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It is September, 12, 2130. In a very highly industrialized and technological global world. The town is empty of greenness. Almost no tree and no grass can be seen; animals have disappeared. In a dimly lit room with a large desk in the centre. On one side of the desk sits Charles Kat, on the other side sits Samuel Lewis, and S. Zonzi stands near the desk. Charles Kat and Samuel Lewis discuss their latest works. Zonzi is writing on pieces of paper. No one can see what he writes.


KAT

(Excitedly) So, essentially! That’s what you should understand about writing. Samuel, I must say, my new novel is a masterpiece! It captures the essence of the Victorian era and sheds light on the struggles of the working class. I made it so realistic that all the readers enjoy it. You know realism is such a...

LEWIS

(Interrupts Kat) Ah, Charles, your obsession with realism can be quite tiresome. Do you really thing that it is the primary concern of humans to deal class issues?

KAT

(Becomes serious) If it is not the primary concern of man, what else will be the considered primary concern of humans? 

LEWIS

See... My play, on the other hand, embraces the absurdity of human existence. It's a reflection of the futility and meaninglessness of life. And that is actually where everything starts, as far as life is concerned.

KAT

(Surprised by the reply of Lewis) Samuel... But are you serious? You are a writer, let me remind you. And what does your job consist of? (Zonzi is silent. He keeps writing) No tell me. What does it consist in? Are you telling me that you will be writing about uh... how did you call it again? Meaninglessness of life, or... is it meaninglessness of life or futility of life? Anyways, I can’t even reproduce that subject matter very well as you just put it... so, I mean, will you be narrating those stupid stuffs that you just mentioned, while the system of your country is holding you back? Preventing you from asserting yourself as a dynamic human able to move from poverty to uh... uh... I mean preventing you to get rich?

LEWIS

(Smiles). No need to explain myself, your mind is very far from understanding my argument. But I really wish Camus were here. He likes arguing with people like you.

KAT

(Irritated) Who? Please don’t mention that one again. These are people who just disturb the universe for no reason. Last time we had a discussion and he was actually singing the same songs you are singing to me now. He is my worst enemy. Please people should be realistic. (Stands and explains, with gestures) The system is traumatizing us, we are having issues because of government, and we are not allowed to do whatever we want. Our grandparents and parents died because of poverty, which is orchestrated by the capitalist. They tried their ass to succeed. They made all the efforts to be financially independent too...But the system was holding them by the neck. Now bloody for them to have a financial stability. In fact, this is what life is all about, and we need to struggle... I mean to fight, you know? You know what I mean?

ZONZI

(Stops writing. Looks at Kat) Kat, you talk too much.

KAT

(Gestures of apologies) uh... sorry

ZONZI

Don’t be sorry. It won’t change the fact that you are talkative. (Stands up. To Kat and Lewis) Gentlemen, your works are indeed fascinating, but they represent different views. Charles, you focus on social and moral issues (Kat nods). While you (points at Samuel), delve into existentialism and the human condition. I really like the last book you recently published.

LEWIS

(Silently murmurs) was fucking awesome... OMG! 

ZONZI

(Smiles) I think I should write a review of that play. It is just damn awesome. (To Kat) You see... Samuel is also depicting very crucial issues.

KAT

(Impatiently) Yes, yes, I understand that, but my writing resonates with the masses. It has the power to bring about societal change! So that everybody will be happy.

LEWIS

(Mockingly) What? Happy? “There is no happiness in real life”. Don’t you know that statement? It was made by McDonagh, an Irish guy who used to write gruesome stuffs like that. I don’t even know whether he is British or Irish. He may be British, or I...I...I don’t really know. But he is the one who said it, not me. Do you understand? So,in  go and argue with him too.

KAT

We need change. So that everybody should be happy

LEWIS

(gesture of disgust). Oh, Charles, your optimism is admirable, but society is in a never-ending cycle of suffering and disappointment. My work reflects the harsh reality of existence. Okay let’s even supposed people can be happy. What comes next? They end up dying? What next? Nothingness, right? Think about that.

KAT

Life is a... (Zonzi and Lewis laugh) please listen, life is... (A Man enters the room, wearing a ridiculous outfit and carrying a stack of papers.)

THE MAN

(Interrupting Kat) Stop! Stop! Stop! What is all this seriousness and intellectual banter? Your writings are nothing but pretentious rubbish! I’ve read your stories... All your stories... (To Lewis) Especially yours. (To Kat) yours too, Mr Kat. (Looks at Zonzi) yours are not exempted. I have read your works and I ended up not understanding anything, because you are trying to tell us about what goes on with our minds... all those stupid stuff... only things that look stupid.

KAT

(Offended) Who are you to criticize our works? Until you know my name.

ZONZI

I know him. He is called Bult.

THE MAN

(Smugly. To Zonzi) thank you for the introduction. (To Kat and the others) I am Bult, and I cannot tolerate such pretentious ideologies. Your writings are too complex and inaccessible to the common people. They just look stupid.

ZONZI

(Intrigued) And what would you suggest, Bult?

BULT

(Grinning) Simple stories, filled with slapstick humour! Give the people something they can enjoy without having to think too much.

KAT

You seem to be suffering from the fucking peter pan syndrome...

BULT

Honestly, no! I have no syndrome. But I should acknowledge that, Peter was more mature than you (smiles). Especially when we consider his heroic leading of the lost boys in their various battles against the pirates in Neverland. But I think if we decide to... (Pauses. Suddenly. Turns to Zonzi) Oh, No! I fucking remember the last story you published. (Louder voice) It’s damn stupid.

ZONZI

(Irritated). What’s wrong with your mind, man?

BULT

(Laughing). Absolutely nothing! I’m just uh...

KAT

(Interrupts Bult). No, listen... I wish to know what you would propose as subject matter in writing.

BULT

I’ve said. Fun! Enjoyment. Listen, you should learn to create joyful circumstances, because hard times emerge alone and fucking destroy us.

LEWIS

(Rolling his eyes) That's absurd! Literature should challenge and provoke thought, not cater to the lowest common denominator.

KAT

(Nodding) I agree with Samuel. Our duty as writers is to enlighten and inspire, not dumb down our art.

ZONZI

(Smiling) Perhaps there's a middle ground, a way to entertain while still conveying deeper meanings.


Bult huffs and exits the room in a huff.


KAT

(Turning to Lewis) Samuel, let us continue our work and stay true to our artistic visions.
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