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[[NOTE: All of the characters
have designs painted on their faces – the Eye-of-Horus motif.
Lesser characters will have only their left eye painted, while
those with greater authority will have both. The two AGENTS dress
in black suits & fedoras, like 1950's G-men; the other
characters all wear nondescript orange coveralls. Action taking
place on the TV is shown on a large overhead display situated above
the stage. Whenever anybody is in the room besides BOBBI (&
wherever indicated otherwise) all lines spoken by the TV come from
snippets of random programs playing on the screen; for instance,
the line "Wouldn't you rather have something better?" could be
displayed as a doctor saying to the patient's family "Wouldn't you
rather..." followed by a jump-cut to a commercial for breakfast
cereal, where a kid asks his mom "...have something better?". At
most times, the overhead display TV-screen will be showing only a
blank field of static. The stage-TV, an 8' x 8' x 8' hollowed-out
box, blinks in time to the changing scenes shown above &
occasionally houses actors inside. Characters on the TV-shows,
unless noted otherwise, have both of their eyes decorated with the
Eye-of-Horus design.]]
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(OPEN: BOBBI sits on a threadbare
couch watching TV in the livingroom of a cheap apartment somewhere
in the industrial district; she has her left eye painted with the
Eye-of-Horus design. The TV, which sits in the middle of the room
on its own beanbag chair, is the only nice thing to be seen.
Color-bars flash on screen with a monotonous tone warbling in the
background as BOBBI stares blank-faced, mesmerized.)

 


TV

Wouldn't you rather have something
better?

 


BOBBI

Yes, I would rather have something
better.

 


TV

Wouldn't you rather have what you truly
deserve?

 


BOBBI

Yes, I would rather have what I
truly deserve!

 


TV

It's high time that the world revolved
around you for a change.

 


BOBBI

It is high time that the world
revolved around me for a change.

 


TV

All these things, and more, are yours for
the taking!

 


BOBBI

All these things, and more, are mine for
the taking!

 


TV

And you know how to get them.

 


BOBBI

And I know how to get them.

 


(The TV begins a stroboscopic
fit-inducing flashing and ruckus, which resolves into music...)

 


(Begin song – "Opening song")

 


(TV) This is the start of the show

Illumined by LCD-glow

Sit back and relax

'cause the whole world's entranced

with the answers that you'll never
know

We've got hookers and murder and blow

You'd join us if you had the dough

Instead you maintain status quo

 


(AGENTS MOCKINGBIRD & PAPERCLIP) (OS)
Oh, yeah!

 


(TV) We grade on a curve exponential

& you're rated inconsequential

You know in your bones that your foes
laid you low

And straight to the bottom you go

 


(BOTH AGENTS) (OS) Oh, yeah!

 


(TV) Oh, no!

Now bow to our blunder,

You fixated dunderheads

Suffocate under the sea

You're lost in Illuminocracy

Prepare for your life on TV! (x2)

 


(An adjacent stage lights up,
revealing the two AGENTS spying on BOBBI:)

 


(BOTH AGENTS & TV) Prepare for your
life on TV!

 


(Song ends)

 


(The adjacent stage goes dim
again; KEN enters the apartment...)

 


TV

I hate you.

 


BOBBI (to KEN)

I hate you.

 


KEN

What? What? What'd I do now?

 


TV

He knows what he did.

 


BOBBI

You know what you did.

 


(KEN gapes like a fish but says
nothing:)

 


BOBBI

You were out playing cards again, weren't
you?

 


KEN

No, I was working. How do you think I can
afford all this?

 


(He gestures to their shabby
furnishings, sarcastically.)

 


BOBBI

You don't have to be an ass about it.

 


TV

Hey there, look at these boobs.

 


KEN (to TV)

Hey now, what's this?

 


TV

You wish you had boobs like these.

 


KEN (to BOBBI)

I wish you had boobs like those.

 


BOBBI

That's enough of that. I'm changing the
channel.

 


(She clicks buttons on the remote
and the background tone modulates in slight variations but the
static image of color-bars doesn't change. After she clicks through
a few more 'channels' she picks one to settle on.)

 


BOBBI

There, I like this better.

 


KEN

But that was my favorite show.

 


BOBBI

I'll bet it was.

 


KEN

There's nothing else on worth
watching.

 


TV

It's all worth watching. It's the
only thing worth watching.

 


(They both stay transfixed in
their positions, watching the glowing screen.)

 


BOBBI

I need some things.

 


TV

You need things. And you know how to get
them.

 


BOBBI

I need you to get me things.

 


KEN

Fine, I'll get you things. What do you
need from me?

 


TV

I don't need you.

 


BOBBI

I don't need you, I just need your
things.

 


KEN

Fine! What do you need?

 


BOBBI

Give me your money.

 


(He does; she tucks it down the
front of her shirt & exits. KEN waves at the empty
doorway.)

 


KEN

I love you...

 


(The TV plays scenes of war,
domestic abuse, rape, murder, etc. There is no apparent unifying
theme beyond violence. Ken watches, slack-jawed. After a few
minutes, BOBBI returns with bags of shopping.)

 


TV

I hate you.

 


KEN

I hate you.

 


BOBBI

What's wrong with you?

 


KEN

I don't know. My head hurts for some
reason.

 


TV

You remember nothing.

 


BOBBI

I got you a gift.

 


KEN

For me? What'd you get me?

 


BOBBI

Not for you... [to TV] For you!

 


(She puts a new bunny-ear antenna
on top of the TV.)

 


TV

I wish I could feel fulfilled.

 


(They all have a moment of awkward
silence.)

 


BOBBI

I don't know... Sometimes I feel like all
this stuff just still isn't enough...

 


TV

Never enough, never enough...

 


KEN

How much more do you want? You & your
privileged first-world complaints.

 


BOBBI

It's not like that. I knew exactly what I
wanted before I left out the door, I mean I had a clear idea of
what I needed to buy before I got there, but by the time I got to
the MegaMart, I realized I'd forgotten everything I thought I'd
wanted. Is there something wrong with me?

 


TV

Always something wrong.

 


KEN

I don't see what you're complaining
about. It's not like you have any real problems.

 


BOBBI

What do you mean, 'real problems'? Do you
have something you want to say to me? Go ahead & get it off
your chest.

 


KEN

Any little thing you want, you just put
the squeeze on me. You don't have to put yourself out for anything
& you've got everything you need. You have a roof over your
head, you have food in the refrigerator. Have you seen what it's
like to starve in Gondwanaland? How about the oppression in
Australasia? Do you know what it's like in Oceania? Those
people know what it is to suffer.

 


BOBBI

I think you're losing perspective.

 


TV

Shut up. You don't know what you're
talking about.

 


KEN

You don't know what you're talking
about.

 


TV

Shut up!

 


BOBBI

No, you listen to me! You think you're
something special because you supposedly care about big important
causes & somehow that makes you big & important, too. I got
news for you buddy, you're missing out on what's right underneath
your nose, where you're acting just as unimportant as everyone else
who doesn't matter. That's right, I said it. You need to learn to
take care of your unimportant business.

 


(She sets her bags of shopping
down during her speech, & one tips over at the end, spilling
out a bundled-up pair of panties which unwinds on the floor & a
knife rolls out onto the floor.)

 


KEN

Woman, what have you gotten up to
now?

 


BOBBI

Listen, we need to have a talk.

 


TV

Drink up! Its happy hour!

 


KEN

I'm going out for a drink. I can't talk
right now.

 


BOBBI

You can't talk ever! We need to do
something about that—I need change!

 


KEN

I can't talk about this right now! I'm
going out.

 


(He storms off, slamming the door
behind him.

 


TV

He never really loved you anyway.

 


BOBBI

He never really loved me anyway.

 


TV

You should kill yourself.

 


BOBBI

I should kill myself. That would
show him. That would show all of them.

 


TV

Do it.

 


BOBBI

But he'd like that, wouldn't he? That's
been his plan all along, hasn't it? To get me so crazy that I kill
myself? I wouldn't put it past him. That would be just like him.(a
pause) Maybe I should get him first.

 


TV

Do it, do it!

 


BOBBI

But no, I can't do it yet. Not yet. It
isn't time. Later.

 


TV

I should go to sleep now.

 


BOBBI

I should go to sleep now.

 


(She turns the TV down & it
goes dim, then turns the lamp off & goes yawning to her
bedroom. After a moment, an arm reaches out from the TV-screen
& it turns itself back on. It is a black-&-white TV-BOBBI,
wearing a plain white mask with both eyes decorated, & she
sings:)

 


(Song begins – "TV song 1")

 


(TV-BOBBI) So much to say

I won't think it today

Make it all go away

I won't play, I won't play

& there's nothing to find

That I can't leave behind

Live my life on rewind

I don't mind, I don't mind

Because there's nothing to fear

If it all seems unclear

& there's no one to steer

I'm not here (X4)

I'm not home

Leave me alone

 


(Song ends)

 


(TV-BOBBI ends the song suddenly
& looks over anticipatorily to the bedroom door; a moment
later, the real BOBBI comes out of the bedroom rubbing her eyes,
crosses the room & turns the TV on with the sound off. She sits
down on the couch, then takes a bottle of pills off the coffeetable
and swallows a couple tablets with a shot of liquor. Again with the
horror & war, death, torture & mutilation: a rising
clamorous din resolves itself into the ringing of a bell, &
then suddenly the TV's volume cuts in mid-broadcast; KEN enters
with his hand to his face, covering his eye:)

 


KEN

Bobbi, thank goodness you're home – I've
gotta tell you about what happened today. I found out something and
I need to tell you about it!

 


BOBBI

Ken, there's something we need to talk
about...

 


KEN

No, wait, you gotta let me go first. I
found out something you'd want to know about. Let me cover you –
it's not something they need to hear.

 


(He reaches forward to cover her
face but she bats his hand away:)

 


TV

Get your lousy hands off me!

 


KEN

No, just, come on – this is
important.

 


BOBBI

What? What is so damn important
you have to cut me off when I'm speaking?

 


KEN

Just listen to this, please. But first we
have to shut that thing off.

 


TV

No, you can't!

 


BOBBI

I don't want to. Listen, you and I need
to have a talk...

 


KEN

And we will, but first this. It won' take
a minute...

 


(He reaches for her face again but
she pulls back, then covers her eye herself:)

 


BOBBI

There, are you happy? What did you want
to say? Let's get this over with quickly.

 


TV

Who turned out the lights?

 


KEN

There, it won't take long... Bobbi, how
much do you know about the mark?

 


BOBBI

Is this what you wanted to talk to
me about? I don't have time for this...

 


(She drops her hand and starts to
pull away from him again but he grabs her shoulders and won't let
her go:)

 


KEN

No, wait, please! Please!

 


BOBBI

Damnit Ken, you're so needy... Make this
quick, and then I've got some news for you.

 


KEN

Thank you, thank you. It'll be over
quick, I promise.

 


BOBBI

What is it then?

 


KEN

You've got to cover your mark.

 


TV

No, don't do that!

 


BOBBI

This is becoming a pain in the ass.

 


KEN

Please, it'll just be a second.

 


(She covers her painted eye:)

 


BOBBI

What is it?

 


KEN

I've figured something out. These marks,
listen, these marks are part of the system that keeps making us
into people we don't want to be.

 


BOBBI

What is this garbage you're talking?

 


TV

Where are you? What's going on?

 


KEN

Listen, they tell us who to be, how to
act, what to think – they change the way we feel!

 


BOBBI

Alright, I've had enough of this. You've
had your time, now you're gonna listen to me.

 


(She pulls her hand away from her
face, blinking and letting her iris adjust:)

TV

That's better.

 


BOBBI

Now it's my turn. Look, Ken, there's
something I've been meaning to tell you.

 


KEN

No, wait please Bobbi, just listen...

 


BOBBI

No, you listen Ken. This is something
I've been meaning to get off my chest for a while. I've been doing
some thinking, and it's time for you to move on. This isn't working
out.

 


KEN

What isn't working out?

 


BOBBI

This, us. You're never going to do right
by us – look at you, you're covered in filth.

 


KEN

These are aluminum shavings; you collect
them up and take them to the recycler. This is money.

 


BOBBI

Whatever, it's garbage. You come home and
you drop garbage behind you. That's just the kind of person you
are
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