife baked cakes for the Sunday School fete. I worked hard all my life, started a little business, increased my productivity. I spent two hours every alternate month of my spare time teaching woodwork to abandoned mothers and I never littered the streets, I never polluted, I put all my rubbish in bins. I've been a good citizen, I planted native trees and grew organic vegetables. Oh God, God on high, Almighty God, help me.

God: (suddenly appears) Noah.

Noah: Who's there?

God: It is I, Noah.

Noah: I?

God: God.

Noah: I'm poor, I have no money, I'm only one single little man, what do you want from me?

God: What do I want? I want nothing. You prayed to me.

Noah: Well you can go now, I'm all right.

God: Noah, you prayed for help, I can give you warning. The world is coming to its Grand Finale, the cup final has arrived, you are an actor in a play and the curtains are about to be drawn on the last act. You stand in the spotlight but the blackout is upon you. In short, the world will erupt in an enormous explosion and for forty days and nights radiation shall rain down upon the earth, pollute the land, flow in the rivers, and poison the sea. All the fountains of the great deep skies will spurt forth and the windows of heaven shall be opened. This mud and bricks, machine and radio, concrete and bitumen civilization that mankind has evolved over thousands of years shall be wiped off the face of the earth.

Noah: What is to be done? I shall die with the rest. I'll be covered in radiation and turn into a mutant, I'll get leukaemia, I'm going to die. (To God) Look it's your fault, if you're the spirit of life you owe it to humanity to stop the oncoming holocaust. You owe it to me to save my life. It's your responsibility.

God: I owe you nothing. You evolved with the guiding hand of fate and fate shall reclaim you. Your fate is to be yourself and in being yourself you destroy yourself.

Noah: But I don't want to die. (pause) You're lying to scare me, there's not going to be any nuclear holocaust.

God: Time is running out.

Noah: Help me. Look, perhaps everyone else is going to get sick and die, but not me, not me. Tell me that's how it is.

God: I'm afraid not.

Noah: Look, stop the holocaust, I'll give you money. Go back in time and stop the discovery of nuclear energy, I'll make it worth your while, I'll grease your palm, you'll come out of this handsomely.

God: Time moves forward not back.

Noah: (angry) Rubbish, rubbish you just don't want to help me. You just don't care. You want to see me dead. Admit it, admit it. You're sick, a sadist, you like to see people in pain. Well you're small, very small, a child.

God: You must accept death. If I help you, you can only put off the end for a while. All perishes.

Noah: No, no, let all the others die, my wife, my friends, my parents, my family, everyone, but save me.

God: There is a way.

Noah: Anything, anything.

God: Noah, go forth and build a nuclear shelter of reinforced concrete and lead. One large room shalt thou make in the shelter, big enough for yourself and your family. Thou shalt line it within and without with lead. Dig it deep into the earth's womb. The length shall be twenty cubits and the breadth ten cubits and the height six cubits. Use the finest materials modern technology can develop. Radio communication, radioactivity sensors devices, telly screens, oxygen devices, insulated, reflective air sensors, and in seven days when the shelter hereafter named 'the Ark' as a symbol of its life-preserving function is finished, you shall enter its warm protective body and remain there for forty days and nights. After this time check the percentage of radio-activity in your area. When a safe limit has been reached you may again emerge from your cave into the sunlight and there upon go forth, be fruitful, multiply and replenish the earth. (God exits)

Noah: Thank you, thank you God. (Looks up, sees God has gone) Where have you gone? Don't leave me, I'm afraid, don't leave me, I'm scared.

God: (offstage) Noah, build your nuclear shelter, build your Ark.

(Noah collects all the money he threw into the air earlier)

Wife: (rushes in) Here are the bills, twenty dollars, forty dollars, eighty dollars, one hundred and sixty dollars and three hundred and twenty dollars. (Throws them up into the air) I can just see you fuming at the gills when you have to pay off this little lot. Your eyes will turn red with rage, when you look at a book you will burn up every page you will be so fiery and hot-tempered, you will be ablaze with anger. Steam will bellow out of your ears, all present will be filled with fears. You will stamp up and down like a distraught old clown. We'll call in the fire brigade and they'll douse you with lemonade. Gallons of petrol will explode and romantic poets will compose odes. You will rage, explode, get violent, hit the roof, drive me up the wall, go round the bend... come on... come on... anger, violence, temper, spit, curse, fume.

Noah: (Unaffected) A bit more self-control please.

Wife: (sarcastically) What's come over you? Hit me, go on, kick me, punch me, like you used to, come on, show me you care for me.

Noah: No.

Wife: Oh Noah, don't you love me anymore?

Noah: Love? What's that? Never mind, I've been saved, I've been chosen.

Wife: Chosen? By whom?

Noah: By God.

Wife: What about me? Wait a minutes what crap are you talking about? God doesn't exist, everyone knows that.

Noah: Be that as it may, but I have been chosen to live on and begin mankind again. I have been saved for a higher purpose.

Wife: Wait a minute. What are you and me going to be saved from?

Noah: Armageddon.

Wife: You're crazy, I'm married to a crazy man. All I wanted was to be happy and I get a wealthy tight-fisted eccentric. You're not going to be saved, you're going to be put away.

Noah: Disbelieve and be doomed!

Wife: I'm with you.

Noah: Here's two dollars, take it, go and spend it.

Wife: My God, you're out of your mind.

Noah: I'm a generous man. (Is about to hand two dollars to her) No, two dollars is perhaps a bit extravagant. Here's a dollar.

Wife: I don't understand. The old scrooge gives his wife a dollar. Hallelujah: Armageddon has arrived.

Noah: I wouldn't joke if I was you. It just happens to be perfectly true.

(Lancelot enters studying his map, we can only see his legs, the map hides everything else)

Lancelot: Barrage balloons over there, a soup kitchen here, an emergency radiation decontamination relief centre over there...

Noah: Ah Lancelot, my newly found disciple.

Lancelot: Ah stingy Noah.

Noah: I've changed my mind. I'll finance a nuclear shelter. We shall begin work on it straight away.

Lancelot: (overjoyed) What? You don't mean...

Noah: And then we can construct a fully-defensible self-supporting enclave.

Lancelot: My dream's come true utopia, that paradise in the sky here on earth. (embraces Noah) Thank you, thank you, thank you.

Noah: But the shelter first.

Lancelot: Sure thing.

Noah: Oh, meet my wife, Lancelot. She'll be helping us build the shelter.

Wife: We have already met.

Noah: Well, I can't stand around chatting all day. I have got to
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