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The Set
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The entire play takes place at a dockside
cocktail lounge facing the audience. The cocktail lounge is run by
Octavia Fortune. It is located on the dock of a waterfront resort
owned by Ray Martin.

 


There are five seats near the front of the
stage (which represents the end of the dock). The five seats each
have a small end-table next to them which holds drinks, cosmetics,
mobile phones, mobile tablets, packs of cigarettes and scraps of
paper.

 


Two speakers at each end of the stage
intermittently broadcast announcements from Island Underground
radio, a streaming gossip and advertising outlet.

 


One room divider, about three quarters of
the way across the stage, separates the cocktail lounge from a
patio where people go to have private talks and smoke cigarettes as
they gaze at the harbor lights. The patio has one small café table
and two chairs.

 


Another room divider, about a quarter of the
way across the stage, separates the cocktail lounge from a small
office with a desk, two office chairs, a PC monitor, a computer
keyboard, an old-fashioned landline telephone and an end table with
a coffee maker on it.
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Larry Chessman, an incorporation services
computer programmer.

 


Allie North, a New England trust-fund
baby.

 


Sergey Villanovski, a low-profile Russian
gangster.

 


Octavia Fortune, a local bartender.

 


Ray Martin, a waterfront resort owner.

 


Mirriam Fulljoy, an airline stewardess.

 


Father Fredricksen, a Caribbean Catholic
bishop.

 


Fanny Allgood, the narrator for
audio-version stage directions.

 


Rusty Scabbards, a gossip reporter and
commercial narrator.

 


Billy Goodman, an IRS investigator.

 


Artie Schells, a banker from The City of
London.

 


Dickey Masters, a Bay Area crypto
broker.

 


David Clearwater, a yacht broker from
Florida.

 


Helen Andersands, a Swedish venture
capitalist.

 


Artesia Munroe, a pond-hopping
supermodel.

 


Amberlee Sunnyvale, a local outcall
masseuse.

 


Larry Sterling, an investor with legal
problems.
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Act 1, Scene 1: We Do Things The Intimate
Way
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Fanny Allgood:

 


The set is dark. A spotlight hits the
left-front of the stage. Mirriam Fulljoy, an airline stewardess,
steps forward.

 


Mirriam Fulljoy:

 


Ladies and gentlemen, my name is Mirriam
Fulljoy and, on behalf of the crew and captain, I’m here to welcome
you to The BVI Express where we take the most beautiful people in
the world to the most beautiful islands in the world. We will be
landing at Jost Van Dyke International Airport in just about two
hours and fifteen minutes. The weather on the islands is, of
course, perfect today, just like our customers.

 


For those of you who are
new to The BVI Express: We are the first commercial airline in the
world to employ vertical take-off and landing technology. So don’t
be surprised when the aircraft slows down and we land on a
helicopter pad. And when you disembark, please remember to check
our Old Sea Shanty Lounge just to right of the landing pad where
the most profitable people
in the world make the most profitable
deals in the
world.

 


For those of you whose final destination is
on another island, we have shuttle service connecting you to BVI’s
new fleet of high-speed mini-ferries. And, if you’re here to create
a shell corporation, BVI’s concierge service offers face-to-face
meetings with top incorporation consultants. No one can enhance
your outsourcing, off-shoring and LLCing better than BVI Express
Consulting. At BVI Express, we do things the intimate way; and we
know there’s nothing intimate about setting up a shell corporation
on the internet.

 


Speaking of intimate: BVI’s concierge service
is proud to announce it’s new crew of Island Relaxation &
Stress Reduction Specialists. That’s right, our 24/7 call center
workers can send a model, or supermodel, to your room, anytime, day
or night, to offer you a relaxing two-hour full-body massage. When
it’s time to fully decompress from the stresses and strains of life
in downtown Miami, we’re always here to lend a helping hand or
two.

 


And lastly, I’d like to remind everyone that
BVI Express transports more than just passengers. So if you’ve
found other airlines to be too picky or too curious about what
you’re shipping, please give BVI Parcel Express a try. What you
send around the world is your business, and our only businesses is
getting it there.

 


So sit back and enjoy the ride. (And if you
require in-flight sedation, just pull down your oxygen mask and
press the light-blue button on the console above and you won’t feel
a thing for the rest of the flight.) Once again, I’m Mirriam
Fulljoy. If you have any questions or concerns, feel free to let me
know and we’ll do our best to make you extremely comfortable.
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 Act 1, Scene 2:
Implausibly Consistent Returns
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Fanny Allgood:

 


The spotlight fades and Mirriam Fulljoy steps
back from the stage. The central part of the stage dimly lights up
to reveal five chairs and five end tables facing the audience. The
two speakers spring to life inside the empty cocktail lounge.

 


Rusty Scabbards:

 


Good Afternoon, all you
totally-based men and women. Don’t ever go cringe on me. I’m Rusty
Scabbards and this is Island Underground, streaming gossip and
advertising for “the way we live now.” I hope you’ve all got a good
buzz going by this time. I know I
have. May you, today and every day, experience
suspiciously high, and implausibly consistent, returns on your
investments. Let’s keep those trend lines up, people. Remember, if
you want your money to work for you, you need to keep working your
money. May you forever meet with R-O-I and not the
F-B-I.

 


Now, if you didn’t know already, it’s my
great displeasure to have to announce the departure (from our
island home) of everyone’s good friend, Larry Sterling. The poor
fellow got sloppy and tried to open up a standard savings account
on the U.S. mainland. Word has reached me that he was subjected to
one of those nasty predawn raids. That’s some ugly business. In any
case, from what his attorneys tell me, we won’t be seeing Larry
back in the islands for quite some time, if ever.

 


By the way, today’s show is
brought to you by the real estate division of BVI Express. BVI
Express can meet all of your real estate and land-acquisition
needs. Whether you’re looking for a harbor-view villa in Nanny Cay
or a water-front commercial property in Tortola, we have what
you’re looking for. Whether you’re looking to put down roots and
build community or to retreat to a life of comfortable solitude,
we’ve got the listings and the brokers to make it all happen
for you. And now,
back to your spreadsheets and rum till our next little news flash
jolts you out of your complacency.

 


Island Underground will keep on streaming the
information you need, 24/7-365. And if you’re still the old-world
broadcast-radio type, you can catch our FM signal all thew way from
Fisherman’s Wharf to Smuggler’s Cove. At Island Underground we
never stop looking for that “one particular harbor.”

 


*

 


 Act 1, Scene 3: Mind-Altering
Liquids Were Consumed
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Fanny Allgood:

 


While the stage is still dimly lit, five
regulars trickle into the bar and occupy the five seats near the
edge of the stage. As they take their seats, the lights gradually
come up to reveal Ray Martin, Octavia Fortune, Larry Chessman,
Sergey Villanovski and Mirriam Fulljoy.

 


Mirriam Fulljoy:

 


Okay, guys, what’s it all about?

 


Octavia Fortune:

 


Oh no, not more Philosophy!

 


Mirriam Fulljoy:

 


Yes, more Philosophy. Too bad if you don’t
like it.

 


Sergey Villanovski:

 


This is very problematic indeed, a flight
attendant with a degree in Philosophy. Is there not an inherent
contradiction in this?

 


Mirriam Fulljoy:

 


Yes, I know it’s weird, but that’s the way it
is. It’s too late to do anything about it now. I’ll never fit in
with the rest of the girls who run around to packed nightclubs and
drink themselves into a stupor before going home with some
stranger. I’ve tried to be an airhead, but it just never worked
out.

 


Ray Martin:

 


The purpose of life is to be a flight
attendant ferrying pampered neurotics back and forth from Miami to
Jost Van Dyke Island while juggling a hard-liquor habit and three
shallow, booty-call boyfriends.

 


Mirriam Fulljoy:

 


No, no, Ray. That’s answer is just to Zen for
me. I don’t fall in for any of that Alan Watts stuff. All that
“live-an-eternity-in-this-moment” claptrap won’t wash for me. I
need Western-style, old-fashioned, authoritative answers, linear
ideas. Is there a God or not? If so, how do I follow His will. If
not, how do I face the universe on my own?

 


Olivia Fortune:

 


Oh my God, you’re going to ruin my buzz
totally tonight.

 


Mirriam Fulljoy:

 


You shouldn’t work half-high all the time.
You need to cut back on the Chardonnay girl.

 


Ray Martin:

 


Is this girl a buzz-kill or what?

 


Sergey Villanovski:

 


Well, once we start down a road like this,
there is no other way out than to confront the thing head on.
Larry, could you try to give this woman an answer?

 


Larry Chessman:

 


No problem, boss. Here’s what I say. There is
no God and sex is the only thing we live for whether we think so or
not.

 


Mirriam Fullyjoy:

 


Now, we’re getting somewhere. Tell me
more.

 


Larry Chessman:

 


It’s simple. We all just need to get over the
delusion that we’re something more than cockroaches, rats or
pigeons. Every animal serves nature primarily by reproducing. All
of this intellectual fluff we humans put on top of that is just
romantic puffery. But, for us, the main path to reproduction is
sex, so I say sex is the meaning.

 


Olivia Fortune:

 


I say our angst-ridden
flight attendant would be better served bringing all this heavy
stuff to Father Fredricksen.

 


Ray Martin:

 


Larry, you’re almost right; but these days
it takes a lot of money for a man to sustain a good sex life,
especially in Miami and the Caribbean. Since more money leads to
more sex, you could kind of say money is a higher symbol for the
sex that follows in its wake. And anyway, even an asexual or an
incel needs money to survive. So the purpose of life is money.
Money keeps you alive so that you can get around to having sex,
therefore money reigns supreme. Let all who seek the answer seek
money.

 


Larry Chessman:

 


If that’s the way it’s got to be, then fame
is more important than money. If you’re popular, then even if you
lose all your money, you still have a lot of connections. Rich
people who lose all their money often turn up three years later
richer than they were before their bankruptcy. The real wealth of
the wealthy isn’t in their current holdings, but in their ability
to generate holdings; and that ability can never be sustained
without a vast network of connections. The old-school people used
to say something like, “It’s not what’s in your bank account that
matters, but who’s on your Rolodex.” Therefore fame trumps both sex
and money, since fame transcends money and money transcends
sex.

 


Mirriam Fulljoy:

 


But what about true love, lasting marriage,
passionate romance?

 


Larry Chessman:

 


That’s all disposable and optional. Nature
doesn’t care whether you’re a single mother on welfare or a
mistress with a sugar daddy. Whether it takes fame, money or
treachery to get the baby-machine started, nature is prepared to
use it. And by fame, I could also just mean local fame, or just
popularity, or whatever it takes to have the social connections it
takes to get into any good position and out of any trouble that
comes your way.

 


Olivia Fortune:

 


No, no! You’re all wrong. Chardonnay is the
final and highest and ultimate truth. Why? Because when you don’t
get the sex, money, fame or romance, you can numb your ass up and
stop thinking about all this shit for a while, right?

 


Sergey Villanovski:

 


Here, here! I say we toast to Miss Olivia
Fortune and her powerful spiritual insight into these matters. You
will find in many ancient religions that some sort of mind-altering
liquids were consumed just before enlightenment came.

 


Ray Martin:

 


By God, I think the woman’s stumbled onto
something. None of us is going to be the next Kant or Hegel, but
you sure as hell are going to get the next drink free on the
house.

 


Fanny Allgood:

 


Olivia gets up to refill everyone’s glasses,
then the entire group raises their glasses in a boisterous cheer.
As their cheers fade, Rusty Scabbards interrupts.

 


Rusty Scabbards:

 


Good evening all you old-pimp
island-gangsters and gold-digging, booty-shaking hoes. I know it’s
late, but I just got the latest airline manifesto (just a little
pun for all us socialist-leaning bad boys out there). One of my
spies around the island managed to smuggle it in to me just now;
and man is the gossip juicy.

 


BVI Express, as usual, is winging us in some
prime movers and shakers, and I’m here to make sure you, my totally
hip-and-hype listeners are ahead of every game in town.

 


This week the islands will be hosting none
other than the mega-yacht broker from Miami
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